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THE DOG GHOST. 


By E, M. Rurerrorp. 


PRovocvue. 


OUGLAS GREY and I had been friends all throughout 
college days, and in the short years of his 
spent many a happy evening in his house in 

them at some pretty country place taken for a 


1 was quite ready to own that such a girl as Ella Grey could 
make any fellow’s life a hundred times brighter than it had ever 
Yicen before, even in the dear old Oxford time or when youth's 
‘sense of enjoyment is supposed to be most keen. 

Tf ever there was a love match it was that between Douglas Grey 
and Ella Hammond, and the romance of it hung over all the short 
time they spent together. It was a dreadful shock to me when I 
heard that Ella had died at the birth of their third child—a wife of 
only four years’ standing. 

Up to that time life had been very pleasant for Douglas, although 
he bad had the misfortune to lose his parents at an early age; be 
had had a good guardian, and came into a fair and well-invested 
fortune when he attained his majority. He had chosen the Bar as a 
profession, and, having a good supply of both friends and brains, had 
@ promising career before him. 

Thope I was as much good to Douglas in the sxd days which 
followed his loss as anyone could be, but the sadness worked into 
his nature even atter time had softened the first aspect of his ot. Ve 
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was a tall, fair, good-featured fellow with a very pleasant expression ; 
but the furrow of care was now stamped on his face, marking him 
apart from other men of his age, though it did not make him look 
exactly older, for most people took him for younger than he was. He 
was just thirty when Ella died. 

His children were sweet and intelligent as children could be. 
Altogether there was no family more likely to gain friends and excite 
sympathy, but the air of quiet reserve which had come over Douglas 
with his sorrow seemed to have been inherited in some degree by 
his children even when they were quite little. 

I wish these observations to precede the story, because Iam quite 
willing to allow that some spirits are, by nature or circumstance, or 
both combined, peculiarly susceptible to certain mysterious in- 
fluences. 

But it seems to me the existence of those influences can only be 
denied by those whose vision is so restricted by the trifles around 
them that they know of no world beyond the close, commonplace 
circle of their everyday lives. 


Part I. 


The yellow fog was so close up against the windows that even 
the shrubs in the iron baskets outside could not be seen clearly in 
the room, but only looked like high, dark-plumed helmets pushed 
against the glass. 

The room was on the second floor of a London house. It had 
been the nursery, but the inmates had outgrown the title. They 
were respectively nine, ten, and eleven years old. 

The school-room was downstairs, and this was given over to 
them for play; but it had not been anything of “play” which had 
been going on there lately. 

The spaniel dog, which had been their darling friend and com- 
panion ever since they could remember, had been taken ill three 
days before. Father was away from home. The vet. had been 
sent for, and had been most kind, coming twice a day and trying 
various remedies. ‘The servants had been good in helping the 
children to do all that the doctor recommended, cook all along 
declaring that she would “rather wait on that poor patient creature 
than on many Christians,” the latter title being synonymous with 
“human” in her dictionary. 

Only the governess had been suspicious of hydrophobia from the 
first, and gallantly stuck to her conviction in face of the vet's 
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-tumed her attention again to the dog, softly touching his dark, silky 
fur with her other hand, 

“Oh, look! He lifted his tail; he tried to wag it! Good dog, 

“Magic |” cried Ronald encouragingly. 

“ Bat he car's lift his head now ; there, he tried to, and he can’t. 
He cowdd do that at twelve when we came up from lessons." Alison's 
‘tone was full of fear and despair, “Ronald, do you know, his paws 
are so cold, though he's lying right in front of this big fire.” 

Ronald took up the big Scotch shawl and held it to the fire, thea 
‘wrapped it round Magic's legs ; but they were all very, very silent the 
while. ‘They knew the shadow of the great mystery was coming into 
the room, while outside the fog grew thicker, and by three o’clock ft 
‘was very nearly dark, 

‘After a time Ellen brought up a piece of the steak she had 
fetched, and cook had warmed ft in a deep dish which was nearly full 
of the red gravy. Alison held the dish to Magic’s lips, and Ronald 
held up the doggie’s head. But it was no use. 

“T think, dears, it ‘ud be kinder not to bother him now,” said 
fair, good-natured Ellen, as she stirred the fire somewhat vigorously, 
conscious that her sight was a little blurred by tears, 

Alison set the basin on the table, and Ronald laid the curly head 
down on the rug again, stooping over to kiss one of the black silky 
ears. None of the children spoke, 

“(Shall I stay with you a bit, dears?” Ellen asked kindly. 

‘Then Alison answered, a little huskily but quite steadily, “No, 
vhank you. T think we'd rather be alone with Magic.” 

So Ellen went downstairs, 

‘The fog and the darkness met one another and blended. It was 
‘early December, and each day was getting shorter ; even without the 
assistance of London fog. The children, however, refused to have 
the gas lighted ; the flickering firelight scomed most peaceful. ‘They 
had often sat with Magic in the firelight before, and he had gone 
from one to the other, and licked their faces and rubbed his dear 
head against their hands, while they had sat talking and building 
castles in the air. 

Now they knew that /Aaf was a time never again to be; they 
knew that quite as well as if they had been grown-up people, In 
‘books children are made to ask, “What is death?” “Why is he 
lying there if he is dead and gone away?” but they do not ask 
such questions in real life. 

‘Out of the great mystery from which all life comes they have 
Drought that link with God's ways which is called inainet. Such 
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instinct made them quiet and solemn now. Even Little "Beth felt 
that while Magic lay like this, silent and peaceful himself (save for 
the heavy breathing}, tears and lamentations would be out of place. 

Now and again 2 red cinder dropped out of the grate, and some- 
times there was a shout in the square, as a cab was driven slowly 
throagh the fog, and the driver called toa policeman or passer-by 
to know the number of the house, Once there wasa “mew” of a 
cat, and Alison caught her breath as she noticed that Magic did not 
move his ear at the sound which had always made him bark and 
frisk so wildly, 

"Beth was so awe-stricken that she was almost afraid to think ; 
poor little Ronald was fearfully weary, for he had got out of bed every 
hour the night before to see how Magic was ; but Alison was stroking 
the black, silky head with unwearying endeavour to soothe, and think- 
ing, dreaming, wondering as she did so. 

‘Was Magic thinking of them? Did he know they would do 
anything to save him? Did mother—that young angel mother they 
had never known—know anything of the trouble they were in? and 
would Magic—condd doggies—go to the same Heaven as she had 
gone to? Ob, if they could be gwife sure that mother could hare 
Magic in Heaven and take care of him there, how much casier the 
parting would be ! 

‘He looked so beautiful, so glossy, his curls all tight about the 
neck, bat looser on his back and sides ; his cars so soft and silky ; 
his eyes—ah ! there was a strangeness there. All day they had 
looked so curiously blue and deep ; now they were half shut, but 
the lids twitched up now and again, and showed them glassy and 


unsecing, 

‘There was a short, sharp sound like a yap ; he moved suddenly. 
The children started, and little "Beth sprang to her feet. 

‘Two or three quick gasps came. The dog mised himself, 

“0 Ronnie! Alsie ! he nearly stood—" 

“Be quiet, Beth!" Alison's face was white with agony. 

Poor Magic fell back and gasped again, with the white tooth of his 
lower jaw fixed outside his lip. 

‘This was too mach for Ronald. He threw himself aside and hid 
his face, while at the sound of another gasp 'Beth gave one look, and 
then, with a low cry, rushed off to a distant corner of the room. 

Only Alison sat on the floor and held one of the twitching paws 
firmly, her face white and drawn, but all her young soul intent on 
sharing as far as she could share, helping while she could help, 

“Tim here, Magic—Mogic !” she gently said. 
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As if the faithful creature would (trac to his doggic mature) 
respond even at his last gasp to lore and care, Magic seemed for a 
second to try to lift his eyelids, pein pene ah gasp 
shook his frame, ‘Then there was silence. Ronald dared not look 
up, and 'Beth stood back against the wall. 

“Ronnie !’—Alsie's voice was shaking, but she could not cry, 
and her whisper was clear through the quiet—perfect quiet now ; 
there was no heavy breathing— Ronnie, I think deat Magic is 
dead." 

“Oh, do—do ask them to light the gas," wailed poor little 
"Beth out of the darkness of her corner, “It’s so dark, and I’m so 
cold |" 

‘There was a ringing at the house door below, but none of them 
heeded ft. Ronald got up, and, keeping his head turned away from 
the hearth-rug, got the matches, struck a light, and, climbing on a 
chair, lit the gas. 

Then he stood and looked. ‘Beth, encouraged by the bright 
light, which balf-dazzled them all, came out of her corner and stood 
where she too could sec. 

Alison gently laid down the stiff paw and rose to her feet. 

So they were standing when Douglas Grey came upstairs and 
entered the room, 

‘He had just arrived—a day before he was expected—and, down 
in the hall, Ellen had told him of the great trouble. 

The children looked round and saw him, but without surprise, 
‘The great presence which had come in before him, the visitor they 
beheld among them for the first time, was 2 mystery in the face of 
which nothing else could appear strange. 

But after a moment little "Beth rushed forward crying, “Ob, 
father, aes | eee enre corm cece |S 


$01 it was thet these children first beheld Death, and what weight 
that fact may have in the consideration of the after-events of their 
lives I leave it to others to determine. With their father, I hold it 
trac that every life has its mystery ; also that love may be such a 
link in the lives and feclings of individuals that the same mystery 
may be shared in common, where thought, affection, and life have 
been shared in common too. 

‘These two ideas are all I mean to put forward, and these not as 
solutions of the problem, but as all the theory J have to advance on 
the subject. 


Part IL 


At was a summer's evening, and the country ly at peace in the 
Eg ta ara gareliar ne EA 
a red-tinged mist, caps otra lamella aioe 
the sunset hour in less setiled weather. 

Almost all the holidays had been fing, and the Grey children had 
2 dat 47a Na bo gr ag WE eee 
which their father rented furnished for them during the months of 
August and September the summer after Magic died. 

Douglas had been on short visits to them, having spent part of 
his vacation abroad, and then with a shooting party up north, T 
had met him in Scotland, and it was then that he invited me to 

him to the farm-house and see his children. 

LT accepted the invitation, and we travelled together, arriving this 
fine summer evening, and much enjoying the soft country atmo- 
sphere, as we drove from the station, after the long railway journey. 
‘The place was within two miles of the sea, and a refreshing air from 
the ocean breathed over everything, 

‘The children were all awaiting our arrival in front of the long, 
low, old-fashioned house—a white house with redtiled roofand long 
narrow windows which glowed yellow in the evening light Ronald 
was swinging on the gate, and Alison reposing ina camp chair, while 
Tittle "Beth played with the kitten on the lawn, 

‘So we caught sight of them for a moment, and then they all came 

to meet us, 

“So glad you've brought Frank with you!” shouted Ronald. I 
had taught them to call me by my Christian name. Douglas had 
proposed an “Uncle” before it, but I repudiated the ugliest word 
in the English dictionary when there was no obligation. 

* So glad to come, old chap,” I answered, as I jumped out and 
warmly greeted all three children, 

“Father! there’s ten more chickens hatched!” cried little 


“And more roses blooming!” her father replied, noting her 
rosy cheeks with satisfaction. 

“Tt sill be nice, now you've come,” said fair, swect Alison, with 
a look so like her mother that we let the children have all the con- 
versation to themselves for ¢ minute. 

And much nicer for you than shooting things,” said "Beth, who 
held strong theories against sport: 

“There's grouse in the cart,” cricd Ronald, who had jamped 





8 The Gentleman's Magasine. 


upon the wheel, “Now, Beth, why should you mind eating that 
more than chicken 2” 

“We don’t eat the chickens here, Mrs. Brampton said that 
wasn't one of hers that we had yesterday.” 

“She only said it to satisfy you, stupid," answered her brother, 
“What do you suppose became of Blackic?—you missed him from 
the run.” 

“Mrs. Brampton said he died of consumption,” answered "Beth 
gravely, And the merry laugh with which we all hailed Mrs. 
Brampton’s somewhat time-worn joke only made "Beth wonder 
tore. 


“Never mind, dear,” said Alison, with the little motherly air 
which seemed so quaint a belonging to her two years’ seniority. 
“You can eat only the eggs if you like, and not the grouse or the 
fowls.” 










We spent a happy evening, the children running in and out while 
we had supper, andromping on the lawn with us afterwards. Once 
T threw the ball right down the sloping bank among the gooseberry 
bushes. ‘Beth ran after it, her gold-brown curls all roughened by 
her play, her grey eyes dancing with childish merriment, 

But she returned slowly with the big ball under her arm, and the 
colour had gone out of her little round face. 

“Why, "Beth, you are tired!” I exclaimed, The attention of 
the others had been diverted for a moment by the sight of the white 
‘owl, an evening visitor to whom they were anxious to introduce 


“No, not tired,” she answered, coming close up to me, with a 
‘dreamy, mysterious look in her eyes. * Do you know?" she said, in 
a very low, soft tone, “I thought Magic was running after that ball 
—I thought I saw him.” 
Then, seeing my look of wonder, she explained, “ Magic, our 
spaniel dog, you know, who died last winter.” 
“Why, yes, of course I know,” I answered. “But how could you 
think Magic was there? Is there any dog like him about here?” 
“No, no! It wasn’t rea/lya dog, but—— Frank, do you think 
dogs can have ghosts, like people?" 
* Quite as likely one as the other,” I laughed. “ What do you 
about ghosts? Surely Miss Mowbray has told you there are 
such things.” 
knows ; he has a book about them. Alsie said I wasn't 
it; but he reads bits to me, and I like to hear them, though 
afterwards.” 








The Dog Ghost. 


“Which just shows what a little goose you are, and how you 
come to imagine that you see a black spaniel dog when there isn’t 
‘any at all,” I said, taking ber up in my arms (forse was a little thing 
for ber age), and carrying her off to the garden seat. “You're tired, 
"Beth, and when one gets tired one can fancy anything! No, 
Ronnie, I think we'd better give up the game now. I think Beth 
is only fit for bed.” 

™ Had too long a day, dearic?* asked her father; and they came 
and sat on the seats till the bell rang for bed-time. But "Beth did 
not speak of her fancy again. 

‘The next morning was bright and sunny, and Douglas and I 
were down to an early breakfast, but Ronald was the only one of 
See een UE COMPS 

“'Beth has been ill in the night, and Ellen said she had better 
have breakfast upstairs, so Alsic stayed with her.” The boy 
explained. 


seemed anxious directly, and went up to see the litle 

invalic, He found her flushed and feverish, and our drive into the 
county town comprised a visit to summon the doctor. 

At first he said it was a feverish chill, but feverish chills can 


lead to grave complications, and as the days went by the doctor 
looked more scrious after cach visit. 

It was a sad change from the pleasant time we had anticipated ; 
and all the while the days were so bright and sunny, the earth so 
‘beautiful and full of pleasant things. But our hearts were wei 
down by such a load of care that J think weall echoed little Ronald's 
observation. 


“T think it would be easier to give up and be miserable if the 
sun wouldn't shine so all the time.” 

‘Two nurses were in waiting on poor little ‘Beth, and the other 
children knew she was dangerously ill, and felt, too, that unsettled state 
of suspense and sadaess with which serious illness always impresses 
the children of a family, even when they are not old cnough to share 
the day-to-day watching, waiting, hope and fear of their elders. 

T could not have left them, even if Douglas had not said what he 
said the first night he knew ’Beth was seriously ill: “Stay with me 
if you can, Frank; 1 can’t bear it alone. If there's no one else, 1 
shall be making Alsie an old wornan before she’s a young one." 

I thought of his words one evening about a week afterwards 
when I met Alsic on the stairs, The child’s face was whiter, and her 
eyes had a more strained look than a child of eleven should know, 
whatever the cloud of anxiety over the home may be. 
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“Asie, come out into the garden,” I said. “It is a lovely 
evening, and you have been too much in the house to-day.” 

She looked at me, and then looked beyond me. The evening 
light shone on her Jong, pale golden hair and on the white frock she 
wore. She raised her hand and pointed into the hall, down below 
where I stood. 

“Look! There he is, There is Magic! waiting at the door, 
as he used to wait at home for us to come out !" 

T looked, and until this day I cannot say whether I saw some- 
thing or nothing, whether I really saw a black spaniel dog on the 
threshold, or whether I only imagined what the child described. 

At that instant Douglas's voice called me, from the landing above, 
in the hushed voice of suppressed agony : 

“ Frank, come up—come to me, They say the child is dying.” 

And at the hour when the rocks on the distant sands were 
uncovered in the sunset glow, the little tide of "Beth's life also ebbed 


away. 

Perhaps in the first days of his great grief Douglas did not notice 
how ill Alison was. Perhaps, knowing her tender, loving nature, he 
attributed all her changed appearance and altered manner to sorrow 
at the loss of the dearly loved little sister, I had misgivings about 
Alsie from the very day of "Beth’s death, but I could not add to the 
troubles of my poor friend, and felt I was doing the best for all 
when T urged Douglas to winter abroad with the two children. He 
had a cousin resident in Brussels, who was married and hada young 
family. They would gladly find Douglas a gensfow near them, and 
it would be cheerful society for himself and his boy and girl. 

He acted on my suggestion, and I had better news of them 
at Christmas than I had dared to expect, though he wrote that 
Alison continued very delicate. Early in the new year the blow 
‘came-influenzaand pneumonia carried her off ; she was only in bed 
afew days, poor child! but the mischief had commenced months 
before. 

On the night after I had the news of her death I sat alone in my 
chambers and grieved—thought—wondered. Again I seemed to 
hold in my arms the pretty, curly-haired child, and saw her anxious, 
_ persistent look as she told me how she had seen the dog like Magic 

she ran after the ball. 
{then I saw the sweet, grave face of the elder girl as she met 

‘onthe stair, I saw her'wondering, far-seeing gaze as she pointed 

form of their faithful dumb friend as it appeared to her at 
sad moment. 


SS > 
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Tt was an autumn evening, October, but fine and warm for the 
time of year. The big beeches were tinting deeper every day, and 
a crimson mist Jay on the hills ; it was just sunset time, and we had 
resolved to remain out till dark, “to brace us for the evening's 
exertions,” Ronald said, for there was to be a little dinner-party 
(ncighbours of the sterner sex) at half-past seven. 

“ Hardly much of a festivity to you, Ronald,” I said, laughing. 
“T suppose you were fairly gay at Sandhurst, and have been giving 
some entertainments for celebration lately.” (He had just been 
gazetted.) 

“Oh, yes. I’m afraid I’ve rather been going it ; but I really like 
it best here, you know, if one can't be in active service—though 
there's chance for that before long.” 

“Ts your regiment likely to go out to South Africa?” I asked, 
for the war cloud was then in the air. 

“ More than likely—almost certain.” 

“I'm afraid your father will fecl it dreadfully !” 

| “Oh, but it will be nothing !" he laughed. And J, too, was 
| almost as much of a vietim to the terrible delusion which cost the 
country so dear. 

But before 1 could reply my heart gave a sudden bound ; for a 
moment I felt almost like an hysterical woman might feel, so 
strangely and suddenly the thing happened. 
| Out of the little wood just below us, and towards which the 

grounds sloped, there bounded, without bark or sound, a d/ack spaniel 


“Hallo! It must be one of Mr. Steers’s spaniels, Here, good 
fellow! 1 say, Frank, he's just like our old Magic !” 
“Ob, don't touch him! Let him go, Ronald!" 1 hastily ex 
claimed. 
‘He turned and regarded me with the greatest astonishment. 
“Why, Frank! What do you mean? Surely you're not afraid 
‘of dogs. Why, no; I remember you were always so fond of them.” 
“T don't know what I meant,” I answered, trying to laugh off the 
shame of the momentary superstition. “ You'll think me hysterical, 
; bur—” 
servant, coming hastily through the grounds, bearing a yellow 
caused me to break off with a strange feeling of apprehen- 
















‘you, sir,” he said to Ronald, 


opencd the telegram. 
igas Lthought. 1 must join my regiment; it is ordered to 
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The Dog Ghost. 


South Africa! Oh, Frank! I'm glad you're here to be with the 
dad. I'm afraid he'll mind dreadfully!" 


“ Was that dog real or a phantom?" 1 asked myself a hundred 
times in the weeks which followed. I had no real reason to suspect 
the latter; such an idea had never entered Ronald's head. 

Bat when, through that sad Christmas, I shared the father's 
weary, anxious longing, hoping, fearing for news, I could not bear 
(1 am not ashamed to own it) to think of that dark, silky creature 
appearing out of the autumn mists that October evening. 

Tt might be that my imagination threw mystery round what had 
been a mere common chance, a coincidence, who shall say? T only 
know that when the news came that Ronald Grey fell in the fatal 
attempt on Spion Kop, the first thing I thought of was of his 
unhappy father, the next of the “Dog Ghost"! 
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WATER AT WORK. 


F we were asked to say what is the most important thing in the 
world, we could hardly do better than say that water is. At 
all events, it has a good claim to the position, for in Nature it plays 
many parts Its ubiquity and its utility are surprising; it is in the 
earth and in the air, it is a necessity for our daily wants at home and 
for the applications of many of the arts in our workshops. It makes 
the beautiful rainbow and the mighty ocean. It does delicate work 
for the analyst and hard work for the engineer, and by means of 
water our noble fire brigade can use a little fire to extinguish a 
conflagration. Let us make a short study of water. We will begin 
with a shower of rain, and watch the water running down a cart-rut 
by the side of a road as a tiny stream typical of a great river. It 
rushes along, and in its turbulent burry to get downhill carries away 
pieces of stone and cuts itself a channel, until it arrives at a more 
tranquil state, when it deposits its load in a puddle. A little ex- 
periment will show us that the water has carried down materials in 
two different ways, some being in solution and some in suspension. 
If we take a little of the rain water, put it in a saucer and place it 
in the oven, it will evaporate and leave little or nothing in the dry 
saucer ; but if we take some of the muddy water as it goes down the 
cart-rut, and put it into a glass, we shall soon see the insoluble 
matter settle to the bottom, and if now we take some of the clear 
water and evaporate it in the saucer in the oven as before, we shall 
see a further deposit, because, the water having passed away as steam, 
the solid matter it had dissolved is left behind. ‘This simple experi- 
is very instructive, and enables us to get some idea of the tons 
carried down by rivers to form sandbanks in estuaries 

‘to furnish the sca with its great store of minerals. We all know 
‘dropping water wears away stone,” and that the action of wind 
‘storm beats away hard rocks, Our little experiment gives us an 

it into the process, and explains how Nature spreads mineral 
and wide for plant life, both land and marine. But Nature 

n ‘means of breaking up rocks by the action of water, and 
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‘that is by frost. The water insinuates itzelf into the pores, cracks, ctc, 
of the rock, and in freezing to ice expands suddenly with great force, 
so that the surface of the rock is disintegrated and, when the thaw 
comes, is carried away. Water can also dissolve gases to an incredi- 
ble amount, and by doing so it acquires new properties, eg. its 
solvent action is greatly augmented, and substances insoluble in pure 
water are then readily dissolved by it. The atmosphere contains a 


Sobpainalveipeplarsalirg bene 
insoluble in pure water, Chalk is a carbonate of lime, and is only 
feebly held in solution, being casily deposited by a fall, by exposure 
to the air, and by heat ; hence the stalagmites and stalactites of our 
Se ee 

curious phenomenon of petrifaction so well scen in the famous 
dripping wells of Matlock Bath, Iron is taken up and deposited 
in the same way, but it imparts a brown colour to whatever it may be 
deposited on, and gives a peculiar flavour to the water, which is said 
to be chalybeate, We can now understand that rivers carry a large 
‘amount of mincral matter into the sea, and as there is no outlet for 
‘the water of the ocean except evaporation, which removes the water 
‘but not the matter in solution, the sea must become gradually more 
and more dense; and it is interesting to observe that sca water 
‘contains more mineral matter than any other. ‘I’his is especially the 
case with the Dead Sea. There are many different qualities of 
‘spring water, the difference being due to the mineral matter in solu- 
tion, some being medicinal as at Epsom and Cheltenham, some 
saline and some sulphureous, while one in Cormwall contains lithia, 
which i recommended as a cure for gout and similar affections 
‘Some springs are hot, as at Bath, and some are cold, while some arc 
known as brine and by evaporation supply us with table salt. These 
waters must have passed through different geological formations in 
their journey through the earth, and by their contents declare the 
company they have consorted with. All these streams, little and 
great, find their way by the natural law of gravitation into the sea ; 
yet, 28 Solomon observed long ages ago, “the sea is not full” and 
“ unto the place from whence the rivers come, thither they return 
again.” The heat of the sun evaporates the ocean, the cold of 
space condenses the vapour into cloud and rain, and so the process 
of washing the solid earth into the sca gocs on. Who can say how 
Jong it will continue ? 
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‘We are now back again with the rain, in which ammonia is dis- 
‘solved, and in the language of chemistry such water is said to be 
alkaline, and its properties are very different from those of acid or 
‘nouttal waters ; for instance, it will dissolve resinous and other 
bodies formed by plants, such as ulmin, the result of vegetable 
decay. Many of the products of vegetable decay are very valuable 
to growing plants for manure. The nitric acid mentioned above is 
a much more powerful solvent than either of the others, for hardly 
anything can resist its attack. Thus by taking into partnership 
ammonia (a product of organic decomposition), carbonic acid (a 
product of animal respiration), and nitric acid (a product of electricity), 
the rain water adds immensely to its accumulating power, and on 
reaching the earth it makes good use of it, for in the ashes of plants 
we find silica, lime, magnesia, phosphates, iron, and other things, 
each being delivered by the water in that part of the plant where it 
is required, some in the root, some in the stem, and some in the 
leaves. A good deal of the water entering the plant by the root 

from the leaves into the atmosphere and reappears again 

‘ag rain, but also a good deal is retained by the plant to form by 
union with carbon such bodies as starch, sugar, resin, cellulose, 
lignin, ete. and more complex substances such as gum and the various 
juices natural to vegetation, all depending upon water for their com- 
position. Indeed, a plant scems to be a sort of chemical laboratory 
wherein Nature works wonders which astonish us and awaken the 
‘most profound admiration, but at the same time baffle our imitative 
skill. We may still “consider the lilies of the field, They toil not, 
neither do they spin,” and yet they have a glory all their own, a most 
delicate blending of colours, a sweet perfume, an elegant shape, and 
a regular habit—all inimitable, We are, however, able to follow some 
of the chemical actions or processes going on in plants ; for instance, 
in a germinating seed we find starch taking in a molecule of water 
and so becoming sugar, and we can trace medicinal virtues to certain 
parts of plants, such as thcine to the leaves, quinine to the bark, 
rhubarb to the root, acid to the unripe fruit, sugar to the ripe fruit, 
oil ta the seeds, etc. There is also a large class of bodies known to 
chemistry as carbohydrates, ie. bodies whose composition is found by 
analysis to be represented by an intimate mixture of water and carbon, 
‘or, as it is often called, charcoal. Many of these substances are very 
important, and, although differing greatly in general properties, are 
very similar in actual composition ; for instance, starch is composed 
12 molecules of carbon united with to of water; cane sugar, rz 
mn of carbon with rx molecules of water ; and grape sugar, 
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water, for its properties arc altogether different from water, on which it 
always floats, thus forming a covering to protect the water below from 

to a solid mass. Is not this one of Nature's provisions for 
‘its creatures? Fish require a little air, and ice contains none, but 


still another provision for aquatic life. Water when at the tempera- 
ture of 39° F. is at its densest, and whichever way the temperature 
varies the water becomes lighter, so that in very cold weather the 
liquid water we find below the ice, especially a few feet down, is sure 
to be at 39° F.; and as water [sa poor conductor of heat, and the 
‘covering of ice prevents the wind from turning it over, naturally a 
long time is required to alter its temperature, which therefore 
remains seven degrees warmer than the ice above it. 

Ice and snow have another very remarkable property, which 
shows itself in winter when we want a little water and have to go out 
‘and gather some snow, or perhaps ice, and we put it in a pail over 
‘the kitchen fire. Perhaps we expect it to melt in a few minutes, and 
we get tited of waiting, so go away to do something, and then aftera 
‘considerable time return to find that even then some ice remains, 
and the water is still quite cold. This is another wise provision of 
Nature. Let us see what it is, and also its effect. On making a 
careful scientific investigation into this phenomenon we find that ice 
cannot melt before it has absorbed a large quantity of heat, far more 
than we should expect. In fact, if we put the same weight of water 
in the pail over the fire as we did ice, it would have become very hot 
in less time than it required to melt the ice. And if we had a 
thermometer we should find that the ice remains at a temperature 
of 32° F. until it melts, so that the fire has no apparent effect 
“upon itat first. In other words, the ice cannot change its state or 
melt until it has absorbed a good deal of heat; and on the other 
hand, if we wish to freeze water, we must wait patiently while the 
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water loses exactly the same amount of heat before it change 
its state and freeze solid. This heat, which is necessary to the change 
of state, is called latent heat, fe. hidden heat, because it does not 
show itself on the thermometer, If it were not forthis latent heat of 
freezing and thawing we should be subject to most fearful inunda- 
tons on the melting of the winter snow, and also to very sudden and 
twemendous frosts. Very many substances exhibit this phenomenon 
of latent heat, but it is remarkable that water possesses it to a far 
greater degree than anyother body. Having discovered this fact, we 
may go a step further and find that a similar loss of heat attends the 
change from liquid water to vapour, and prevents the too sudden 
change from clear to foggy weather. It also prevents the heat of the 
san from making a drought in a day or two, and from raising too 
aauch vapour from the surface of the ocean, and sa filling the air 
with moisture more than it could hold, which in the absence of 
latent heat would fall upon the carth in torrents instead of a gentle 
tain. In fact, latent heat acts as a controller by introducing time 
into the change, and so makes it gradual and tolerable if not always 
Pleasant. And most of vs have noticed how the cold winter wind is 
warmed when the snow comes. Wecan now understand it, “Ill 
blows the wind that profits nobody." The coldest winter wind 
freezes warmth from the rain in making snow which is a compara- 

Tt also acts another genial part, viz. in the dew deposited at night 
from the atmosphere, for dew does not rise from the ground as some 
people suppose, The air is charged with vapour, and this, coming in 
‘contact with cold leaves, blades of grass, etc., is condensed to liquid, 
and in liquefying restores to the leaf on which it is deposited the 
warmth it received indirectly from the sun during the day, And 
pow, Supposing the cold to be sufficiently intense to freeze the dew to 
+hoar-frost, 2 still further quantity of warmth is imparted to the plant, 
which is often thus preserved from being completely frozen, though 
the edges of its leaves may be frost-bitten, Thus the dewdoes more 
than supply the plant with moisture, but the amount of heat supplied 
‘is necessarily small, and only able to ward off'a slight frost. It is, 

noticeable that dew is only deposited on a clear, cold 
night in the absence of much wind. Clouds prevent radiation of 
heat from the earth’s surface, and so maintain the temperature of 
the air too high for its formation. 

‘The cooling effect of animal perspiration is also duc to this un- 
‘expected and curious property of water, so admirably called latent 
heat, but of which we will say no more at present. 

ca 
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Lightning, awful, mischievous lightning, is made by the action of 
watery vapour, but to understand how, we must pay careful attention. 
Firstly, we must recognise that the great store-house of electricity is 
the earth, for this is so, and that the warmth of the sun causes a 
large quantity of water to be evaporated from the carth and ocean. 
Now, it is demonstrable that watery vapour, in leaving a body charged 
with electricity, carries electricity away with it, and if we could follow 
the vapour rising from the earth we should see that as it rises in the 
‘air it cools, and in cooling it acquires the form of drops, which in 
time form a cloud. It is now obvious that the vapour does not 
occupy so much space as it did on leaving the earth, and for our 
present explanation we may quite fairly assume that cach drop has 
its separate charge of electricity, and the collection of them makes 2 
thunder-cloud. Condensation still goes on, and the small drops 
coalesce in such a way that one thousand would unite to form, we 
will suppose, only one. Now, we know that this one could only 
have a diameter equal to ten of the original drops, Consequently 
the one large drop has the accumulated electricity of the original 
thousand small drops, whilst its power of holding electricity is only 
ten times as great, for electricity must be only on the surface. The 
result of this is that the tendency of the electricity to discharge itself 
from the large drop is just one hundred times as great as it is from 
the small drops. In other words, condensation has increased the 
force of the thunder-cloud one hundredfold, and of course there is 
‘no limit to this process, but the electric force of the cloud is greatly 
influenced by its proximity to the carth and to other clouds, Some 
flashes of lightning have been known to be a mile in length, and the 
‘ever-increasing record of disasters from this cause gives good reason for 
dreading its prodigious power to do mischief, It can and doesoften 
wreck buildings, split and strip trecs, and kill animals instantancously ; 
yet, with all its awful powers, it does a little good, for it forms the 
nitric acid to which we have previously alluded. We have, however, 
another and greater consolation, for it might easily happen that drops 
‘of rain falling from a thundercloud would discharge its electricity 
quietly and harmlessly. This would be still more the case with 
snow, because in freezing to a snow-flake the drop of rain would 
‘increase its surface very greatly, and therefore its electrical capacity, 
Here, then, water is our friend again, and is it not a grand thought 
that the Great Artificer of the Universe should have chosen the rain- 

as the resting-place for His beautiful memorial of divine 
? ~The mindrops fall on the good and on the evil, and 
the fruits of the earth; and as they fall they make, by the 


— 


Water at Work. a5 


aid of the sun, the glorious rainbow, We now know by what 
natural law this is done, The tiny raindrops refract the light of the 
sun, and reveal to us its wonderful composition. This same law of 
refraction produces the mirage, better known to travellers in distant 
lands than to us, 

‘Chemistry, the most instructive of all the sciences, teaches us that 
the elements of water, oxygen and hydrogen, are never lost, although, 
as we have seen, the water itself may be decomposed to form other 
bodies. And some subsequent process, such as burning, reunites 
them to form water again. A ceaseless change, but not useless, as 
we seein vegetable decay, one result of which is the formation of 
‘water by oxidation at the expense of the atmosphere. Even more 
wonderful is it that ccal, itself the product of vegetable decay under 
special circumstances, produces by combustion a considerable 
quantity of water, and this, although one at least of its constituent 
gxses has been solidified for years, if not both, is just as ready and 
able to take its part in the workings of Nature today as that from 
any other source, to form, it may be, wood, gum, resin, sugar, starch, 
orany other useful product. Nature, then, at all events, “ gathers 
up the fragments that nothing be lost,” and chemistry has shown us 
@ good deal of its secret processes ; but just now we can only speak 
‘of those in which water takes a promincnt part, We must be 
content to gaze on the grand vista in this fairyland of wonders, 
where Nature “works by weight and measure,” far outstripping the 
most ideal magician, here collecting, there rejecting, infinitesimal 
toms to make the tender bluebell or the sturdy oak, the sweet 
juice of the grape or the acid poison of the sorrel, giving a flimsy 
body to a jellyfish or a marvellous solidity to a cucumber, lustre to 
the alabaster, or shape and colour to crystallised minerals, A cloud 
fives a welcome shade from the heat of the summer sun, a river 
gives a calm beauty to the verdant landscape, and ice adds a bond 
to the rigours of winter. So different, so easily recognised, yet cach 
the result of Nature's magic touch on limpid water! 

As Nature makes so much use of water for our benefit, we can 
almost of necessity find many useful places for it in the arts ; 
history tells us that Archimedes, who lived something like two 
thousand years ago, tested the quality of the crown made for Hiero, 
King of Syracuse, by immersing it in water and noting the effect upon 
its weight. This method is still in daily use in our laboratories, and 
is known as taking the specific gravity, water still being the standard 
Yo which the weight, bulk for bulk, of all other liquids as well as 
solide is referred. Again, the clepsydra or water-clock, that ancient 
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though defective Roman means of measuring time, and that equally 
simple though perhaps less ancient water-hammer laid in the bed of 
many a quiet old brook to enable it to force a little of its precious 
water up a neighbouring hill, are memorials of a bygone ingenuity. 
Think, too, of the old-fashioned waterwheel, adding a sonorous 
charm to some sylvan scene, or the busy turbine at work by the 
riverside, both still with us as links with the past, and valued friends 
doing much work. 

Next we come to our own day, with its mighty steam-engine of 
many thousand horse-power depending upon water, taking but little 
space, and working noiselessly to supply power to some herculean 
hydraulic crane (perhaps miles away) to enable it to lift tons as a 
mere handful, or supplying hard though watery sinews to some steel 
‘Vulcan crushing iron bars into rivets strong enough to hold together 
the great girders of a bridge or the plates of a huge steam boiler 
which, if it could only burst, would spread destruction far and wide. 

‘The British supremacy of the ocean and our world-wide com- 
merce depend upon steam, as do also our manufactures, 

‘Water made more impression upon our ancestors than we might 
be at first aware, Let us peep into that very interesting book 
“Words and Places,” by the Rev. Isaac Taylor, and lear a little 
curious history of our own land. We may now be surprised at how 
little we knew when we see the great profusion of names dotted 
about on the map, and bearing witness to the presence of water in 
certain definite localities, eg. Dourwater, Eskwater, and Durbeck, 
names which show that water was the chief local attraction, and that 
as one tribe followed another the new-comers, not knowing the 
language of their immediate predecessors, thought the name they 
found at the plaice meaningless and so added their own word for 
water, Mr. Taylor gives one name, viz. Wansbeckwater, as an 
instance of this reduplication being carried still further, and so 
water becomes an historian by showing some of the different tribes 
of people who have settled in particular places, and also the order in 
which they followed each other. Strange that a history should be 
written on water! wonderful, wonderful, wonderful water! 


¥. GRAMAM ANSELL. 


ATHENS UNDER THE FRANKS. 
(1205-1456.) 


HEN the Crumders and their Venetian allies sat down 

N before Constantinople to partition the Byzantine Empire 
among themselves, they paid as little heed as any modern congress of 
diplomatists to the doctrine of nationalities or to the wishes of the 
peoples whose fate bung upon their decisions. A fourth part of the 
Greek dominions, consisting of the capital, the neighbouring districts 
of both Europe and Asia, and several islands, among them Tenos 
and Skyros, was first set aside to form the new Latin Empire of 
Romania, of which Baldwin, Count of Flanders, was elected emperor. 
‘The remaining three-fourths were then divided in equal shares 
between the Venetian Republic and the Frank Crusaders, of whom 
the most prominent was Boniface, Marquis of Montferrat, the rival 
of Baldwin for the throne of the East. The Greck provinces in 
Asia and the island of Crete had been originally marked out as his 
share of the spoil ; but, in order to be nearer his own Italian posses- 
sions, he induced the reluctant Emperor to give him a kingdom in 
‘Thessaly and Macedonia, which took its name from the great city 
‘of Salonica, in exchange for the Asiatic provinces, The erection of 
this kingdom of Salonica effectually severed the connection between 
the Empire of Romania and what we now call continental Greece, 
$0 that the history of that short-lived Empire, which lasted but 
fifty-seven years, has little or no reference to our subject. 

Boniface, having settled a dispute with the Emperor Baldwin I, 
which threatened to undermine the Latin dominion in the Levant 
at the outset, marched into Greece at the head of an army of 
(Crusaders in order to assert his claim to that country, which had 
been included, although it was still unconquered, in his share. At 
the moment of the Latin expedition against Constantinople the two 
themes of Hellas and the Peloponnesos had been a prey to anarchy- 
Instead of combining in the presence of the common danger which 
menaced the existence of the Byzantine Empire, the wealthy familics 
thought only of advancing their own interests cven at the expense, 




















progress. He first secured the Pass of Thermopyle by bestowing the 
position of Boudonitza as a fief on Guido Pallavicini, 
southward, The inhabitants of the towns, 

~” felt the tyranny of Sgourdés, welcomed the 
‘as a deliverer. Without disturbing those municipal insti- 
itions which the Greeks have always specially prized, the King of 





le and had successfully mediated in the dispute between Baldwin I. 

Athens made no opposition to the Franks, for this 
the heroic Archbishop saw that resistance would be in 
‘was with a bitter pang that he beheld his cathedral, the 
le Parthenon, robbed of its relics by men who were hostile 
religion and ignorant of classic learning. For the 
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Gist time since the days of Sulla a Latin army was in possession of 
Athens ; yet the Roman conqueror had been kinder to the ancient 
seat of culture than the Christian Franks. Leaving his beloved 
church in the occupation of Latin monks, Akominatos left with a 
heavy heart the city where he had lived so long. After wandering 
from one place to another in search of rest, he finally settled in the 
island of Ké, from which he could still see the Attic coast. Ako- 
minatos had once been disappointed with Athens; but he had 
Tearned to Jove it as his second home, and now, in his island cell, he 
Tamented the loss of his books and wrote of Attica as “a second 
garden of Eden.” Once, in secret, he ventured overto Athens ; but 
‘he could not endure the galling spectacle of a Roman Catholic 
archbishop officiating in what had once been his own cathedral. 
At length he died in exile, the last of a long line of heroes whose 
names are associated with the story of the violet-crowned city. 
‘Central Greece was now in the possession of the Franks. The 
once sacred district round Delphi provided a fief for another of 
Boniface's followers, Thomas de Stromoncourt; and a Frankish 
tower soon rose on the site of Amphissa, whose vernacular name of 
‘Sdlona perhaps commemorates the king of Salonica, and the ruins of 
whose splendid medisval castle—built on Hellenic foundations—still 
bear witness to its Latin rulers. Eubca, though originally included 
in the Venetian share, fell an easy prey to another adventurer, 
Jacques d'Avesnes ; and then he and Otto de la Roche followed the 
‘call of Boniface, who was bent on the destruction of Sgourds's power 
in the Peloponnesos, But from the natural fastness of Acrocorinth 
the tyrant could laugh at his assailants, and he held out there till 
his death in 1208, bequeathing the duty of fighting the Franks to 
Michael Angelos, despot of Epiros, who had erected an indepen- 
dent Greek principality in that mountainous region, and held aloft 
‘at his capital of Arta the banner of Greek nationality. Boniface 
himself had but a small share in the conquest of the Peloponnesos. 
While he was besieging Nauplia, the news reached him that the 
Grecks had risen in his own kingdom and had summoned the 
Bulgarians to their aid. But before he quitted his camp he con- 
ferred the as yet unconquered Peloponnesos as a fief upon one of 
his most trusty companions, Guillaume de Chamglitte, a French 
noble, who had taken part in the conquest of Constantinople. 
Meanwhile Otto de la Roche had had time to instal himself 
in his dominions, which included, besides Attica and Bocotia, the 
‘ancient Megarid, with its coasts on the Saronic and Corinthian 
Galfs, and the former land of the Opuntian Locrians to the north. 
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‘His first care was to select a title, and he chose that of Sire 
@’Atkines, ot “ Lord of Athens,” which was magnified by the Grecks 
into that of Afigar Ayr (Méyas Kip), or “Great Lord.” “He then 


named Berard was appointed first Latin Archbishop of Athens, 
‘and was duly confirmed by Pope Innocent 111. as successor of 
Alcominatos in the cathedral on the Akropolis. An army of monks 
followed in the steps of the soldiers. ‘The Franciscans founded 
numerous monasteries, and the famous Convent of Daphne, between 
Athens and Eleusis, was bestowed on a body of Cistercians from 
the Burgundian home of the Lord of Athens. But Otto soon 
incurred the censure of the Latin clergy by his refusal to allow 
donations of land to the Church, and by his appropriation of Greek 
ecclesiastical property. He felt that it was essential to his position 
as 4 conqueror in a foreign country that only those who could 
render him military service should be entitled to receive estates. 
Events in the Kingdom of Salonica caused Otto de ln Roche to 
transfer his allegiance from the King to the Emperor of Romania. 
For Boniface, whom we saw hurrying back from the Morea to 
defend his own immediate dominions, fell in 1207, like the Emperor 
Baldwin I. before him, by the hands of the Bulgarians, and during 
the minority of his infant son, Demetrius, the old quarrel was 
revived between the Enspire and the Kingdom. The Lombards of 
‘Salonica insisted that the new Emperor Henry should recognise 
‘claims over all Greece, and to emphasise their contention 
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seized Thebes. In order to settle this and other pending questions 
Henry beld two Parliaments of his vassals at Ravénika (a place 
probably not far from Lamia)! at which Otto de la Roche attended 
and swore fealty to him. Henry then marched to Thebes, restored 
that city to Otto, and then proceeded to Athens, where, like another 
emperor, Basil the Bulgar-slayer, two centuries before, he wor- 
shipped in the Parthcnon, cverywhere winning by his kindness the 
sympathies of the Greeks, The second Parliament at Ravénika 
was occupied with the settlement of the disputes between the Frank 
Jords and the Latin Church, and a concordat was signed by the 
representatives of the conflicting partic. Yet the Latin Patriarch of 
Constantinople continued to burl his thunders against the Master of 
Athens whenever the latter encroached on the privileges of the 
Latin clergy, Meanwhile Otto extended his dominions by the 
aoquisition of Sgourts’s old possessions, Argos and Nauplia, which 
Villehardouin gave him as fiefs in retum forbis valuable assistance in 
the conquest of those cities. If the Burgundian noble had the 
least imagination, he must bave been stirred by the thought that he 
was now the heir of Agamemnon. But classical allusions did not 
appeal to the Frank conquerors of the thirteenth century, who 
looked upan Greece much as we look upon Africa. Qne very practical 
result followed from the addition of Argos and Nauplia to the 
Athenian State: Otto thus owed feudal service to Villehardouin for 
Befs; and this relationship was extended by anather Prince of Achaia 
to a claim of overlordship over Athens and Thebes. Some years 
later, in 222, the last vestige of dependence upon Salonica was 
swept away by the fall of that short-lived kingdom, the least durable 
Of all the Latin creations in the Levant, which succumbed to 
Theodore, despot of Epiros. ‘The victor took the title of emperor, 
and thus a new Greck empire arose in Europe, which effectually 
separated the Frank States of Greece from the Latin Empire, 
already tottering to its fall. The Frank States in Greece proved, 
however, to be far stronger than the ephemeral Kingdom of Salonica 
or the Empire of Romania. Otto was a firm ally of Villehardouin, 
and numbers of his relatives flocked from distant Burgundy to 
settle in the El Dorado which he ruled. Yet twenty years of state 
in Athens and Thebes were enough for the ‘Great Lord.” In 1225 
he departed for Burgundy with his wife and sons, leaving his Greek 
dominions to his nephew, Guy de la Roche. . 

‘Guy 1. resided during the greater part of his reign of nearly 
forty years at ‘Thebes, then the most flourishing town which owned 

4 Hop, bo Exact wre! Graber's Aligemscine Emeyelopidic, Wxxv. 29 
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his sway. His uncle had previously given him half of that city, 
while the other half had passed by marriage to a member of the 
famous family of St. Omer, whose name is still associated with the 
Santameri tower there. Thus, as the residence of two such impor- 
tant clans, the old Borotian capital attained to great celebrity ; while 
the continuance of the silk manufacture there had attracted colonies 
of Jews and Genoese, to the latter of whom Guy I, gave special 
privileges both in Thebes and in Athens.' Firmly established in the 
country, Guy was able to devote his attention for many years to the 
improvement of agriculture and the extension of trade, and it was 
not till the accession of the ambitious Guillaume de Villehardouin in 
the Morea that he was engaged in military enterprises. As his uncle 
had assisted the first Villehardouin in the conquest of this principality, 
0 Guy aided the new Prince in the capture of Monemvasia, the last 
stronghold of the Greeks in the Peloponnesos, which surrendered in 
1248. But, not content with this success, Villehardouin now aimed 
at an extension of his sway beyond the Isthmus, and this led to the 
first civil war between the Franks in Greece. The occasion of the 
war was the State of Eubcea, or Negroponte as the Franke called it. 
‘That island, after its conquest by Jacques d’Avesnes, bad been 
divided by Boniface of Salonica into three fiefs, which were bestowed 
upon the Veronese family of Dalle Carceri, and gave them the title 
of Tersier?, or “the three lords.” But the Venetians, to whom the 
north and south of the island had been assigned by the partition 
treaty, soon established a factory there and acquired authority over 
the three barons. Villchardouin, who had married into the Dalle 
Carceri family, demanded his wife's third of the island and claimed 
the overlordship of the whole, The claim was resisted, and Ville- 
hardouin summoned all his vassals to assist him in the conflict. 
Among others he called upon Guy of Athens, as holder of the fiefs 
‘of Nauplia and Argos, and that energetic ruler promptly repudiated 
the idea that he was bound to render military service to the Prince 
‘of Achaia, whose manifest aim was to establish his supreme authority 
‘over all the Frank States in the East, In fact, it was pretended that 
Boniface of Salonica had placed Athens under the suzerainty of the 
first Prince of Achaia. War at once began between the allied forces 
of Venice, the lords of Eubcea, and Guy on the one hand, and 
Villehardouin on the other. Defeated in Eubora, the Prince of Achaia 
marshalled his forces at Nikli, near the site of Tegéa, and then 
» Paparregtpoulos, toropla 00 "EAAyrixod “KOvovs, ¥. 115. 


* By a corruption of the word Fgripas, iteelf 2 corruption of Euripos, the 
famous channel between Chalcis and the mainiand. 
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sorry part of an emperor in exile, 
‘The capture of Constantinople by the 
had natarally strengthened the hold of 


been summoned to appear before it. The composition of the 
Parliament had changed no less than the circumstances of its meet- 
ing. Many of the Achaian barons were dead or in captivity, and, 
as the Salic law did not obtain in the Morea, their widows or wives 
appeared in their place, The Duke of Athens addressed the Court 
in a dignified and generous tone; but while he offered to pledge his 
person and Duchy for}the release of the Prince, he strongly opposed 
the cession of the fortresses to the Greek Emperor, “It were 
better,” he said in Scriptural language, “that one man should die for 
the people—better that the Prince should perish than that we should 
admit the Greeks into the Morea.” Guy spoke asa statesman, but 
he had to yield to the feelings of the feminine assembly, moved by 
sentiment rather than“by*policy, Two noble dames were sent to 
Constantinople as hostages, Villehardouin was released after doing 
homage to the Greek Emperor, and the Byzantine troops occupied in 
¥262 the ceded fortresses. From that moment Misithra became 
the centre of Greek intrigu "the Morea, and the decline of the 
Frank Principality of Achaia began. Guy laid down the regency, 
which he had so loyally conducted, and soon afterwards died, in 
1264, leaving his son John to reign over his Athenian Duchy. 
We have little information about the internal state of Athens, or 
asit now began to be vulgarly called,” at this period, beyond 
that the neighbouring monastery of Daphne was then a 
Catholic institution. But we hear much about the 
Is forcign policy of the new Duke, who did not scruple to 
+ Bye corruption of els "AOjvary cf: Stambil from ele rhy eddur, 
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piracy in the classic waters of the ‘gean.! John Dukas, a 
son of Michael Il, despot of Epiros, had carved out for 


When the allies arrived before Neopatras, the sight of the Jarge 
Byzantine foree made the despot's heart quail. But his Athenian 
protector remarked that they were “‘ many people, but few men,” and 


Licario, had made himself master of the island with the aid of Byzan- 
tine and Catalan troops, the latter of whom now appear for the first 
time in Greek history. A battle was fought in the plain of Oreos, in 
which Duke John was wounded and taken prisoner, Licario con- 
ducted his captive to Constantinople, and thus within a few years the 
two chief Frank rolers of Greece had been captives at the Greek 
Court, But Michael VITI. treated the Duke of Athens with more 
Jeniency than he had shown to the Princeof Achaia. The dreaded 
Charles of Anjou, King of the Two Sicilies, to whom Baldwin TT, 
‘had ceded his suzerain rights over Achaia by the Treaty of Viterbo in 
2267, was then at the zenith of his power and was preparing a new 
crusade against Constantinople. So Michael wisely decided to be 
magnanimous, and released his prisoner on payment of a moderate 
ransom. Not long afterwards John died. His brother William, 
who succeeded him, began his reign by formally admitting the claim 
10 the overlordship of the Athenian Duchy which Charles of Anjou 
‘had advanced in virtue of the’Treaty of Viterbo. He only begged to 
ea eemermnnes Rous ta person to Nuplesso Fender homage, and he 

ting against the Greeks in the 


of the Byzantine forces under the traitor Licario, So'fiendly wate 
‘his relations with the house of Anjou that, on the death of Ville- 
* Paparregépoutos, v. 122. 
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hardouin, he was appointed by the suzcrain Regent of Achaia during 


death was deeply regretted, especially as his son, Guy II, was a 
minor at the time. 

During Guy's infancy Athens was at first governed by his 
mother, Helena Angela, the daughter of the Thessalian Prince, so 
that the ancient Greck city was once more under the influence of 
a Greck. But the fair widow soon married her brother-inlaw, 
Hugh de Brienne, 2 member of a famous family from Champagne, 
which had already produced a King of Jerusalem and Emperor of 
Romania. Hugh, who was Count of Lecce, in Southern Italy, thus 
became regent for his stepson until the latter came of age, An 
observant contemporary, the Spaniard Muntaner, has left an account 
of the splendours of that ceremony, which shows the wealth and 
‘importance of the Duchy in the last years of the thirteenth century. 
‘The function took place in the Cathedral at Thebes, where all the 
prelates and nobles of the land appeared in all their state. Among 
them all, none was more resplendent than Bonifacio of Verona, one 
of the Dalle Carceri of Eubosa, who was chosen to confer the 
honour of knighthood upon the young Duke, and who was magnifi- 
cently rewarded for his service, “Of a truth,” says the amazed 
Spaniard, “that Duke of Athens was one of the noblest men in all 
the Empire of Romania after the king, and one of the richest too.” 
From Thebes Guy hastened to seck the hand of Isabella 
Villehardouin's five-year-old daughter, Matilda, and thus by a 
matrimonial alliance to end the vexed question of the feudal 
dependence of Athens upon Achaia, which had lately been revived 
by Charles If. of Anjou. Before he had been long on the throne 
Guy was able to extend his influence in another direction, Ever 
since the days of Duke John there had been a close friendship 
between the Courts of Athens and Neopatras, the seat of the 
‘Thessalian princes. Accordingly, when the Prince died, he left 
Guy guardian of, and regent for, his infant son; so that Thessaly, 
already Latinised through the marriage connection between its 
reigning dynasty and that of Athens, came yet more under Frankish 
control But this connection involved Guy in war with the 
ambitious widow of the despot of Epiros, who seized the oppor- 
tunity to attack the Thessalian Principality. The Duke of Athens at 

4 When I visited Thebes in t902 I could find no traces of ite medixval 
splendour, except the square Santameri tower, Of all Greck towns, it is the 

disippointing. 


Gate 


Athens under the Franks. 33 


once levied a considerable army—which shows how strong he was 
at that period—and led it from Domoko, the scene of the great 
battle of 1897, into Epiros. The warlike zeal of his opponent at 
once subsided, and Guy accepted a favourable peace. A few years 
later he wasappointed Regent of Achaia, where he already possessed 
the Villehardouins’ family fief of Kalamata by virtue of bis marriage. 
But his career sudklenly closed ; he died in 1308, and was buried 
fn the Cistercian monastery of Daphne, where a sarcophagus with 
@ Cross, two lilies and two snakes carved upon it, which was 
perhaps his tomb, may still be seen lying outside in the courtyard.! 
Under this rule the Duchy had reached a high degree of culture 
and prosperity. Muntaner remarked that at the Ducal Court, which 
was usually held at Thebes, “just as good French was spoken as 
im Paris itself”; even in Thessaly we hear of French-speaking 
nobles, and, owing to the difference of religion, which usually inter- 
posed a barrier to marriage between the Franks and the Greeks, 
the barons of Athens imported their wives from France. Guy IL, 
as the son of a Greck princess, spoke Greck as well, and doubtless 
looked on Greece as bis native land. But everywhere the Franks 
had introduced their own mode of life. Thus the Duke took part 
in a magnificent tournament on the classic soil of the Isthmus at 
which all the Frankish aristocracy of Greece was present. Yet the 
revenues of Attica and Beeotia were not all squandered on costly 
shows Land which is now largely unproductive then yielded 
‘excellent crops; sufficient corn was grown to supply Eubcea, and 
the flourishing state of ‘[heban manufactures is attested by the 
‘twenty velvet garments which Guy ordered there as a gift for Pope 
Boniface VIII. In fact, under the house of la Roche the Duchy 
had acquired a renown and a prosperity such as the kingdom of 
Greece under its first sovercign might have envied. As the con- 
temporary Florentine chronicler, Villani, remarked, “‘the French 
lived in greater ease and luxury in Attica than in any other land 
in the world,” 

‘There are some peculiar features of the Frank rule in the 
Atbenian Duchy which are not found in the other Latin States of 
the Levant. The Duke of Athens, apart from the vexed question 
of suzerainty, to which we have alluded, wus far more of an absolute 
monarch than his neighbour in the Morea. At the time of the con- 


¥ Bechon, who discovered two sarcophogi there in 1840, inferred from the 
‘cross ind two lilles on one of them that this was the tomb of Gay II. (fa Grive 
comtinentale, p. 131 ey.) I saw it recently, and thooght it a fine pioce of work. 
M. Millet, in his monograph on Daphne, doubts whether the tomb is that of Guy. 
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quest there had been no prominent local families in Attica, nor did 
‘any great French houses grow up to dispute the supremacy of the 
Duke. The only important clan, outside of the ducal dynasty, was 
that of the St. Omer, which was closely united by ties of relationship 
with the la Roche, The barons of Sdlona and Eodonitza, upon 
whom Boniface of Salonica had conferred their respective fiefs, had 
entered into feudal relations with the Duke of Athens while the 
Roman Catholic Church was not strong cnough in Attica to exercise 
‘any strong influence upon public affairs. ‘The small part which the 
Latin clergy played in the Duchy may be explained by the fact that 
Roman Catholicism made no progress among the subject Greeks, 
and by the exclusively military character of the reigning dynasty. 
After the first few years the Greek Church was unmolested, and we 
find Greek mooks making roads up Hymettos to the Monastery of 
Kaisariani and keeping bees on that classic mountain without let or 
hindrance. But the lapse of a century bad not done much to 
diminish the gulf between the two races, the two religions, and the 
two languages. The vernacular Greek inevitably adopted some 
French expressions from the conqueror’s tongue, and the Franks 
began to learn the language of their far more numerous subjects ; 
we even find Greek inscriptions placed upon Frankish buildings by 
the nobles who erected them, But the Franks remained a foreign 
colony in the land ; indeed, if we were to judge from the accounts 
which have come down to us, we might imagine that the Greeks: 
hardly ever entered into their calculations, With a truly British 
contempt for all who were not of their race, the chroniclers confine 
their attention exclusively to the doings of the Dukes and their 
relatives, Even the literature of the Theban or Athenian Court 
was of foreign origin, Erudite Germans have detected in a phrase 
of one of the Dukes an allusion to Herodotus ; but the remark is 
‘one of those truisms which the most illiterate might have uttered, 
and it is unlikely that “the father of history” was studied by the 
Latin rulers of Athens, Troubadours, we are told, ministered to 
‘their intellectual needs, but no national literature arose in the ancient 
of Pindar and Sophocles. Nor have the Dukes of Athens left 
behind them buildings such as can compare with the feudal castles 
if the Morea, though before the reconstruction of Athens under 
ng Otho their memorials were more numerous than now, Until 

5 one of the most prominent monuments of the Akropolis at 
was the Frankish tower, originally the kecp of the ducal 

which was built above the Propylea. But even this historic 

has been sacrificed to the foolish requirements of that most 
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the civil wars of Greece. But in the last years of Guy IL their name 
had acquired a terrible notoriety throughout the Levant by the 
exploits of “the lucky army of the Franks in Romania," as the 
Catalan Grand Company 
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the lastary of Athens, the two armics met in the marshy plain of 
tly Kephissas, on the road between Livadia and Skripou (the classic 
On Leneng)) Before the battle began the Catalans diverted the 
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serviceable instrument for his purpose. At first all went well be- 
tween the Duke and his allies, Walter undertook to pay the 6,500 
‘men of the mercenary army at the rate of about £10 a month for 
each heavyarmed horseman, £5 a month for each lightarmed 
horseman, and £2 10s, for each foot-soldier. The pay was high, 
and the Catalans were well satisfied, 50 long as it lasted. With their 
aid the Athenian troops easily vanquished the forces of the Thes- 
salian Prince and his allies, the Emperorand the Princess of Epiros, 
who had in vain formed a national league to resist Walters claims 
‘The Duke obtained all that he wanted from his adversaries, and he 
now thought that he could dispense with his mercenaries, whose pay, 
of which four months were now in arrear, would have proved a 
serious drain upon the treasury of even so rich a State as Athens. 
‘He accordingly summoned to his presence 200 picked horsemen 
and 300 foot-soldiers, paid them all that was owing to them, and 
assigned them lands in his dominions, The rest of the Grand 
‘Company he ordered to leave the Duchy without further delay. 
‘This arrogant and unjust action aroused the fury of the Catalans, 
who resolved to show the Duke that they could fight as. well against 
him asfor him. On his side Walter assembled all his barons for the 
fray, and never had his Duchy seen such a noble array as assembled 
under his leadership. Fourteen thousand men, among them a con- 
Hingent of the Duke’s Greek subjects, obeyed his call, while the 
Catalans had only 8,000. Moreover, while the Company had lost all 
its great captains during its nine years of service in the Levant, 700 
Frank knights followed the standard of Brienne. But the Catalans, 
if unknown to the composers of knightly pedigrees, possessed the 
experience of many a stricken field, and knew that, if they did not 
conquer, they must die. On March 15, 1311, a day memorable in 
the history of Athens, the two armics met in the marshy plain of 
the Kephissos, on the road between Livadia and Skripou (the classic 
Orchomenos).! Before the battle began the Catalans diverted the 
‘waters of the river into the green cornfields in front of their position, 
so that the ground became thoroughly saturated with moisture, 
‘Unaware of the device which had been practised, the Duke charged 
at the head of all his chivalry into what seemed to be a firm expanse 
‘of corn land. But as soon as the knights reached the irrigated 
ground, their horses plunged into the marsh, their heavy armour 
dragged them down ; all their efforts to advance were in vain. While 
+ When I visited the battlefield, which fs not far from the still more famous 
found it easy to understand the battle, though the draining of the 

Copaic Lake has quite altered most of this past of Borotia, 





masters Of a rich and flourishing State, which had attained to a high 
degree of civilisation. Devoid as their own ranks were of men of com- 
manding position, they were actually reduced to offer the leadership 
‘of the Company, and with it the temporary Ieadership of the Duchy, 
fo one of the two noble knights who had survived the annihilation 
of the Frank chivalry at the battle of the Kephissos. Bonifacio of 
Verona declined the doubtful honour ; but Roger Deslaur, who asa 
knight of Roussillon spoke Catalan, and bad acted as the kate 
‘Duke's intermediary in the first negotiations with the Company, 
accepted the post, and received the Gef of Silona with the hand of 
selves the lands and castles of the Frank aristocracy, which henee- 
forth disappeared from the history of the Duchy, just as the Pranks 
had occupied the estates of the Grecks more than a century 
earlier. But these rough soldiers of fortune were not content with 
the property of the conquered : they took their wives and daughters 
also, and, as Muntaner said, many a common merccnary, who before 
‘the victory would have deemed it an honour to hold the wash 
hand basin for a noble Frankish dame, now became her lord and 
master. Such was the abundance of land that the Catalans even 
invited their Turkish allies to settle in the country, ‘This offer was, 
however, declined, and the Turks returned to Asia Minor from the 
chasic soil which im the next century was destined to fall beneath 
their sway, 

‘The conquest of Athens had naturally aroused the alarm of 
neighbouring States, so that the Catalans, like Republican bodies in 
more recent times, felt it pradent to establish a permanent connection 
with some powerful dynasty. They accordingly turned to Frederick 
TI. of Aragon, King of Sicily, in whose service they had originally 
heen engaged before their eventful career in the Levant. Frederick 
agsepted their proposal that he should be overlord of the Duchy, 
which was thenceforth to form an appanage of the Sicilian house of 
Aragon, and forthwith named his second son, Manfred, Duke of 
Athens As Manfred was a child, a Vicar-General was appointed 
to represent him in the Duchy, and Don Berengar Estaiol was 
selected for the post. But the respective rights of the Catalans and 
the King of Sicily were clearly laid down in the treaty between 
them, for the conquerors had no intention of becoming mere humble 
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‘The family of Acciajuoli resembled the race of modem Grock 
‘merchants rather than those medis-val barons and soldiers of fortune 





i 
; 
: 
ay 


the land with which the last Frank Dukes had had such close 
relations, the Catalans annexed the lion’s share of the st 

them. ‘The Pope summoned the powers interested in the Eastern 
question to hold a congress at Thebes in 1373, but no practical 
result followed their conference, owing to their mutual jealousics, 
In fact, the very next year an attack was made upon the Catalans, 
who might have constituted a bulwark against the Turkish advance, 
by one of the members of the congress, the Governor of Corinth, 


Nerio Acciajuoli, who was destined a Little later to put an end to 


their rule at Athens. 
the clan was a native of Brescia, who migrated to Florence and 


who had hitherto governed the Athenian Duchy. The founder of 
there established one of those manufactories of steel for which his 


ae es ls ise nae Castell vpted he Tia 





plutocracy, 80 that his was rejected, 


Tebly Wes fo tach ink ‘AAs Wht 


suit 


Spain or Sicily, and the place, where for three-quarters of a century 
they had been the unworthy successors of classic heroes and sages, 
knew them no more! The purse of the banker had conquered the 
sword of the adventurer. 

‘The policy which Nerio I. pursued towards his new subjects 
corresponded with the mercantile character of his family. He had 
‘no feudal traditions, nor were the tnercenaries whom he had paid to 
conquer the Duchy the stuff of which a new feudal bicrarchy could 
bemade, He gave no fiefs to his followers, but centralised power 
in his own hands. ‘Towards the Greeks he was far more conciliatory 
‘than his predecessors. “For the first time since the days of Akomi- 
natos a Greek archbishop was permitted to reside at Athens, not, 
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had been in league with the Turks in order to 
Seals clergy. am Nerio’ 


‘of Duke of Athens and the privilege of direct dependence upon the 
Crown of Naples. This was in 1394 ; in the same year Nesio I, died, 

As he left no legitimate sons, Nerio 1. appointed the Venetian 
Republic protectress of the whole Duchy. The city of Athens he 
devised “to the Church of St Mary,” de, the Parthenon, to which 
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|, and a second Acciajuoli held sway over the citadel. 
Fora whole generation Athens enjoyed peace under Antonio’s 

direction, Venice, in 1405, recognised him on condition 
that he held “the land, castles, and town of Athens, in modern 
times called Sythines,” as the vassal of the Republic; Florence 


which Antonio held a brilliant Court, revived the 
Ja Roche domination, and the Duke's Italian relatives 


the compassion of the Franks. In 1451 Nerio I. ended his ine 
siete 


reign. 
‘Miserable as was the political position of Athens under his feeble 
“ is from this period that the first interest of Western archaolo- 








Duchy himself, cither as Duke or regent for Fmncesco, But 
Mohammed IL. had now captured Constantinople, and thought it 
high time to sweep away the last vestiges of Christian rule in Greece 
also. Heaccordingly ordered Omar, son of Turakhan, to reduce the 
Duchy to a Turkish province. Evil omens seemed to foreshadow 
the fall of Athens: a comet appeared in the sky, hunger fell upon 
the frightened inhabitants. In 1456 Omar occupied the lower city ; 
‘but Franco defended the Akropolis with the courage of despair, 
Not a single Christian Powor stirred a hand for the relief of Athens ; 
even the offer to place themselves under the protection of Venice 
could not induce the cautious Republic to assist the beleaguered 
Athenians, At last Franco surrendered on condition that he should 
hold Thebes, with Borotia, as vassal of the Sultan, The municipal 
privileges of the city were respected; a body of assessors, or 
Archontes, was allowed to assist the Turkish governor who was now 
appointed, and many Athenian families were specially exempted from 
the Aharadsci, or capitation-tax. 

Mohammed IL, a man of taste, who spoke Greek and has even 
been described as a * Philhellene” by his Greck biographer, was 
desirous of personally visiting a city about whose past glories he had 
heard much. In 1458, on his way back from his campaign in the 
Morea, he entered the gates, the keys of which, we are significantly 
told, were handed to him by the Greek abbot of the Monastery of 
Kaisariani on Hymettos. ‘The Greek party had shown its preference 
for the Turks rather than the Latins, and the conqueror shrewdly 
tolerated both forms of Christian worship in his newly conquered 
province. But the privileged position of the Roman Catholics, 
which had so incensed the Greeks, ceased with the conversion of the 
Catholic cathedral into a Turkish mosque, ‘The Latin Archbishop 
was allowed to manage his dwindling flock till his death, but the 
majestic Parthenon, which had seen so many vicissitudes of worship, 
was whitewashed, and ere long a tapering minaret, whose base 
may still be traced, rose from the building which bad been by turns 

* a heathen temple, a Greek cathedral, and a Latin minster. A 
‘Turkish garrison was installed on the desecrated Akropolis, and the 
| commander resided in the Palace of the Acciajuoli on the Propylea. 
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THE FASHIONABLE DINNER. 


‘old rhyme which begins 
‘The gentleman who dines the Lsteat 
Is in our street estoemed the greatent 


is as tree to-day as it was when written, but it may be news to many 
of the present generation that at one time gentlemen dined in the 
‘The Court in the reign of Edward II. rose with the lark 

and dinedat eleven, The “Northumberland House Book” for rsrz 
gives the dinner-hour as ten, Earlier still was_ 

‘Lever A cing, diner & neuf, 

‘Souper & cing, coucher & neuf 

Fait viere d'ans nonante et neuf 


‘as runs a monastic couplet of long ago. 

When dinner was taken at such early hours it was a kind of 
knife-and-fork breakfast, the actual breakfast being a very light meal 
indeed. 

At a time of day when any of our legislators may be dreaming 
that he is Prime Minister, or that he has squelched ‘the other side" 
by a phenomenally eloquent oration, his predecessor a few hundred 
years since was making his way to the House, with no friendly train 
or even a gas lamp to lighten his progress. He soon, however, 
tired in his endeavours to outdo the lark, and so the hour of 
assembly has gradually crept into the afternoon, and dinner-time 
hhas obligingly kept pace with cach change, 

‘The Court dined at eleven from the reign of Edward IL. to that 
of Henry 1V. ; in the lifetime of Sir Thomas More, and for many 
years afterwards, the fashionable hour was twelve; in Queen Anne's 
time it had changed to two, and in Cowper's time it was four. 
Oxford University in 1570 dined at eleven, but it moved with the 
times, and a century ago the colleges began to dine at four and five. 
‘When Wellington was a living hero dinner was served at six, and 
now we take dinner at an hour when our forefathers would have 

ing about supper. 


Sir Richard then informed Savage that he wanted to write a pam. 
phlet, and wished him to be the amanuensis, They soon commenced, 
Sir Richard dictating and Savage writing until dinner, which had been 
ordered, was put upon the table, Savage was surprised at the mean- 
ness of the entertainment, and after some hesitation ventured to ask 
for wine, which was somewhat reluctantly ordered to be brought. 
After dinner they finished their pamphlet. The task over, Savage 

‘that Sir Richard would cither order some wine or calll for 


day to avold his creditors, and written the pamphlet to cover the 


‘expenses of the day. 

‘The convivial clubs of our deep-drinking ancestors are happily 
extinet, but the men of the present day seem to have inherited the 
appetite for a good dinner, as is evidenced by the fact thar the 
members of a multitude of associations, learned and unlearned, 
regard the annual dinner as the most enjoyable of their i 
Every Englishman who distinguishes himself, it does not matter 
whether in his study or in bis country’s service clsewhere, knows 
‘yery well that the penalty he has sooner or later to pay for his great- 
‘ness is to eat a dinner of ever so many courses provided for him by 
his admirers. In numerous cases the poor fellow only half enjoys 
the meal, because all the time he is thinking of the speech concealed 
in the pocket of his dress-coat. 

‘The discomfort of such a guest cannot be greater than that of a 
Cleric named ‘Testa, who became Secretary of Latin Letters to Pope 
Pius VII, The story was told by Cardinal Wiseman. In his youth 
‘Testa was attached to the nunciature at Paris, and gained the esteem 
of scientific men. Among them was Buffon, who one day asked 
him to dinner, On entering the drawing-room he found himself 
ett aces an CaP ef (he mies eexinone cami 

| and mathematicians of Paris, He was somewhat overawed, though 
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was plenty. Bad as their case was, it was not so aggravating as that 
of many of the British soldiers in the Crimean war of 1854. On 
Christmas Day they knew that thoughtful friends at home had sent 
out an abundance of good things for their dinner, still no one 
seemed to know exactly where these had been stored, and so poor 
Tommy got none. 

An Englishman who at any time of the year was offered the flesh 
of rat, cat, dog, or horse, would possibly beat a hasty and indignant 
retreat. Therefore we cannot but admire the heroism of the man 
who not merely suffered such indignities, but made them the 
foundation for one of the most amusing books ever written. He 
describes himself as “The Besieged Resident,” and was a corre- 
spondent of one of the London dailies during the Franco-Prussian 
war. He confesscs that horse did not quite suit him, and that his 
favourite joint was donkey. “The flesh of this obstinate quadruped,” 
he says, “is delicious, in colour like mutton, firm and savoury.” This 
was during the siege of Paris, and he tells us that it was an induce- 
ment for him to go out to dinner when it was known that there would 
be donkey at table ; just as one might say to one’s self at home, “ Since 
there is to be venison, though Jones’s parties are stupid, I shall go.” 
He was fond of rats for breakfast, and he relates that a friend who 
one day breakfasted with him, “after some hesitation, allowed me 
to help him to a leg, and after it was as anxious for more as a 
terrier.” As Christmas Day came near, the possession of any pro- 
visions was the surest way of popularity. “One fortunate Briton 
has got ten pounds of camel, and has invited about twenty of his 
countrymen to aid hin in devouring this singular substitute for 
turkey; another gives himself airs because he has some pottcd 
turkey, which is solemnly to be consumed spread on bread.” 

The poverty of those besieged English residents contrasts 
sharply with the Christmas pies of a hundred years ago. For 
instance, one was shipped from Berwick to London having a circum- 
ference of nine feet. It required two men to bring it to table, 
where it was placed in a case with four wheels, by means of which it 
was passed from one guest to another. ies of this sort were usually 
spiced so that they would keep for weeks, and were placed on a side- 
table for all comers to cut and come again. 

Few men of social habits there are who have not at one time or 
other fixed in their minds, as they thought, a smart saying which 
they resolved to keep for So-and-So’s party, but which somehow could 
not be fired off successfully when the opportunity arrived. Possibly 
this was the experience of M. Lalande when he dined at the house 
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As soon as dinner was over he began tel 
‘a story, and seemed as if he would never have done with it. — 
tell you," said one of the party, interrupting him, “ whoever: ‘Sd yeu 
this story, Sir Knight, did not tell you the whole of it” “How 
could that be?” asked the knight; "I know every word of it" 
No, sir,” rejoined the speaker, “he did not tell you, T am sure, 
the end of it.” The company laughed, and the story-teller, con- 
founded with the rebuke, made an abrupt termination of his dis 
cursion. 


With all our enlightenment, there are certain superstitions that 
linger around the dinner-table, such as thirteen of a company, oF 
anyone overturning the salt, being unlucky. It would be hard to” 
trace all of them to their source, but it is asserted on excellent 
authority that the superstition as to the salt originated in a picture 
of the Lord’s Supper by Leonardo da Vinci in which Judas Iscariot 
is represented as overturning the salt. 

Arriving late for dinner was evidently a more frequent offence in 
the olden times than it is now. The Marquis of Abercorn, to give a 
lesson in punctuality, invited a large party to dinner at five precisely. 
When that hour came his Lordship found himself attended by a 
single gentleman ; he, however, sat down to dinner and partook of 
the first course, About six other guests began to drop in. His 
Lordship was at dinner. No apology was made. They seated 
themselves in awkward fashion, looking at their watches, and took 
dinner. The still more polite part of the assembly arrived about 
seven, and instead of dinner were served with tea. 

In those days the cook was a patient woman, whereas now a chef 
presides over the kitchen—the place in which the dishes he has 
“composed” and given fanciful names to are got ready. If we are 
ee sc suaitetise meen os ee a tS 

ingenuity, which the cfe/t certainly do not, and probably 








the invalid, who is then driven to the 
rally watered, and made to drink ; ‘efor aon ss 
Trish " the Leckna,” there is but one cure. 





which being roughily interpreted means, “Pig, come and take 
leekna; Leckna, go away with pig.” A. Lae f 
about forty, tells me that she distinctly remembers this 

been done to her when she was a child, though she does pot rec 


‘The charm against it is to get a piece of some garment belonging to 
the person who is supposed to have an evil eye, sane bon 
Stiee ha bs, Wien tbe poner to bain Oi be neutralised. 
“Overlooking” is generally employed to take the milk from one 
cow and give it to another, A story is told of a farmer's wife who 
had a cow that was celebrated far and wide for the wonderful 
quantity of milk she gave. Suddenly the supply stopped. A wise 
woman who was consulted said that a rich but miserly neighbour 
had taken the milk from the woman's cow and given it to his own. 


of which died with her, 

Of all charms, that of “ burying the sheaf” Is the most fiendishly 
malignant, and has been the occasion of more than one tragedy. It 
is usually a woman who works the charm “on” (that is with intent 
to injure, perhaps kill) anyone who has offended her past forgiveness. 

| A. bundle of straw is procured, and in each joint of every straw a pin 
is inserted. The sheaf is then “ waked" like a corpse and buried in 


ow 








‘The dread that the priest will turn anyone who has 

into a cow, a pig, or a rat, is not now as universal as it was 

years ago; still it is a fact that several of the pricsts who were 

‘bidden to interfere in the last election for North Meath did 1 

it through the women, whom they made to believe that if 1 

husbands did not vote for their candidate their next child 

born with 2 wooden leg. - 

Some twenty years ago a young man who had displeased the 
fled to Liverpool, where he remained for several years, After 
‘as he thought, given his Reverence’s anger time to subside, 


of Samhain, the dead come out of their graves to dance with the 
‘no possant would care to be out of doors on Pat, 
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‘on earth cannot rest, but must wander about until the period originally 
allotted to them has expired. It is also said that all those around 
a deathbed must maintain a profound silence, ior, if a cry is 
uttered, the spirit, instead of escaping through the window, which is 
purposely Ieft open for it, will return to the body it has just left, and 
which will then “have to die all over again.” 

Old women still buy warts from those afflicted with them. A 
halfpenny is generally the sum paid ; it is rubbed on the wart, then 
wrapped in a picce of paper and dropped at the nearest cross-roads, 
It is not quite clear whether the finder gets the wart as well as the 
halfpenny, but it is said that it disappears in a very few days. 

Crowing hens are supposed to be unlucky, in what way I have 
never been able to discover ; but I heard of a woman who had a 
hen that flew up on her kitchen dresser, clapped her wings three 
times, crowed, and fell down dead. In due course of time a letter 
came from America to the woman, announcing the death of her son 
on the very day, some declare at the very hour, as the hen crowed and 
fell down dead. 

‘The power of witches to transform themselves into animals 
appears to be common to many countries. A woman told me that 
“a boy she knew” was going to the field to drive home his cow to 
be milked. Ashe came near the cow, which was lying down, he 
saw a hare beside her, drinking her milk. He had his gun with him 
(it was before the days of gun licenses), and fired at the 
hare, which ran away as soon as she sawhim. He traced her to a 

cottage, and, entering, saw the old woman to whom it belonged 
sitting by the fire, He asked whether she had seen a hare; she 
replied that she bad not, and ordered him to leave the house. 
‘Thinking that she was hiding the hare under her dress, he lifted up 
the end of her skirt, and found that she was sitting with her foot in 
a wooden pail which was half full of blood. 

T have heard a story almost identically the same in Devonshire, 
where it was as implicitly believed as this one is here. 

Drumconrath, the little village in which most of my information on 
the subject of Meath superstitions was obtained, lies at the foot of a 
steep, though not very high hill, surmounted by a “ rath,” or old fort ; 
hence its name, Drum-con-rath (the hill with a rath), Antiquarians 
differ as to the uses for which these old raths were intended, but the 
subject is too wide and too much disputed to be dwelt on here, 
‘The country-people believe that they were made by the Danes to 
conceal their treasures; and that when these were buried the 
chieftain to whom they belonged gaye them in charge of one of his 
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boys, it’s nothing at all’ ‘They none of them spoke a word all the 
| way back, bat when he came home be told us all about it, 

“TI think they must live in the wood," she continued meditatively, 
“for another night, as my father was coming home, he heard a great 
shouting and laughing in the ficld opposite the South Avenue Gate. 
At first he thought it must be some of the servants at the house 
having 2 bit of fan, and he got up on the ditch to look at them over 
the hedge ; and what was it but a lot of litte men and women 
running about, and chasing one another, screaming with laughing, 
and having the grandest fun at all. He said it was the prettiest 
‘sight ever he seen, and hid behind a tree to look at them. It was 
near eleven o'clock when he got home, and we was all wondering 
what kept him so late, He said he could have stayed there all 
night, but was afraid some of them would see him, and you know 
they don't like to be watched.” 

A few days ago I was talking to a woman who comes from 
county Meath, and asked her whether she had ever seen a Gan- 
kenagh. She said that she herself had never done so, but toki me 
these two stories, which she assured me were perfectly trac. 

‘Some years ago her father was returning bome from the village 
late one evening in May. ‘The road was a hilly one, with high banks 
studded with primroses and hawthorms, and lilac bushes on the tops 
of the banks, in full Sower. He walked along, thinking of nothing 
at all, until he reached the bottom of a hill where a little stream, 
crossed by a low bridge, runs over the road. There his attention 
was aroused by a sound as of someone taptap-tapping under the 
bridge, and, looking down, he saw a little Gankenagh sitting beside 
the stream mending his shoes. Fired by the desire to postess the 
gold which they say the Gankenaghs will give to those who have 
the courage to ask for it, he got down cautiously over the bridge, 
went up close to him, and said ina stern tone of voice, “Show me 
where your money is." The Gankenagh, however, was not a bit 
afraid, but looked him full in the face, at the same time making such 
extraordinary grimaces that the man was quite disconcerted and 

tumed away his head. When he looked again the Gankenagh had 
disappeared. 


‘The other story was of a woman who was going to milk her cow 
in a ficld close to the high-road. The field was a large onc, and as 
‘she was crossing it she struck her foot against something hard. She 
stopped, and found that it was a crock of gold. She looked 
‘cautiously round ; no one was near, but she saw 2 calf going up to 
her cow, evidently with the intention of sucking it. Divided between 


bites _ 





her anxiety to secure the gold, and at the | to 
the calf, she hesitated ; but the calf gained the day. Thro 
the crock a “spancel” which she had brought with her to 
cow's hind legs together when it was being milked, she 
drive the calf to the farthest comer of the field, and 


‘The crock had lain in a furrow between two 

thrown her “spancel" over it to mark the spot; 
spancel, made of twisted hay, lay across cvery furrow in 
and, search as she would, she never found the crock of gold. 

Tr is believed by many of the country-people that from 
of the hills near Navan subterrancan passages, passi 
rivers Boyne and Blackwater, communicate with Tara, the 
royal residence of the Ard Righs, or Head Kings of Ireland} 
must be remembered that Meath, owing to its rich pasturage, 
the many monasteries which sprang up after Christianity had been 
established, was « favourite hunting-ground for the Danes and 
Norsemen, who came in search of plunder ; therefore there may have 
‘been something to give rise to the tradition. One such under- 
ground passage certainly did exist under Belsaw Hill, and was only 
closed at the beginning of the last century in consequence of so 
many sheep and cattle having “gone astray" down it and been lost. 

Some twenty or thirty years ago, when the railway line from 
Navan to Kingscourt was being made, a young man employed at 
the work was in the habit of sleeping in the gorse covert on the 
side of the Hill of Belsaw, the nights being warm and his work close 
at hand, One morning he was awakened at daybreak by a sound as 
of the tramping of many horses, and, looking up, he saw a troop of 
horsemen defile slowly down the valley, the rays of the rising sun 
sparkling on their spear-heads, on their glittering helmets, and on 
the silver trappings of thelr steeds. Silently the warriors rode on 
till they came to the closed-up entrance to the subterranean passage. 
‘The Icader struck the stones with the point of his lance, and one by 
‘one they disappeared from sight. 

As this story is a household word in the neighbourhood it is not 
out of place in this collection, It is possible that the man may , 
have heard some old legend of the Tuatha Dé Danann, that semi- 
mythical race that inhabited Ireland in the earliest ages of its history, 
and which was conquered by the Milesians, The Tuatha Dé Danann 
‘were famed for their breed of horses, “Fiery steeds, shod with silver 
and with bridles of gold, and no slave might ride them.” Lady 
‘Wilde, in her delightful “ Ancient Legends of Ireland," thus describes 
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convinced he was a most 
company, 
that quiet grove at times, 
the shadows in the wood were deep, when two visitors sired ake 
FL ered It was past nine, and the bats were 
abroad. “ Augh ! augh !" was in the treetops loudly, with a 

mighty emphasis on the guttural, “A cold night for this time of 
the year, There’s a dead smell beneath, Augh ! augh !"" 

As a matter of fact, a dead mole was lying close by. The 
the ambuscade scarcely dared to breathe, hoping, as it 





With a great and rapid flapping they swirled away into the night. 
Ravens! I had not believed there were any in the county. I 
found out my mistake after in that respect, and also in respect of 
other and (I had thought) almost vanished birds. 

There were no other denizens of that wood of an aristocratic 
order. But there were plenty of the smaller fry. A couple of 
ins (but not in company) would come along the gravel path 
‘one’s feet. They pecked here and there, and between 
cast an occasional sidelong glance at one. ‘There was 
suspicion in it, but there seemed to be a little wonder- 
© what one was doing. They kept later hours than I 
were about till the half-hour after eight was nearly 
| tits were rather earlier birds, but not much, The greater 

















Character it Birds, 


and the less were perfectly amicable together, and frequented mainly 
the lichen-covered branches, from which the tomtits would hang 
head downwards in a most delightful fashion, ‘They had a gener- 
ally ruffled and untidy appearance, like an uncombed schoolboy. 
‘To man’s presence they were perfectly indifferent, ‘Thrushes and 
blackbirds, none of whom seemed actually to sleep in the wood, 
were constant visitors at nightfall. The thrush is a quiet and 
dignified gentleman ; the blackbird a loud and noisy alarm-bell. 

If one reckoned up the creatures that crept in the grass and 
fallen fir needles, the moths that slept on the trunks of the trees, 
and the other living things that came and went, what a wealth and 
diversity of life there was in that tiny grove 1 When the great stars 
came out and trembled in the skics, and the goatsucker in the 
adjoining hedge began his inevitable monotonous burr, that always 
sounded like 2 ghostly mowing-machine in the valley beneath, the 
commonplace fir plantation of the daytime became a home of 
mystery and solemn life, It had its savour of little tragedies and 
comedies, and reflected its tiny unit of the glory of God. 


W. J. WARD. 
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THE CURFEW BELL. 


‘T is but little that we know concerning the early history of bells. 
Like the harp, the bell is certainly prehistoric in its origin; 
and the records of all nations which are accessible furnish proof of 
its having been used for one purpose or another. In the book of 
Exodus we find a description of the priest's dress at the celebration 
of the high sacrifice. He was to wear a “golden bell and pome- 
granate upon the hem of his robe round about”; and this was 
evidently not intended to be a mere ornament, for we read that “it 
shall be upon Aaron to minister, and his sound shall be heard when 
he gocth into the holy place.” The bells of the Bible seem, how- 
ever, to have been incapable of being arranged in such a way as to 
produce the consecutive sounds of a musical scale, and were doubt- 
less in many cases nothing more than mere accoutrements. 

But the history of bells is not contemplated here. As an old 
writer on the subject once remarked, we are accustomed to hear the 
bell speak for itself. From youth to age its music is sent forth 
through crowded streets, or floats with sweetest melody above the 
quict ficlds. It gives a tongue to time, which would otherwise pass 
over our heads as silently as the clouds, and lends a warning to its 
perpetual flight. It is the voice of rejoicing at festivals, at 
christenings, at marriages, and of mourning at the departure of the 
dead. From every church tower it summons the faithful to the 
sanctuary, and when life is over faithful and unfaithful alike rest 
within its sound. The tone of the bell comes, therefore, to be 
fraught with memorial associations, and we know what a throng of 
mental images of the past can be aroused by its melody. “I 
don’t know,” said the late Sir Stafford Northcote, “that one 
could choose any of man’s inventions which has more various 
and touching associations than a bell, and certainly church bells 
must take a leading place in the great poem that might be written 
on them.” The great poem has still to be written, but the poets 
have, nevertheless, long since taken the bell to their heart, and 
have cast around the dust-begrimed, cobwebbed, old belfry, a 
species of romance which is almost suf generis. Did not Longfellow 
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find in Bruges the groundwork of perhaps the most fanciful of his 
short poems? And do we not know Edgar Allan Poe as much by 
those witching verses on “ The Bells" as by the Raven itself? We 
all know, too, of Father Prout's verscs on the “The Bells of 
Shandon,” showing how well he loved to listen to their music; and 
many have expressed a like pleasure when, after long absence from 
home, they have heard again the welcome sound of their native 
village bells, bringing to their recollection the varying memories of 
bygone days. 

The legend which is told of the Limerick bells never fails to 
strike a chord in the sympathetic heart. The story gocs that this 
fine peal was originally cast by an Ttallan monk and placed in the 
monastery with which he was connected, In course of time he left the 
monastery, but, in order that he might still listen to the bells, he 
fixed his home in the neighbourhood. His pleasure was to be short- 
lived, for some political troubles brought about the destruction of the 
monastery, and the bells were removed he knew not where. For 
many years he wandered through Europe, arriving at last in Ireland ; 
and while there, on the river Shannon, the silvery chime of the 
Limerick bells came floating towards him. The nomadic monk at 
‘once recognised the tones of his long-lost bells, and died while 
expressing his pleature at hearing them again. 

‘The poems and songs which have glorified the existence of bells 
are to be found in most modem languages, for in spite of the natural 
ugliness of bells, viewed simply as bells, there seems to have been 
for ages past some wild fascination about these time-honoured objects 
which has exercised the genius of the poct, 

‘There was 2 touch of sadness about the title of Dr. Oliver 
Wendell Holmes’ last volume of verse “Before the Curfew.” No 
years can tire the wakefal heart of the poet : he longs to know the 
wonders that Time has still to show ; what ship will reach the Arctic 
pole; what lessons Science waits to reveal ; what sermons are left to 
preach; what poems are yet to sing. Surely it is not bedtime yet ! 

‘Kind Mother Earth we love so well 

Has plessant stories still to tell 

Wefore we hear the curfew bell. 
‘Yes! bat the night winds blow, the stars are out ; the nurse, long: 
‘waiting, is on the way at last, with hand of ice and cheek of snow, and 


soon 
Th weariod Nature's sweet repose, 
AL peace with all her waking foes, 
‘Our hips shall murmur, ere they close, 
Good night ! aad not good-bye t 








the night is about to be ushered in bya funeral knell, Life is still 
sweet, the heavens are still fair though the ficlds are brown and the 
woods are bare ; but the bell has tolled, and the joys of the evening 
mnust be left for younger hearts. 


Come, children, it is time to go, 
‘My peaceful couch to share. 


‘Tt is almost as pathctic as that last lament of the poct for the 
autumnal vanishing of the “ birds of song.” 

In many a quiet country town the sound of the curfew bell is 
now coming to the tired city worker, bringing with it a kind of 
soothing influence and holy charm that are as little peculiar to the 
bells he has left behind bim as are the blue skies of Italy to the land 
of fogs and weather frolics. It was not of the curfew that Dickens 
wrote in “Little Dorrit,” no doubt under a personal infliction : 
*Maddening bells of all degrees and dissonance, sharp and flat, 
cracked and clear, fast and slow, made the brick and mortar echoes 
hideous, In every thoroughfare, up every alley and down almost every 
turning, some doleful bell was throbbing, jerking, rolling, as if the 
plague were in the town, and the dead carts were going round.” We 
get away from all that when we exchange thecity for the sleepy hollow, 
and the evening bell is then as welcome to us as were ever the bells 
of Shandon to the ear of Father Prout. ‘The influence of its mellow 
music is wholly serene and wholly gladsome, like the influence of the 
stars sct in the face of the night, like the soothing ripple of the river 
in the sunshine, disposing to thoughts not altogether of the life that 
now is. 

Te is a pretty word, with music in it, this curfew, Its etymo- 
logy takes us far away back to the time when the conve few bell 
was rung as a signal for the Saxons to cover their fires to retire to 
rest. Thus we have the poet of The Seasons” reminding us that 
‘our ancestors, “‘shiv'ring wretches,” at the curfew sound, “dejected 
sunk into their sordid beds.” Such a romantic institution as that of 
the curfew was indeed bound to appeal to the imagination of the 
poct, Milton makes it an clement in the calm surroundings in his 
i Penseroso” = 

on plat of rising ground, 
hear eof aren oun, 
‘Over some wide-watered shore, 
Swinging slow with sullen rear, 


nd Longfeliow, amid “ the glare of Transatlantic newness acrotes 
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‘ics peri nals peer a aca al loves. 
nevertheless to picture an old-world eventide 


Solemaly, mournfully, 
Dealing tts dele, 

The curfew bell 

Is beginning to tell. 


And yet again, the clang of the Village Blacksmith’s hammer 
to him, as it has been suggested that of Tubal Cain did to Jubal, 
of bell music, and sounds 


Lite the sexton ringing the village belt 
When the evening sun is low. 


Gray's opening line in the “ Elegy "—“ The curfew tolls the knell of 
parting day "—is too familiar for quotation ; and so also is the song 
of Tom Moore's Canadian suyagewrs, when they tell us 


Fainily es tolls the evening chime! 
Oar voices keep tune and our oars keep time ; 


and the same poet's apostrophe to 


‘Thowe evening bells ! thase evening bells t 
How many a tale their musie tells ! 

Of youth, and home, and that swoet time 
Whee last I bow! their woothing chime. 


With us moderns it is of course more a matter of sentiment than 
of service this ringing of the curfew. But in other days, when it 
‘was the custom to place the fire in a hole in the middle of the 
floor under an opening in the roof, the regulation was probably as 
wieful as any that could have been devised to prevent the destruction 
of property. The absolute prohibition of fire and light after the 
tolling of the bell was abolished as early as the time of Henty 1, 
‘but the custom continued to be observed for its original purpose 
many centuries after that date. In Dundee the town’s bellman used 
fo receive extra pay for the extra duty ; and in t590 the munici- 
pality allowed him to levy “cight pennies yearly” upon all who had 
“ane firehouse within the burgh "—the “fire-house” meaning, of 
course, a house with a fireplace. 

In the Perth Kirk Session records of 1586 Nicol Balmain is 
specially ordained to ring the curfew bell at eight o'clock in the 
evening; and in the town’s records of 1657 there is “an Act 
requiting obedience to the ringing of the bell for putting out fires.” 
Tt seems that in 1618 the Town Council of the Fair City had passed 
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fan ordinance prohibiting the people being out 

sincera edged efi . 
‘on the ground that they did not know the hour, To meet 
‘excuse it was ordered that one of the large bells be rung every night 
at ten, “that none pretend ignorance.” And ©o has the ringing 
continued, although probably the hour has since been changed. 
The Curfew Row, one of the back streets of Perth, traditionally 
receives its name from the fact that some old cvening bell was hung: 
in one of its structures ; and, although there ig no historical evidence 
to support this tradition, the namie constitutes a pleasing Link witha 
past that had something more of romance than these worrying, 
hurrying, bilious days of our vaunted twentieth century. 

Some of the antiquaries contend that the curfew came in with 
William the Conqueror. But the “cover-fire bell” was certainly 
known in France, Spain, Italy, and probably other countries of 
Europe before the Conqueror’s time. Alfred the Great, for example, 
is known to have ordained that all the inhabitants at Oxford should, 
at the ringing of the curfew at Carfax, cover up their fires and go to 
bed ; which custom, as an Oxford historian tells us, “is observed to 
this day, and the bell as constantly rings at eight as Great Tom tolls 
atnine.” In Vienna, the inhabitants were required to put out their 
fires and hang up lanterns at their doors when the bell rang; and at 
the Yorkshire city of Ripon the curfew-horn was blown, as it still is, 
every night at nine o'clock. On the whole, I think we may reason 
ably conclude that what William did was simply to revive or 
continue a custom which had been established long before his day. 
‘The regulation may have been indirectly serviceable in keeping the 
people within their houses and thus preventing night brawls on the 
streets; but there is certainly no historical warrant for the popular 
tradition that its main design was to prevent the English from 
assembling in secret to plan schemes of rebellion against their 
Norman lords. There was undoubtedly a very practical purpose 
underlying it. In those faraway times the danger of fire was so 
constant that extraordinary safeguards were enjoined against it, 
The old city of London ordinances show us that between Whitsuntide 
and St. Bartholomew, when a scarcity of water might be expected, tvery 
Jhouscholder was required to keep a supply in front of his door in 

for emergencies. Other expedients were resorted to for 

‘same purpose, but not one of these had the sweet simplicity of 





On this point 1 should like to quote from a recent writer on bells, 
G.S. Tyack. Mr. Tyack writes : “The curfew bell, already 
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but on the eve of Christmas, Ascension, and other occasions when 
some special service is to be held. 

In the low fen districts about Ely and the Cambridge flats, the 
curfew is cven now most useful to the traveller as be trudges 
through the marshy mists, which, while obscuring the lights of the 
distant city, act as favourable conductors, according to Professor 
‘Tyndall, to the sound of bells. In this connection it is interesting 
to note that at Waltham-in-the-Wolds a grateful farmer, who was 
lost in the snow and found his way home by the sound of the 
curfew, left a field to endow a five o'clock bell for all time It 
would be tedious to mention the names of places where the curfew 
bell still continues to be rung. Mr. Syre Cuming, in a paper read 
before the British Archmological Society, gives a list of nearly forty 
towns and villages in which the custom survives, and to this number 
writers in Noles and Queries have added some fifty more places. 
One of the most recent revivals was at Stratford-on Avon, where the 
same bell is now used that was tolled at Shakespeare's funeral. 

For many a century the curfew bell has been rung in the ancient 
city of Sandwich, the old Cinque Port of Kent. The Church of St. 
Peter had brought the custom down to modern times, but some 
years ago adverse fortune threatened to extinguish the honoured 
relic of a bygone age. According to the local newspaper, relations 
were somewhat strained between the rector and the sexton of St. 
Peter's ; and as the fund from which the sexton was paid was 
claimed by the churchwardens, the sexton found himself in the 
dilemma of having a time-honoured office without any salary. When 
bis re-election was mooted at the Vestry, he made a complaint that 
he would have to toll the evening bell for nothing, He inquired if, 
in the event of his giving up the sexton’s office, the rector would 
have power to prevent him from carrying out his duties as ringer of 
the curfew, but no one could satisfy him. Thus do the sordid and 
the sentimental join hands! In some comers of the country the 
‘old custom is dying out; and it may be that ere long the soothing 
‘tones of the curfew, spreading their charm over the happiness of the 
quiet English home, will be heard no more in the land. It will 
certainly be a pity. 

J. CUTHBERT HADDEN, 


ITALIAN STREET CRIES. 


Ls VETE i vosiri costumi, se volele la vostra storta” (Write 

down your customs, if you want your history”), said Machia~ 
velli, the great historian ; and indeed nothing so makes us know a 
people as to study their special habits and customs. 

‘The street cries of itinerant vendors are more or less common to 
erery country, though peculiar to each, and perhaps none are £0 
characteristic as those of southern Italy, and this for various reasons, 
Tn a warm climate a larger portion of daily life is lived out of doors, 
and many more avocations are carried on in the streets than would 
be possible in the north; thus in large towns like Rome and. 
Naples, especially in the more crowded parts frequented by the 
lower and middle class familics where no servant is kept, the house- 
wife does her daily domestic shopping from her doorstep or window, 
‘buying all she requires in the way of fruit, vegetables, fish, eggs, 
poultry, and cheese from itinerant vendors, whose prices too are always 
lower than those of the shops, owing to the fact that they have no 
rent to pay, and act as distributors of inferior or stale commodities. 
And not only can she supply the needs of the commissariat department, 
bat she can have her knives or scissors ground, crockery, umbrellas, 
boots and shoes mended ; can buy brooms, coarse kitchen and house. 
hold earthenware, and stuffs for clothing ; can sell empty bottles or old 
fags—in a word, carry on the ordinary business of life without leav- 
ing her own door. In the slums this marketing is further simplified, 
for the purchaser who lives on the fifth or sixth floor of a crowded 
tenement merely lowers a basket at the end of a cord, screams out 
ber needs, which are placed in the basket, inspected when drawn up 
‘and, ifapproved of, down come the coppers, all swiftly and deftly 
oP ONS emt araae shouting and gesticula 


Merrereenctnsie rogsiitaa and. fit are: mock wierd 
abundant, and Italians of the lower classes rarely eat meat more 
than once or twice a week. On the other hand, neunae fruit, 
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‘gs, and farinacsous dishes are consumed in 

is partly the result of the climate, which would not permit 
consumption of animal food to the extent indulged in by the British 
artisan or workman, partly owing to the simpler tastes and more 
frugal habits of the people themselves, ‘That they are gainers by their 
moderation there is no doubt, as has been proved by the endurance 
‘of Italian navvies, who are able to hold out for hours in the confined 
‘atmosphere which is unavoidable when boring for milway tunnels, 
where their British or German companions quickly collapse. And 
‘what applies to food applics also to drink : the itinerant water vendor 
in Spain and Italy drives a thriving trade, for where the northern 
workman will go in for his glass of beer or spirits, the southerner 
will take his lemonade, iced water, or sweetened Avthifa (fruit syrap) in. 
preference even to the light wine of the country ; and to the honour of 
the race it must be conceded that intemperance is not a common 
vice fn Italy, but an accident, unfrequent among men, almost unheard 
of among women. 

‘Especially during the spring and summer months, throughout the 
Jength and breadth of the land, the city air resounds with the cries 
of itinerant vendors, many of them traditional, and handed dowa 
through generations, Pitré, the great Sicilian student of folklore, 
asserts that those in vogue at Palermo at the present day are 
unaltered from what they were a hundred years ago, though, with 
the vivid imagination and quickness of repartee peculiar to the 
nation, poctical and apt additions are constantly made om the spur 
of the moment, no people knowing better than the Italians how to 
offer their wares in the most attractive form, Each set of words is 
sung or chanted to a special canfifena (melody). Some of these are 
very musical ; most of them resemble a lament, with long-dmwn-out 
notes, the words being contracted, broken up, and so indefinitely 
prolonged as to lose themselves in a kind of wail. Others are very 
short, ringing owt chcerily through crowded mart and lane. Soon 
after dawn, the first will fall on your ear, to be rapidly succeeded by 
others, and so varied that after a while one drowns another, till habit 
hardens one to the babel of sound. It is trying both to nerves and 


‘During the hot hours of the day they cease entirely, and in the 
and evening another set take up the chant—the dimonaro, 

t, and vendors of melons, strawberries, and suchlike 
pleasantly suggestive of seeming coolness in the hot, burning 
of a southern summer ; though even in the depth of 
‘thereis no lack of cries, but of adifferent kind. Then itishot 
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roast chestriuts, baked apples, hot rolls, and chestnut pudding that 
Some of these itinerant merchants have a donkey-cart, but gene- 
rally the goods are displayed on a hand-cart or barrow, on 2 tray or 
in baskets, and some, such as the sellers of onions, hang the strings 
‘over their arms and shoulders. A certain amount of time is always 
Jost in bargaining and chaffering, but the same would take place ina 
shop, for in Italy no one ever expects either to get or pay the price 
asked, the Eastern custom of long preamble and beating down pre- 
vailing in fall force, and rendered the more puzzling to the new-comer 
by the universal tendency of such low-class vendors to employ the 
money values of the past in preference tothose of the present —daioae, 
paole, grano, &., instead of soddo or dra. 

In Sicily, street cries go by the name of afdanniari, and Pitré 
gives the following as peculiar to that island, among those which are 
traditional, and have gone on unaltered for over a hundred years : 
garlicand onions are sold in tresses to the cry of “1 sri sword? 
trista agghi! Ora visiti, ca cei ouomnn Pagghi?” (“Three soldi 
the tress of garlic | Now sec, who wants garlic?") 

Bay twigs appear early in winter to the accompaniment of “ Cit 
2 haju pampinuta 'addéouru !" (“How leafy is the bay T have 1”) 
“ Maju chiddi duct eriecculi! Chi beddé pieri ri vrivcculi! Com! ¢ 
fume P haje'sti crivceuli | Vrdeceul? mammi, mammi!" (“Thave 
sach sweet broccoli! What finc broccoli ! I have them assweet az 
apples! Broccoli! basketsful, basketsful 1") announce the autumn 
and winter carts piled with broccoli. 

‘The rosy-fleshed water-melon, with its ebony seeds and brilliant 
groen rind, is offered as “Jo P Raj russi ¢duci! Vampi di fuocu 
wei jecoannu fal! Wa tagyhix ch! dt rvssw! Jo v' ri tinny a prova! 
Russe com ts fuoce ? haju!” (*T bave them red and sweet | Flames 
Of Gre they cast at met Watch as I cut this red one! I will sell 
them to you on trial! I have them as red as fire !”) 

‘The same cut in slices and sold retail; “Mo veru reseed! un 
granu a fedda va’. Un sult affaccia, P'n atitru'nni cudda! Coun 
gurane mandi, vit, ¢ tf iavi'a faci!” (“But this one is truly red 1 
it costs a greno [farthing] a slice ! One sun rises and another sets 
For the sum of one grano you can eat, drink, and wash your face !’ 

Earthenware pots full of boiled beans are hawked s 
alleys by women who sell them by numbers: “ Maddi, mauoddi ~” ¢ 
viahiarieddi | Modi, muoddi ! sfatta ? haju §''a vecchia | Un granu 
‘tri vintind: gruvcouli | Cu ty atti ¢ ba sinuligda vi i exinnied Ui 
grwdceuli! Belli sfattuliddi ¢ sfoguatiedds {° (* Soft, sot for old 
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women! Ihave them cooked for old women! A grano for three 
twenties! I have boiled them for you in milkand semolina! Fine, 
‘soft, cooked beans !") 

‘Tomatoes, known as fom d" ori, or golden apples, are vaunted 
thus: “ Cy s' ha feria stratte? Chi matinati dé fari sdusa! Puma 
Paril chil haju russi! Su sintite laciauru? Su iddi} su’ éddi t 
Fins a lu piriosddn, sul russi 1” (“Who bas to make conserve? What 
fm morning to make sauce! Here they are! here they are! Do 
you smell them? Down to the smallest they arc red”),! 

“Comu rutsa r ova viennnt Comu fussiru 'nfurnati viennu, 
novi vi Hi seinnivt li cakri, Castagné candi tiriti, tiriti | CH 2 beila 
guann’ teatirat chi citra chi fat” (“They are like yolks of eggs ! 
‘They become like baked ones! In this moment I haye taken them 
off the fire, these hot chestnuts! How good they are when they 
are hot ! what ascent they have !”) does not at the first moment 
lead one to expect the familiar roast chestnut, while ‘I have those 
‘of the pricst 1” (‘‘ Maju chiddé d''u pricvitu!") would lead one to 
expect stolen goods instead of simply meaning chestnuts which have 
first been boiled and then put into the oven. The following is 
given as the origin of this curious appellation : 

A Neapolitan priest, who hada great weakness for roast chestnuts, 
‘used every day, on going out, to charge his servant not to forget to 
have them ready roasted forhis dinner. One day, in a fit of absence 
of mind, she put the chestnuts into water and began to boil them 
instead of baking them in the oven. When they were half-cooked, 
however, she suddenly remembered her orders, and, not knowing 
how to repair the blunder, she transferred them to the oven, half-boiled 
asthey were. When her master tasted them, finding them better than 
‘usual, he inquired the reason, and gave orders that thenceforth his 
chestnuts should be boiled before being baked, so chestnuts of this 
kind go by the name of “ the priest's chestnuts.” 

“Chi hedda "rattula! Rattula "i rialu!" (‘What beautiful 
dates! Dates to make a present of !") 

“ Cw’ sala, oliva nuova cu’ salat LZ erba dw pitittee! Lu gran 
spaventwd' eliva!” (Who wants to salt fresh olives ? who wants to 
galt? [tis the herb of appetite! What a terror of olives !”) 

“ Pira dutiri ! si mancia esi vivé! Pira butiri ! cavi squagghianu 
‘at ‘a wucewssa vierw!" ('‘ Pears like butter—one cats and drinks 
them! Truly they melt in your mouth |”) serveto attract attention 
to the various goods the criers have to offer. 

§ Refersing to the habit of making a sun-dried paste or sauce of this fruit for 
winter use. 





surnends racek di piceinast chen earn (“Stram- 
erin: sxsven. taweberrica ralracics of strawberries 1") 
carciofolt! chi li ouole § carciefoli ? sensa barba somo ft 
(Che corgi cisaredt!” (* Actichoken,reichokss} ho wants wt 
chokes? Without choke they are. What top shoot artichokes !") 
“ Fri—es—ea, Acqua 'eetosa!" This is a nost musical cry, gene- 
tally ringing out, in a boy’s high clear voice, from a cart drawn by a 
donkey, laden with crates full of rush-covered flasks Gilled with water 
from a mineral spring three miles out of Rome. It is slightly 
sparkling, and considered so valuable for its medicinal properties 
that there is scarcely a Roman household in which it is not drunk 
all through the spring and summer. Each morning the empty flasks, 
‘costing one so/do, are exchanged for full ones. The itinerant water- 
‘seller, 4 pleasant sight.on a sultry summer's day, is generally attired 
in a spotless linen suit, with a large straw hat. In one hand he 
carries his supply of water in a picturesque copper éroca, which has 
been polished till it shines like burnished gold ; in the other hand, a 
round tray, with sides and handle, divided into compartments cach 
holding a tumbler, and, hitched on one side, a tray with lemons and 
sugar. His cry falls on the hot air with a cooling sound: “ dejma, 
aegua fresta. O che geli, 0 che gels! Acqua fresca come la neve! 
O chi Deve fredda, o chi bevet Chi vuol bere? Fredda, freddat” 
4 Water, fresh water! Cool, how cool it is!_ Water as cold assnow! 
‘Ob! who will drink it coid? who will drink? Cold! cold! ") 
‘Then there is the arrotino (knife-grinder), who simply dwells on 
his own name in a plaintive, longdrawn cry as he passes along, 
pushing his wheel before him ; “ Arrotina, ar-rotine, arro-ti—mo 1" 
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‘The umbrella merchant, omdre/iaio, who also mends plates and 
dishes: “ Omédreliaio! O chi ha concoli ¢ concole @ accomadare}” 
(“The umbrella mender! Oh! who has plates and dishes to 
mend ?”) 

‘The buyer of old clothes, with a sack flung over his back, who 
sings out: “ Rola vechia!” (“Old clothes!") ; the scopare, who 
sells brooms of every description; the man with casotfind (cream 
cheeses), each sold in a tiny rush basket, or of ricoffa (curd made of 
sheeps’ milk), which is brought in straight from the Campagna on a 
bed of green arum leaves, 

Avanti, mamese, calze ¢ calzetine, dicci soldi al paio!" (Come, 
mother, stockings and socks, ten soldi the pair !") 

™ Corase, che belle cerase ! senza & comparicile |” ('* Cherries, fine 
cherries ! without the gossip!) (ée the not uncommon wormy 
inhabitant of this fruit) give a good idea of what quaintness and 
warlety lie ready to interest the willing student of the Iife of the 
southern populace, and, in the end, announce the scasons merely by 
the advent of some special call, The “ daywa Acefora” is the signal 
Of spring being at the door, water-melons armounce summer, “* U/fre" 


(olives) autamn, and “ Ricotte" or “ Calde, calde” (roast chestnuts) 
‘tell of winter, cach following the other in duc course, till we circle 
round the year, and suddenly awake to find that twelye moons have 
passed since last we heard that cry. 


= C VANSITTART. 





AN ADVENTURER OF THE SIX- 
TEENTH CENTURY: HIS HOME 
THEN, AND LATER. 






VER the door of the house in which someone whom we love 
as once tived—nay, perhaps has only stayed, it may be, a 
day or so—there hang for us always the special Passion flowers of 
memory and sacred association. It is like no other house to us, 
though to the casual passer-by it may closely resemble many others. 
‘To us it is ever a thing apart. 

As I write there rises before my mind's eye a white corner house 
ina London street. I have never been inside it; 1 have but passed 
and repassed it, morning by morning, during a winter of depression 
and anxiety. Yet, exch morning as I drew near the house, up the 
long noisy street, sometimes enshrouded in a dense enveloping 
yellow fog, the whole atmosphere lifted for me, and the thoughts 
crowded into my mind of another winter, years ago, when the some- 
‘one I loved had lived in that white corner house, day in, day out, 
for many months. Then for me the present-day street and its 
carvering butcher's carts, its passengers, its street cries, faded away, 
vanished and were not; for I heard, in fancy, other footsteps 
passing along. 1 saw, in fancy, another figure, another face ; and at 
onee the dingy pavement was transformed ; there was poetry in the 
air, the ground was sacred ground to me. For what ground can be 
more sacred than that whercon the fect of those we care for have 
passed and repassed in daily life? 

So, too, the house in which some hero of his country, some great 
man who has made his time wiser, more enlightened, has passed 
his childhood, boyhood, or at any rate some epoch-making months of 
his life, is sacred, or at any rate shon/d be sacred, to his nation. It 
should be cared for, preserved, and guarded as one of that nation's 


| home where all the heroism, all the 
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energising thoughts began, as it were, to live, move, have their being 
in the boy who was presently to become the greatest man of his day, 
the rescuer of his country in her hour of peril, the leader of a very 
forlorn hope, the discoverer or unearther of the world’s hidden 
treasures, the adventurer whose daring ventures should thrill the 
ears of past, present, future. 

‘The adventurer! What does not his name call forth in one's 

mind's eye? He is the world’s scene-painter, who flings his colours 
royally on the canvas and with no niggard hand ; he gives the world 
her feasts of mental colour, the glow of her excitements, the 
exhilarating flights of her imagination, We are drawn to him as 
children when we plead “ foradventures "in any story that isto be told 
to us ; we banker after him as men and women when, in cur prosaic 
days, there comes now and again the brilliant search-light of an exciting 
‘experience or adventure flashed across the dull-coloured canvas of 
our lives, and we rise to the occasion in the longing we feel to take 
up the paint-brush of our imagination and touch up the pictured 
reproduction for others in glowing colours where the actual episode 
had not beightened the effect sufficiently ! ‘The need of the adventurer 
is in every age. He is the illustrator of the otherwise dull diaries of 
an empire. 
Sir Walter Ralegh was a frewe chenalier in the record of 
adventurers. He dared much and was disappointed much. ‘This 
year 1 made an expedition to the old-world scenes where the story 
of his life began. Far away from the haunts of men, remote, 
sequestered and lonely, in a sheltered little Devonshire valley, lies 
the picturesque old manor-house where he was born, Hayes Barton 
by same. When I drove over with a friend to see it, we only 
found it with difficulty, the reason being that until we actually 
reached it the house was completely hidden from sight in a steep 
hollow, thickly wooded and shut in all round, To us it had 
seemed a longer drive than we anticipated ; but perhaps this 
was dee to the fact that our vehicle of conveyance was a rough 
country cart (quite as jolting as the proverbial Irish car!) and 
the pony between its shafts was impossible to rouse beyond the 
‘most well-considered and sedate of trots. We drove from Newton 
Poppleford—an ideal little Devonshire village, which we bad made 
‘our headquarters from which to take radiating expeditions—and the 
scenery through which we passed was so perfect that we forgave the 
pony before us bis slow and lazy progression. 

‘The meadows rise high all round Hayes Barton, while through 
the valley, purling softly, strolls, in a leisurely fashion, a littl 
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rivulet, shining like liquid molten silver in the level August sunthine. 
‘Ata sudden turn in the lane the famous little farmhouse lay before 
us; the very quintessence of peace, indestructible, immovable, 
sical ic cool cfecde that aureus aerated I walked down the 
little slope to the garden and leant over the gate, 

In such a presence it seems an absolutely imperative necessity 
that one should be quict and passive to take it all in: the feeling of 
ree ree past mental atmospheres, “ Be stilt 

and know" is a text for all time, for all kinds of sacred associations, 
Likewise is it an imperative necessity to “ take off the shoes” of our 
conventional, worldly individualities—to empty ourselves and be 
simply receptive, Out of that quiet, remote farmhouse bad come 
‘one of the famous voices of his day ; out of that sleepy hollow had 
sounded a name that should be familiar to all ages of English men 
and women, 

A straight path, checkered by shadows, led up through the old 
garden to the house, and on cither side of it were old-fashioned 
flowers and fruit-trees, the whole flanked by venerable red walls. In 
this garden, however, besides its own belongings, a modem ¢lement 
had intruded in the shape of a lusty well-fed pony, who had pushed 
forward the gate and made his way on to the beds, where he pro 
ceeded to eat his fill, luxuriously, From the open door in the 
house opposite emerged the figure of an old dame, who proceeded 
to gesticulate excitedly to me. I gathered the import of the signs 
to be the desired exodus of the pony, and so I hastily insisted on his 
turning tail and going out “ by the same” gate “ whence he came in.” 
She then offered to give me some information with regard to the 
house. She assured me that the bedroom on the left was the one 
ja which Sir Walter Ralegh had been born, and that over the porch 
was where, in later years, he had smoked. This last I believed to 
be more or less an unjustifiable effort of the imagination, and 
therefore I took it with salt. 

‘Outside the garden are meadows, a little bridge over the rivulet, 
and, farther away, the “ hills standing round about” clothed with 
woods, The little pond beside the trees, which shadowed part of 
the meadow adjoining the house, must often have been fished in by 
the boy Ralegh in his childhood days. No one was fishing in it 
when I saw it, but a company of ducks, who were rummaging con- 
tentedly with their beaks under the lite bridge, 

‘The name Hayes Barton is doubtless derived from the Anglo- 
Saxon Aaya, a hedge, which was originally used to mean a plot of 
ground enclosed with hedges. Barton, or ferton, in that 
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"Richard Conant, vicar of East Budleigh Dadih i rtn a 


‘tisto him that we are indebted for a 

the items of interest, accounts ofhow moneys were distributed among 

‘the poor, &e. Of sic omnes! “How full of real life would parish 
“accounts become for cach succeeding gencration of parishioners { 
How closely would the dead hands of the Past clasp the living hands 
of the Present in sympathies, in comprehension, in community of 
feeling! “The present vicar of East Budleigh, the Rev. W. R, Green 
{to whom I am indebted for very much kind help and information), 
was offered £300 if he would sell the above book to some American 
descendants of Richard Conant, but he refused, and so the book is 
the property of the parish to-day, ‘The vicar of East Budleigh whom 
Mr. Green succeeded was accustomed to drink from a black bottle 
con the altar, to refresh himself, before going into the pulpit, and has 
been known to ask for a pocket-knife from the congregation in the 
middle of a Celebration. Nevertheless he was regarded at East 
Budleigh as a High Churchman ! 

T give some quotations here from Richard Conant's parish book, 
to which Mr. Green very kindly allowed me access, It states its 
purpose thus : 

“A booke bought April 4th, 1674, for ye entring of Parish 
Accounts, for gift mony, that it may be seen from year to year how 
it is distributed. . 

“1677. ‘The Poores Stock in this Parish is thus made up: ove. 
of Bartlet’s mony, 45. ; of Goodman Crosse’s mony, £18; of M* 
Drake's mony, £18. In all £29. 

“Of this mony Mr. Duke of Otterton hath had 27/4. ever since 
midsummer late past at ye interest of five per cent. which will be 
paidat ye year's end. Thomas Bedford hath one pound upon bond, 
and the other 20 is now paid in by ye widow, Rebeckah Eliot, unto 
ye churchwardens, The 20d. paid in now at Easter by ye widow, 
Rebeckah Eliot, was put into M* Dukse hand at midsummer follow. 
ing upon interest together with ye 274, before mentioned. . . . « 

“There is now at this time in ye hand of ‘Thomas Bedford of this 
parish of Crosse’s mony £1. 

“ Mony gathered upon a fasting day, Nov. 13, 45. 20. 3. 

“ ME, Evans his legacy (at least as much as can bee gotten) is 
now paid, tir. 7/. tod... . There hath been in ME. Duke's 
hand of ye poore’s mony ever since Midsummer 1679 ye summe of 
thirty five pounds at ye interest of five pounds per cent... . . 

“Memorandum ye me Wotton’s gift mony, being 54. to bee paid 
in bread at Christide, is now behinde for 3 yeare: w/z, Christide 73 
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and Christide 79, and Christide 1680, Some course must bee 
taken for recovery of it.” 

“1681. Mr, Wotton’s Gilt mony, which is now come to 20/ for 
four years arrears, is promised to bee paid in bread by ‘Thomas 
Cowd of Salterton. And the parishioners have promised to give him 
tod. to help him in paying these arrears in ye latter end of ye next 
year.” 

Richard Conant was turned out of his living at the Restoration, 
but later was re-instituted by the Covenanters. “ During the Great 
Rebellion in the West of 1549,” says Dr, Brushfield in his “ Church 
of All Saints, East Budleigh," "the scene of the rebellion was in such 
close proximity to East Budleigh that we are fully warranted in 
believing some of its parishioners would be found among the rebel 
ranks, to find a death in the great slaughter on Woodbary Common 
on August 4. Walter Ralegh (the father of Sir Walter Ralegh) was at 
S. Mary Clist, and through misreprescntations of an old woman 
was taken up by the rebels, and on two occations bad a narrow 
escape of his life.” 

Near East Budleigh is the quaint old manor-house of Colaton 
Ralegh, where, s tradition hath it, Walter Ralegh was baptised. 
‘The church register dates back from 1673, and an old account 
describes the house thus : 

“ Here is a very ancient house (Place Court) with oratory. It 
was formerly the residence of the Deans of Exeter." 

Place Court stands back in one of those delightful, overgrown, 
disorderly kitchen flower-gatdens—a veritable shrubbery. The old 
house was sentinclled by an overshadowing Scotch fir, which stood 
right before the porch. The afternoon on which I saw Place Court 
a flood of sleepy sunlight lay over everything : over the gables and 
latticed windows ; over the broad oaken door standing invitingly 
open ; over the unevenly paved garden path, laced irregularly with 
shadows of the bushes on either side, Over all brooded a Sabbath 
stillness and the sleepiest of atmospheres ; it was as if before onc's 
eyes stood some fairy palace in an enchanted land; and one 
imagined if one were to walk along the checkered path into the cool 
dark hall, one would break the cobwebs of Time stretched over 
some idyll of a past day; some picture would mect one’s cyc of 
monks at their orisons in the old oratory over the entrance-hall. 
Some sound, faint, but arresting by reason of its falling so strangely 
on modern ears, would thrill them through and through, of 
‘unaccustomed mass or requiem : prayers fer the dead by the dead. 
It is not known for certain if the baptism of Walter Ralegh did 
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reallytake place here ; nor, if such were indeed the case, in which 
imably it would have been in the old oratory, if 


Ralegh, it is but a little distance to the adjoin 
ing village of Otterton (Otritona, Otritone), which is stated at the 


y 
says, “ was made on Otter estuary from the time of Domes- 
day down to comparatively recent time. Otterton Priory was identi- 
fied with its early manufacture." Otterton Church (St. Michael's) 


i 
zs 
a 


bed left now, and that has long been unoccupied and empty £ 
‘Leland in 1530-40 describes Otterton thus: “Oterton a praty 


this Haven, but it is now clene barrid. Sum coulle this Haven 
Budeley Haven of Budeley Town. [t was also caulted Saltern 
Haven.” Dr. Brushfield mentions in his book that in 1416 there is 
an account of the suppressed “ Alien Priories, including, amongst 
others, the Priory of Oterton, otherwise called the Priory of Oteryn- 
ton, in the county of Devon, to the Alien Abbey of St. Michael in 
Periculo Maris belonging.” “The manor of Budleigh, as belonging to 
Otterton Priory, was now transferred to Syon Monastery.” (In 1415 
Henry V. founded in Isleworth, Middlesex, a convent of 

giving it the name of Syon.) 

“The suppression of the English monasteries in 1539 brought to 
a final conclusion the ecclesiastical history of Syon . . , and 
the manors of Otterton and Budleigh, with all their rights and 
privileges and royalties, and the patronage of three Church livings, 
were in 1540 purchased by Richard Duke for £1,727 4. 2d. He 
acquired 5,400 acres. In the year 1779 this manor and all the local 
property of the Duke family was sold for 490,000.” 

‘To-day Otterton is a picturesque white “cob” village (Black 
mentions that formerly it was red sandstone), with a sort of Continental 
air about it, which is hard to describe, but the impression is easy to 
‘realise when there. On leaving the station one turns sharp to the 

it on a entering ‘the village street before reaching the “spreading 

"trees which line one side of the village, and up a little 
fiat seis the church, and beside it is the site of the old Priory— 
‘originally for four monks and dating from the Norman Conquest ; 
“an almshouse now stands {n {ts place. One of the old women 
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living here told me that an underground passage led from one of the 
cottages in the street below right up to the old Priory: “from the 
lower rand of houses,” she explained | It was discovered by accident 
lately, she said, bat had been closed up again, as the outlet could 
not be found. She had been, she told me, for thirty years an inmate 
of the almshouses, “TI bain’t for the new things,” she said, shaking 
her head, “I like the old; but the new makes for labour,” she 
added, humorously and trifle vaguely. There is mention made by 
Sir Walter Ralegh of Otterton in the now famous autograph letter, 
which was discovered by accident among some old papers and 
letters which were about to be destroyed at Great Torrington in 
1888, and bore the endorsement, “Sir Walter Rawleigh's Letter to 
my G* Get Father.” I give the letter as Mr. Aubrey has transcribed 
it: 


“Mr Duke—TI wrote to Mr. Prideaux to move you for the 
purchase of Hayes (Hayes Barton), a farme sometime in my father’s 
possession. I will most willingly give whatsoever in your conscience 
you shall deeme it worth, and if at any time you shall have oceasion 
to use me you shall find me a thankful friend to you and yours, 


“T am resolved, if T cannot entreat you, to build at Colliton, but 
for the naturall dispesition I have to that place, being borne in that 
house, T had rather seate myself there than anybody els ; I take my 
leave readic to countervaile all your courtesies to the utter of my 
power. 

Your very willing friend fn all T shall be able, 
Warter Raveon, 
“Court, xxvi. of July 1584." 


Dr. Brashiield's transcription of the above letter gives besides 
these added sentences : 

“T have dealt w Mr. Sprinte for suche things as he hathe att 
Colliton and ther abouts, and he hath pmised mee to dept w® the 
moecty of Otertowne (Otterton) onto yow in consideration of hayes 
accordinge to the valew, and yow shall not find me an ill neighbare 
onto yow here after.” - 

‘A very familiar sight in Walter Ralegh’s days must have been the 
‘Sunday markets, of which a goodly number seem, curiously enough, to 
have been originally started by religious houses, with the object of at- 
tracting pilgrims to their shrines &c., and‘drawinga revenue from the 
booths setup intheir vicinity. Dr. Brushlield is my authority for the 
above, and he declares that in old records there are nts of the 
market-place being, in some instances, the churchyard, and some- 
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times even the church. He gives, as an instance, this entry in the 

registers of St. Lawrence's Church, Reading : “ 1gg9. It. rec. at the 

fayer for a stonding in the church porch iiij'.” 

‘From old records in the seventeenth century comes the following : 

“ Budleigh is a small market towne w in auncient tymes was kept 
Bee ome) Section a ye Monde 








“Bodley «+» aplace where there is a small Market, j in ao 
times irreligiously kept on the Sunday. ... it is now kept on 
Monday” ‘This was after Sunday fairs had been stopped by the 
Sessions, thus: “Order to restrayne marketts on the Sabbaoth at 
East Budiey... Wee doe at this open Sessions order that from 
henceforth the said marketts on the Saboth daies shalbe vtterlie 
forborne and suppressed,” and that whoever sold “ victualls or other 
‘wares (|) whatsoever shall be brought by the constables before the 
Justice of the Peace.” 

Six years before Ralegh wrote the letter given on a preceding 
page, negotiating with Mr. Duke regarding his return to his child- 
hood's home, the grim spectre of those days, which devastated whole 
villages, was “ walking in the darkness” and destroying in the noon- 
day, here as elsewhere, all over the country. Newton Poppleford, a 
village close to Otterton, was, as it is called, “shut up for the plague,” 
and, as was the practice then, all communication with neighbouring 
villages was utterly and entirely cut off. Thus runs the entry con- 
cerning the tragedy of 157%: “It payed to the poore people of 
Newton Popleforde when they were shoute upp for the plauge 
xxvj* viij?. 

Near East Budleigh there isa field between the road and cliff 
called “Deadman’s Buries.” There were four or five separate 
gate entrances from the road. Dr. Brushfield says the plots are 
divided by low mounds, about one foot in height, of untilled ground. 
When ploughed a large number of human bones were found in a 
dip of the ground not far from the cliff. It is believed in the 
neighbourhood that the victims of the plague in 1578 were buried 
here. 


Ottery St. Mary, some miles farther away from the sea, boasts a 
housenear the station in which Ralegh is said to have lived for a time ; 
but, if s0, were he to sce it to-day, I feel convinced he would think it 
modernised and altered out of all recognition, so eminently brought up 
to date is its outward presentment. Were heto look opposite, perhaps 
he would feel more at home, for there, indeed, is a row of charming 
old cottages in a picturesque state of disrepair, and looking as if the 
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yesterday of a hundred years back or so had but just stepped out of 
them. The Otter flows a few paces below these houses, broadly 
and clearly, past an old desclate-looking, disused mill by the 


‘The High Stroct is built on rising ground, and right at the top 
ands the splendid old minster church, and by its Iych-gate are the 
remains of well-worn stocks. We had a chance here which does 
not fall to the lot of all sightscers whom the verger shepherds. We 
were allowed, after due application of the thumbscrew of 
fo go up into one of the priest's chambers, of which there are three 
‘at Ottery St. Mary. Narrow winding stone stairs lead up to it, and in 
the centre of the room we found a fine old black oak table, which was 
sed in old days os an altar. The contents of that room would 
have made the priest to whom it used formerly to belong hold up 
ghostly hands of dismay, could he have returned and scen the 
imeverent jumble of odds and ends—brushes, pots and pans and 
cans, which were thrown here and there, in dusty confusion, all over 
the floor, the table, and the chairs In the church itself there used 
w be six high altars, one in each confessional. 

‘The registers Gate back to 1602, but the first mention of @ 
eburch here occurs in a record of Bishop Bronescombe in 1260. 
Ever since the sacrilegious, avaricious hands of Henry VIII. set 
themsclyes to “picking and stcaling” among church holdings and 
possessions, Ottery St. Mary Church has been in the hands of a 
corporation, and this body of managers will not on any account allow 
‘the old books in the Parvise to be examined. Why not no one car 
‘understand. Beyond the church stands a fine old red-brick building, 
im which is the “Convention” room where Cromwell's scene of ex- 
asperation occurred, when, not being able to persuade the inhabit- 
nts of Ottery St. Mary to give him men and money, be became 
excessively irate, and in revenge ordered his soldiers to go at once 
to the church opposite and destroy all the ornaments, statuary, &c., 
therein. Satan found plenty more mischief for then to do, once they 
‘Wee set on to the work of the “destroying angel,” and they finished 
‘up by completely wrecking two fine old organs. When we were in 
the churchyard it was late afternoon, and beyond the high garden walls 
‘of the old house a distant band was playing, and the music stole 
‘Over 1o cur ears, giving just the emotional touch that was needed to 
quicken one's senses into keener realisation of the old dead scenas 
‘that, many long decades of years ago, had played such havoc in the 
‘grand old minster and its precincts. 

. . . 
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‘Not many miles away on the sca-coast are three places which 
must have been haunts of Ralegh—Sidmouth, 
‘Ladram Bay, and Budleigh Salterton, the last-mentioned being 
situated the nearest to Hayes Barton and Budleigh. The walk to 
Sidmouth from Budleigh over the hill covered with woods is an 
‘experience to be remembered or imagined, but no description can 
hope to put it before the mind’s eye as it is in reality. ‘The beaches 
of Budleigh Salterton and Sidmouth are quite distinct in character. 
‘The pebbles of the former are quartzite, smooth, large and oval, and. 
‘are said to have come originally from the coasts of Normandy and 
Brittany, Those at Sidmouth arc much smaller and of quite 
different sizes and shapes. 

‘The sea close inshore at Sidmouth was haunted by flocks of 
laughing gulls each time we were there ; if it was fine, calm weather 
they sat close together, composedly, an the top of the water, turning, 
rst this way and then that with easy grace, dipping their heads for 
‘a stray mouthful every moment or 69, for all the world like some 
fashionable lady in her carriage bowing first to this side and then 
athe other, Later on in the afternoon, if the sea tumed a dull, 
Acaden hue, and a sudden squall swept up over it, the gulls scattered, 
-and from the shore they looked exactly, as they sat cowering on the 
waves, like the white scraps of paper of a torn-vp leuer flung here 
and there in a crooked line across the water. We made our way to 
Ladram Bay by means of the typical Devonshire lane ; as a country- 
‘woman described it to us, ‘a rugged Devonshire lane." As we 
turned the last hill at a sharp bend to the right, a sudden flash of 
‘Dlue revealed the bay for down below; and as we descended the 
steep craggy path that leads precipitately down to the shore, the 
steely grey-blue glare of the beach met our eyes in vivid contrast. 

‘Staining the sea for some yards out was the vivid red glow from 
the cliffs which shut in the bay, Curiously shaped, rugged cliffs 
othey are too: here a huge rock ; there a green slope covered with 
‘fungi ; and farther on, slanting down on to the beach, a cutting of 
‘red sandstone, like the sliced-open cake of a giant, Now and again 
~on our ears came the sbrill scream of some sea-bird darting out of 
-a crevice in the cliff; it must be a grand spot for sea-birds’ nests in 

early part of the year. At the farther end of the bay we clam- 
m over slippery seaweed and wet, slimy rock, literally covered 

flies, yellow shells, striped shells, jelly-fish and shrimps, As 
“we rounded the corner of the bay we came upon the solitary rock 
gives to the bay its distinguishing character, standing out by 
@ huge hole through its centre, Creeping through the hole we 
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MUS43: A PHANTASY. 


YRIC Apollo! harper Apollo! 

Speed, and the fair white feet shall follow : 
‘Through the diamond spray of the fountains pass, 
By the leaping springs in the lowland grass, 

And the woods and rills of the green light hills, 
And the piping birds, and the peeping flowers 

Filled with the soft sweet dew that fills 

‘The flying bee as the wine that stills 

‘The weeping heart in the flecting hours; 

Over hill, along meadow, and into the hollow, 

Bring thy maidens, O Apollo! 


“Take harp and lute and oaten reed, 

Rejoice the Earth with song ; 

‘Thine earth, the people thereof, who bleed 
Asa lover bleeds whose love is long 

Apart, whose lover is brave and strong,’ 

Saith Apollo, Apollo. 

And the song of lute and lark and swallow 
Rose from a bower by Pindus' fount. 

What mortal could define 

‘The marvellous melody that did mount, 

Filling the hyaline 

Eternal, yet floating over the bower 

Resilient with mightier power? 

‘The Muses’ song then ceased, the air grew still; 
And gleeful Earth was glad and mad that hour 
It heard Euterpe's voice and knew Apollo’s ekill. 


Crowned with palm and laurel, 'mid the light 
Of tremulous wings, 

Bane of Pyrencus, 

Light that sings 


. ‘Bluse! ‘Phantasy. 


Unto answering light of laughing loves, 

And many rapid wings of sacred doves 

And pigeons taking flight, 

‘The Muses sang again unto the listening Earth, 
And whilome wept for pity at its dearth 

Of music and sweet specch, and joy’s brief part : 
Yea, Melpomene saw, and took it unto heart, 


‘Then sang the Earth to the choir abore: 

“ Praise to the seed of Mnemosyne, mother 
‘Of solace, and giver of lyric love, 

And prise to Apollo, brother!” 


LIONEL SPRINGETT GOODWIN, 
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‘LiveratTurge AND THE PREss. 


of the names of those who are the principal support 
journalism would include most to whom ‘the world Jooks up 
‘with admiration, and the separation between the two great in- 
stitutions—though it may have begun, and though its progress 
‘may be traceable—has not yet led to the institution of what may 
be called proceedings for divorce. The literary influence of the 
daily paper is none the less waning ; a newspaper is no longer regarded 
as an arbiter of style ; and it is only in the case of half a doren lead- 
ing periodicals that the management exacts the services of the best 
talent in the market or at its disposal. None will pretend that 
the Times of today exercises the same influence as did that of a 
generation ago, in the days of the Mowbray Morrises, Delanes, and 
Dasents ; and there is no other newspaper that approximates to the 
influence of the ZFmes, let me say, in the time of Cobden, When 
we sink below the first flight of journalism, and come to a lower 
class of periodicals, the display of ignorance on the part of writers, 
editors, and those generally in authority is beyond conception or 
belicf, Were the very mildest form of elementary examination indis- 
pensable to pmctice as a journalist, not one tithe of those by whom 
‘we are matutinally taught or edified would be able to pass. This 
is the more to be regretted, since the payment for contributions now 
customary, though far from extravagant, is princely beside what it 
has been in the past. 


A New Amrrican “Macon,” 
A, CURIOUS proof of the futility of human aspiration and effort 
is furnished us in the appearance of the latest edition of 


e's Macbeth. Thirty years ago Dr, Horace Howard Furness, 
a brilliant and sound Ameriam scholar, issued from Philadelphia the 
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rst volume of a new Variorum edition of Shakespeare. With the 
aid of his father, Dr. (then Mr.) Fumess had been for some time 
engaged in preparation for his task, and the year 1873, which 
witnessed the appearance of the first volume, Romeo and Juliet, saw 
also that of the second Afacéeth. Since then ten plays and cleven 
volumes have been added to the list—//amié, with the enormous 
‘mass of exegesis and comment that has become encrusted upon it, 
‘occupying to itself two volumes, From the first it was obvious that 
one man could not possiblycarry to an end so colossal an undertaking. 
‘What is virtually a generation has been occupied with the preparation 
and publication of a dozen plays, or between a third and a fourth of 

dramatic product. A new worker now enters the field 
im the person of Mr. Horace Howard Furness, jun, a son of the 
originator of the labour. The delight in the prospect of accelerated 
progress to which this accession gives birth is handicapped by the 
fact that the first labour of the recruit is devoted, not to the issue of 
‘new matter, but to the revision of what has gone before, Mr. Furness’s 
first contribution to the task in which his father and his grandfather 
have taken part consists of a new and revised edition of Macbeth. 


It seems probable that other plays, including 7Yamdet, will have to 
‘undergo similar recension, and that the completion of the work will 
be witnessed by our grandchildren rather than our children. 


‘Tue Ipeat SuaxxsPrarian Text. 


‘OT until considerable progress had been made with the 
Variorum Shakespeare was the fact, ignored of all pre. 

vious cditors, even Dyce and Clark and Wright, grasped by Dr. 
Furness, that the basis of a text intended for scholars must be found 
fn the first folio, which must be rigorously followed, alterations of 
the subsequent folios and suggestions of subsequent editions being 
‘relegated to footnotes. A modernised text is acceptable for the 
general reader, advamageous even, since his perusal of the plays 
should not be disturbed by doubts as to the signification of a word. 
tis, moreover, truc to say that the orthography and punctuation of 
the first folio are capricious, and due at times to the ignorance or 
fancy of a compositor. ‘This is not, however, invariably the ease, 
since I could point to cases whercin a systematic spelling has 
‘been neglected and a modern orthographic heresy carefully and 
ly introduced and maintained. It is happy that the 

discovery to which I allude has been made. There must, however, 


~ * Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott Company. r 
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perfect method was grasped. In the case of the revised 
Po Se reseed acl aectegiabeee a cata nen 
investigated and used, to the notable gain of the edition. Mean- 
time, I advise scholars who have yet to wait for a perfect text to 
‘ead an accepted edition, such as, say, Dyce, by the light of the Booth 


Yolumes which cannot easily be consulted without a stand. 


A Bintiocrarny of Roneat Louis Srevexson. 


MONG literary developments in this country must be numbered 
the recent growth in bibliographies of authors. As regards 
these we have hitherto ranked behind other countries, notably 
France, in which the bibliography of Voltaire by Georges Bengesco 
{in two volumes), that of Restif de la Brétonne by Bibliophile Jacob, 
‘and those of Molitre, Corneille, and other writers, have long been 
prized by collectors and scholars, Books quite so ambitious as these 
‘are not yet common in this country, in which none the less a great 
improvement has been witnessed in recent days. If I draw attention 
to the latest English work of this kind it is because it marks a 
further advance. The Bibliography of the Works of Robert Louis 
Stevenson, by Colonel W. F. Prideaux, C.S.L, mode! in its way, 
and conyeys much information with regard to title-pages, original 
conditions of appearance, and similar matters with which the compiler 
of such works has not been accustomed to concern himself. So far 
as regards the works written by Stevenson himself, it is, 1 believe, 
complete ; and though it does not profess to give in the Appendix the 
mass of biographical and critical comment which has appeared in 
magazine and newspaper, it supplies from the Colonel's own collec: 
tions as much matter as will satisfy the ordinary appetite. It is in 
editions such as are issued by Messrs. Chatto & Windus, and espe- 
cially in the fine paper edition in which Virginibus Puerisque has 
‘appeared—to be followed, I hope, by Travels with a Donkey 
ad many other works—that the reader of taste will delectate, No 
‘or more desirable works are easily to be conceived, With 
to the first editions and to ephemera for which the book-lover 

§ the catalogues, the new bibliography is an ideal guide. 


SYLVANUS URDAN. 
# Louden ; Frank Hollings; New Yock: Charles Scibaci’s Sous. 
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IN ALL TIME OF OUR WEALTH. 
By G. E, Movsey, 


‘T the time of his first marriage John Evans had been des- 
perately, uncompromisingly poor. Poor not with that poverty 
mich is ever socking to ape affiuence, nor yet with a poverty which 
Mecessitates ceaseless and unrelenting toil, Certainly not with the 
hatter; for John Evans had extremely little to do, and would have 
been glad of the chance of any regular sort of employment, however 
badly paid and however arduous. With all his faults the man was 
not by nature a loafer, although circumstances had almost com- 
pelled him to lead the life of such a one; not of the tribe of those 
content to lounge outside a public-house door until some freak of 
fortune shall bring a few pence their way. He not only could, but 
undoubtedly would, work if the opportunity came. For all that, his 
poverty remained of the hungry, out-atclbows description ; to- 
morrow’s food always a burning question, and a square meal 
practically a thing unknown. 

Yet, in spite of this condition of affairs, John Evans, like many 
another man before and since that date, came to the erroneous 
conclusion that what was enough for one was sufficient for two. 
Worse, he managed to plead his cause so remarkably well and with 
such eloquence that he actually persuaded Clara into believing the 
statement. 

If equality stands for anything in marriage, then assuredly they 
were a well-matched couple ; for she had nothing, as he had nothing, 
and it seemed more than probable their martied life would soon be 
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dissolved at the gates of “the house.” Perhaps the advantage lay 
trifle on the man's side, for his exertions alone brought in the tiny 
income on which they lived, an income that varied from week to 
week according to the temporary employment he was able to obtain, 
Beyond that meagre sum they each possessed the clothes in which 
they stood, a frying-pan, and a tattered rag called by courtesy a 
blanket. These things were their sole fortune, their only property ; 
and John Evans’ earnings were their sole prospects. 

How it had come to pass that John Evans should have been 
able to sink so low as to enter that state of distress was not known ; 
for that particular secret he withheld from every one, even from his 
wife. Communicative as the man could be, never once did an in- 
cautious word betray a glimpse of the past, and to the end of his 
life the curtain of silence was drawn across the first few years of his 
manhood. But it was obvious he had been destined, by education 
‘at least, for better things; that he had slipped downhill instead of 
‘travelling along the lines marked out by his birth, 

Clara, on the other hand, had no mysteries in her life. The fifth 
daughter of an impoverished clergyman, she had been driven into 
the world at an early age and forced to take her place in the labour 
market. As resident governess to sundry households of unruly 
children she had drifted from one place to another, getting every 
year a little more disheartened. Then her health broke down 
altogether, and when she found herself an orphan, face to face with 
that grimmest of grim realities, want, her last remnant of courage 
and hope died away. ‘I'wo alternatives loomed before her—the river, 
and the streets. She chose the river, and made a pathetically futile 
‘attempt to escape from a world that did not require her services. Tt 
was John Evans! arm that caught her, his voice that finally soothed 
her fears as, believing herself in the clutches of a law which decrees 
death by starvation instead of the more merciful one by drowning, 
she struggled wildly to escape ; and from that moment his word 
‘became her delight. Indced, after having undertaken the responsi- 
bility of her further sojourn on this earth, it seemed only natural he 
should at least attempt the Herculean task of rendering her pathway 
‘tolerably free from briers. 

‘Ir so happened that just at that time John Evans had an occupa- 
Mion which brought in the magnificent sum of nine shillings a week, 
Every day, wet or fine, he might be seen strolling slowly along 
ly, attired in a couple of boards inscribed “ Her Toy" (the 

snew piece at Theatre) and acutely conscious of the irony 
Desrie sition ‘This perfect comprehension did not increase his 
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personal comfort, and his attention was eternally on the gui tree to 
detect this same comprehension in the passers-by. Still, nine shillings 
‘was not to be obtained in any other way, and he was forced to endure 
the situation as best he might. The question of what constitutes a 
good income is largely a matter of comparison. People accustomed 
to a couple of hundred a year imagine a thousand pounds to be un- 
tokd riches. So, too, after literally nothing at all for several weeks— 
during which he would have been puzzled to explain how he existed 
—John Evans regarded those nine shillings as enough to marry 
‘on: forgetting always that the employment might come to an end 
at any moment, and most certainly would not Iead to anything 
more remunerative. 

Love is not a monopoly of the upper or more prosperous classes, 
and during the four ycars of their married life nothing could exceed 
the mutual devotion of this strangely-met, strangely-mated couple. 
His adoration largely partook of that awe which a man feels for a 
teally good woman ; and it was perhaps duc to her influence that 
he sank no lower after she drifted into his life. But the question of 
bare existence was an uphill fight from the very first: a long grind- 
ing struggle against the demon of hunger and cold ; and the result 
of the combat was a foregone conclusion. John Evans, hardy in 
build and inured to suffering, survived the stress of those days ; 
Chara died within four years of their wedding day. Died for sheer 
tack of proper food and warmth, died simply because they were too 
poor to obtain the necessaries which might have saved her; and 
fate, in bitter mockery, ordained that from the moment of his wife's 
@eath John Evans should set his foot on that ladder which leads to 


‘Clara was dying, this much he knew, that day hen he rushed 
into the streets in order to beg—or steal, if need be=the money 
which should render casier those last painful hours; moncy to 
purchase a scrap of firing to warm the icy garret in which she lay, 
And to procure some sort of nourishment for his beloved wife. Food 
had not passed her pale lips for more hours than he cared or dared 
to remember. 

As John Evans turned into one of the great thoroughfares he 
heard a cry of alarm raised, and saw a driverless hansom speeding 
along at a pace which was not only dangerous to its own safety but 
also to the eafety of everything in the vicinity. The elderly fare 
inside was incapable of saving himself from a situation which every 
‘moment increased in peril; for the slack reins were in danger of 
becoming entangled with the horse's fect, in which case noth 
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could avert some sort of catastrophe. These things John Evans 
‘took in at a glance—absorbed them as it were; and with that ine 
stinctive sense of action which is the inalicnable birthright of every 

he flung himself on the horse as it dashed past where 
hestood. For several moments it appeared uncertain whether or no 
he could succeed in making good his hold and compelling the 
animal to a standstill ; but after being dragged a little way along the 
road it became evident he was winning the victory, and in a com- 
paratively short time he had managed to reduce the trembling horse 
to quietude. The elderly fare (who promptly scrambled out in 
much and undignified haste) revealed himself as a well-known City 
magnate of much influence and even greater pompousness. The 
terms in which he thanked the man who had possibly saved his life 
were described by the reporters as heartfelt; it is certain that they 
were well chosen and, for all the shock, well delivered, 

‘Not one of the reporters, however, failed to comment more or less 
‘adversely on the preserver's extraordinary manner ; and one went so 
far as to prophesy a future in which gallantry would run hand in hand 
with mercenary motives. John Evans stood the praises fairly well, 
‘but his haggard eyes eternally searched the other man’s face to sec 
if a tip of some sort was likely to be forthcoming ; and when this 
duly made its appearance, together with an injunction to call upon 
the magnate at a certain hour the following afternoon, he fairly 
snatched the coin from the outstretched hand and fled away without 
‘so much as murmuring an audible “Thank you |" 

But, of course, the reporters were not acquainted with Clara’s 
existence. 

Five minutes later, well laden with comforts (for the tip had 
been substantial), John Evans rushed into the attic he called 
eaters Cun lyfe teresa: 


Something bok ed whirled madly in John Evans's pas he 
laughed until he cried, then laughed again. But from that day he 
neither Lisi nor a 









ten coats 'or tes fc be had ieee a well-to-do man; at 
¢ end of fifteen he believed he had at last managed to forget his 
deathbed. 

“So long as that recollection remained with him, so long had he 
n faithful to her memory ; but when he imagined the colours 
| begun to fade from the haunting picture it occurred to his 
‘that he was, as men go, still in the prime of life, and that he 
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probably had many years of life before him. Also that there were 
worse things to do than to perpetuate the race of successful men. 
With these considerations in his head, he accordingly proposed to 
and was accepted by Miss Mabel Lunn, only child of an unsuccess- 
ful barrister, Well-to-do young ladies scorned John Evans, with no 
past history, although they admitted his singular lack of family was 
entirely in his favour; but Miss Mabel Lunn was decidedly 
penniless, and the prospect of a rich suitor was dazzling in the 
extreme. 


Jobn Evans had but one condition to make when he married 
again, but it was one to which he steadfastly adhered, notwith- 
standing the arguments of Lunn fire. He refused to make any 
settlements, or to allow the future wife any money of her own. 

“I prefer to feel she must ask me for everything,” he explained, 
“and after my death I have every reason to believe she will be 
amply satisfied with the contents of my will.” 

His prospective father-in-law did not dare to argue the point too 
long ; he thankfully accepted the sich suitor as a direct gift from 
Heaven, and bade his daughter do the same. 

To this view of the case she was quite inclined, at first ; but 
after the first few months of their wedded life had come and gone 
she began to expericace grave doubts as to the value of the 
heavenly gift. ‘Their first difference of opinion, for instance, had 
not only been an unpleasant sensation, but it had somehow left a 
nasty taste in the mouth Jobn was different from what she had 
expected ; and this new knowledge was not entirely in his favour, 
Indeed, rather the reverse. He had developed various unaccount- 
able little habits, little eccentricities that worried her mind. It was, 
she told her father, as though watching the gradual evolution of a 
tadpole into a frog—and she had only wished to marry the tadpole ! 

Had there been anything in her own conduct on which to base 
such a theory she would have imagined he suspected her of some 
fault ; but as she knew herself blameless the puzzle only increased 
in magnitade. From being stightly queer at the time of their 
marriage (her father had made a habit of invariably terming it 
eccentric), his behaviour slowly became still more queer as time 
went on. By degrees he slowly evolved himself into something yet 
more unreasonable, more dictatorial, and—strangest freak of all— 
more niggardly. But only towards his wife was this attitude of 
intolerance displayed. At charity's call he would freely unbutton 
his pockets ; no beggar ever left the door as hungry as he came, and 
orphans were well provided for whenever they were brought to his 
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notice, His liberality was a byword among his acquaintances, and’ 
his weak partiality towards any child who had lost both parents was 
80 well known as to render him the object of relentless begging on 
‘the part of every orphanage in England. Yet in the face of this 
liberality he grudged every penny his wife spent, and constantly 


His wife could not comprehend such meaningless conduct. 
‘Others might have imagined his public charity was an ostentatious 





‘She knew very little about his early days, save the mere fact he 
had been extremely poor and that his first wife had died of sheer 
starvation ; the little details of the past were a scaled book, and 
their secrets were locked in the breast of the man who had suffered 
the things of which they told. Not once did she connect this old 
tale with his present unsatisfactory conduct. Why, indeed, should 
she do so? But by degrees she caught herself wondering whether 
the first wife had been subjected to the same treatment as soon as 
the honeymoon was over—if they had had a honeymoon at all—or 
whether the unknown Clara had enjoyed more happiness with John 
Evans poor than she herself did with John Evans prosperous, Of 
course he had not been in a position to deny things to the other 
woman from sheer malice! She knew Just enough of her husband's 
past to realise that many and many a time he had had to stare starva~ 
on out of countenance. But she asked herself whether, if the two. 
wives had changed places, she would have fared better than she did 
under present circumstances. Had he always been hard on Clara? 
‘Had he visited trifling errors of judgment with unmerciful punishment? 
Or had his original small stock of tenderness and forbearance been 
exhausted before he made her (Mabel’s) acquaintance? What was 
wrong? 

‘Yet the explanation was not far to seek. 

When John Evans married for the second time he made one 
eat mistake; namely, he failed to take into account the abnormally 

memory he possessed, To some men this sort of memory 
blessing ; to others it comes as a curse. It was the latter to 
an Evans. The second marriage revived feelings long dormant, 
“back recollections of the unhappy past as nothing else 
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could have done ; until at length an overwhelming tide of affection 
for Clara—not Mabel—swept over his faithful heart and took com- 
plete possession of it. ‘There was no room for anyone else = no 
little comer vacant where the second might creep in and 

Ne stood outside, alone, 


of healthy 


of bygone years 5 
and the spirit of the past looked terribly desolate when seen in the 
rich light of present wealth. That old picture—the picture of a 
woman lying dead—once faded and supposedly forgotten, flung 
itself out in renewed colouring and brilliancy. Forgotten? Could 
goch a thing ever be forgotten? Fool that he had been to imagine 
it so deeply buried as to be incapable of resurrection! For the love 
ke had deemed buried for ever began to stir afresh in his heart. 
Te put forth shy, tentative fingers ; and he did not shrink back ia 
horror from the touch of the dead, but rather welcomed it with open 
arms, 

From this state of mental unrest it was only a step further to 
regard Mabel as an interloper, an alien. She became an intruder 
who sat in his dead wife’s chair and assumed rights that were Clara's 
alone. And if Clara could not take up the burden of those rights, 
surely no other woman must steal them from her. These thoughts 
cropt little by little into his mind. At first he shrank from them, 
not daring ta face the questions they involved ; but slowly, day by 
day, he admitted them to his hourly consideration, until they grew 
to be the sole things worth contemplation. In what moment of 
insanity had he given this person the right to usurp—yes, that was 
the correct term, wsurp—the place of the honoured dead? And as 
the word insanity crossed his fevered mind, a small thrill of excite- 
ment crept down his back—why, he could not imagine, But the 
word delighted him; he repeated it several times over, pleased 
as isa small child with a new toy. Of course, that was it! He 
must have been mad! Well, he was sane again now, and able 
to realise the consequences of past folly ; only it appeared he was 
called upon to bear severe and unmerited punishment for that 
offence. 


John Evans watched his wife narrowly from under his shaggy 
eyebrows. What? She dared to eat ber fill, and Clara had often 
‘Known what it was to be hungry; dared to dress in soft raiment and 
warm furs, while Clara had been clothed in rags and shivered with 








instead, had lied to enjoy the prosperity of his middle age. 
course it was Clara's footfall he heard, now passing lightly overhead ; 


coming to the study in order to ask him to accompany her, But he 
must refuse her this once. There was business to do; he could not 
afford to idle with her, delightful and tempting as the occupation 
might seem. However, to compensate for her disappointment he 
would give her a handsome cheque, and bid ber relieve the necessities 
of the poor in their neighbourhood, She was so pitiful, yet so wise ; 
she was sure to spend the money to the best advantage. Those old 
years of agony and struggle had not been fruitless, after all ; and 
Clara, once poor hersclf, would understand how to help those who 
now toiled as she once toiled, fasted as she once fasted, ‘Those 
days... . Ugh! truly, a nightmare ! 
‘Then the steps would pause outside the door, the handle would 
turn—and Mabel timidly enter the room ! 
dream was over. And as the pendulum swung back from 
to facts John Evans would undergo an instant’s agony. For 
his little world rocked about him, and, strong as he was, 
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felt dizzy with pain. Yet on the morrow he would so torment 
himself a second time; and the fierce shocks of realisation never 
deterred him from indulging his overwrought brain with the only 
form of relief he could find at hand to ease its anguish. 

Later on he began to suspect Mabel of daring to pity Clara t 
Not content with taking her place and adopting her name, the 
‘ururper must needs pity the woman she robbed! ‘The utter lack of 
humanity, of decent feeling, in the deed shocked and appalled him 
‘beyond expression. At last her true nature stood revealed in all its 
‘baveness, and he knew her for what she was worth, Women could 
be callous, he knew; but this last insult to Clara overleaped every 
bound of civilisation. 

And the little gods of fate mocked as they noted the fine mixture 
of fidelity and madness in the man. The blow that had not fallen 
those years ago was surely falling now ; it needed but a push to send 
John Evans over the precipice. 

But he was cunning. He did not tell how he hated her. He 
only watched, and peered, and grudged, Week by week they drifted 
apart ; and whilst he hid the Great Determination from her, she re- 
mained quite unsuspicious of personal danger, although keenly alive 
to the discomfort of 2 situation she could not understand, It was 
a race between the awakening of her fears and the fulfilment of his 
terrible purpose, 

‘They brought him home to die. There had been an accident, 
they explained ; and, for the second time in his life, John Evans had 
played a noble part. 

Tn this, his hour of sore need, she forgave the wretched past, the 
misery of her married life; and no one could have been more 
tender, more assiduous in her attentions, For twenty-four hours she 
watched by his bedside, refusing to leave the room during the little 
span of life that remained to him. 

Just before he died a half-instant of clouded consciousness 
returned to the weary brain, and he made an effort to stretch out his 
hand. His wife took it gently in her own and pressed it, a sign of 
mutual forgiveness for human shortcomings. A smile of peace stole 
over his face. 

“Clara!” he whispered. And then he died. 





GOSSIP IN THE SUSSEX 
OBERLAND. 


‘0 all, we suppose, but the most superficial observer of the signs of 
thetimes it must have been patent that homesceneryand home 
associations have of late years been witnessing a most remarkable 
reaction in their favour. It is gratifying to note that your thorough- 
going globe-trotter is not now in such a violent hurry as he once 
was to rush off and explore the Rhine before he had the Avon 
or the Wye, The Alpine Club can still boast, we believe, of its 
members, but there is less ignorance among them than formerly of 
our own mountains, hills, and valleys. The Grampians and the 
Ochills, moreover, find quite as many ardent yotaries as Mont 
Blanc or the Matterhom; and yet we are strongly disposed to 
question in all seriousness whether, as Tom Hughes said more than 
half a century ago, the stay-at-home rambler sees as much as he ought 
to see of the many gems which stud the Home Counties ; whether, 
for example, a region so comparatively easy of access as what we have 
‘ventured to call the Sussex Oberland is even so muchasknown of those 
who love to frequent the less visited regions of their own country 
with eyes that sce and cars that hear. Despite the fact that it is 
distant from the Great Babel no more than forty miles, many a lover 
of the picturesque would, we have no doubt, readily confess his 
ignorance of its whereabouts, and would probably be most agreeably 
surprised to find how soon he might find himself at liberty to 
roam at will through as wild and luxuriant a woodland district as 
heart could wish for, and to drink in those beauties which Nature so 
lavishly spreads around, if man will but be content to leave her to 
her own wild luxuriance, 

All that is necessary for him who essays to revel in this earthly para- 
disc is to quit the Crowborough station, on the Brighton and Tunbridge 
Wells branch of the South Coast line of railway. Thence, turning 
sharp to the right through Jarvis Brook, a pleasant stroll will conduct 
him to the ancient village of Rotherfield, one of those haunts of 
ancient peace still unsullied by Time's rude hand where the toiler 
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the the balustrades which surround St, Paul's 
‘Cathedral, and it was the furnaces of Buxted which cast the first 
fact perpetuated in a sorry but well-known 


Master Hoggett ani his man Jol, 
They di cast the first can-nom, 


This worthy, Ralph Hoggett, or Hogge as he is sometimesstyled, 


flourished in the reign of Bluff King Hal, and the commodious 
‘dwelling-house which he tenanted while in the flesh, appropriately 
designated Hog House, with a hog, his rebus or name-device, 
‘ornamenting the lintel of the door, is yet to be seen. Traces of his 
renowned foundry, too, exist hard by the parish church, and the 
Jocal cicerone still points with pride at Howbourne to the ancient’ 
hammer post, a huge trunk of iron measuring nine and a half feet, 
in height. It is amusing to note the contemporary dismay with, 
which the rapid development of the Sussex iron industry was by the’ 
“unco guid,” in some quarters, regarded. Wiseacres shook their 
heads, and false prophets like Archbishop Parker were not slow in 
“opining ” that the “ plague,” as he called it, would finally “breed 
much grudge and desolation,” an opinion, not unlike others which 
have been recently promulgated in the same quarter, both clergy 
and laity tacitly agreed by common consent to flout, Iron offered 
‘only too tempting a field for speculation, and “ the landed interest” 
thought that they would try their luck like the rest. Hence it 
was that the Pelhams, the Montagues, the Sydneys, the Sackvilles, 
the Dacres, yea, even the Percys and the Howards, were found 
sinking their capital in this safe and paying concern, Thus the 
whole district hereabouts, by reason of its proximity to the rich 
Ashburnham beds of ironstone, became a veritable emporium of 
fronmongery, of ordnance and andirons in particular. 

We may observe en fassané that the series of Sussex andirons, 
which were fabncated of almost every imaginable pattern, ranges 
the fifteenth century to the eighteenth. They deteriorated 
lly as time went on, like most good things, but now and again in 
farmhouses you will see genuine specimens of these venerable 
picturesque articles of furniture retaining the position they‘ 
held for centuries, When Lower wrote, a set existed at an inn. 
5 ‘ 











near Crowborough, omamented with the emblems of the smith’s or 
farrier’s occupation. Sometimes their makers embossed them with 
the arms of the families for whom they were cast. 

In the time of Elizabeth several Sussex families had become 
enriched by the iron manufacture, and assumed the rank of gentry, 
Tron had “ boomed,” as our cousins across the Atlantic say, and 
most successfully too. But it was at the expense of the county 
timber. As early as 1573 a declaration was laid before the Privy 
(Council complaining loudly of the vast consumption of oak in 
‘Sussex, among other counties. “Decay of timber" was laid at the 
doors of the ironmasters; and no wonder, if it be true that the 
furnace at Lamberhurst, for example, which, it would seem, was one of 
the largest in the county, consumed every year as many as 200,000 
‘cords of wood. Still the forges continued to flourish. 
= During the seventeenth century the Sussex iron trade reached its 
greatest height, and familics not a few continued to enrich them- 
-selves by the alchemy of transmuting fron into gold. But the con- 
Ree was, as we have indicated, terrible, and rendered 

‘of iron more expensive than in those localities where 
sat mines lay in close proximity to the iron ore. This fact ulti- 
mately led to the decline of the industry in Sussex, which slowly but 
surely got rid of the ironworks, and once more regained its pastoral 
character, And did the airy-footed fays and elves, with whom the 
graceful fancy of the Bard of Avon peopled the forest and woodland, 
and imaged as “rejoicing to hear the solemn curfew,” that they 
might begin their gambols and revels by the pale moonbeam on the 
grassy downs or in the leafy glades, trip merrily back again? It 
may have been so. Michael Drayton, Shakespeare's illustrious con- 
temporary, firmly believed that the charcoal-burners had banished 
the presence of the fair “daughters of the weald,” as he terms them, 
and in “ Polyolbion” he pathetically asserts that the wood nymphs 
and sylphs, perceiving the advent of an “Iron Age” stealthily 
approaching, 


Forsooke thei gloomy bowers snd wandered far abroad, 
Evepell'd their quiet seats and places of abode. 


~ Be that as it may have been, the huge glowing furnaces, like the 
Hinbabitants of Canaan, “by little and little” were allowed to expire, 
sand the clank of the ponderous hammers no longer re-echoed 
«through the forest glades. ‘The last race of smutty-faced charcoal. 
‘burners, like Othello, perceiving “their occupation gone,” turaed 
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‘theic attention to smuggling and kindred pursuits. Ashbumham 
was, we believe, one of the last places in the county where an iron- 
‘master resided, and where forges gave employment to the country 
folk. But it must not be forgotten that the ironstone is asabundant 
‘as ever, and that there are (or were) those who cling to the hope that, 
if coal should ever be discovered in any very considerable quantities 
in Sussex, smelting operations may be revived ; to which hope all we 
have to say is, Adsit omen f 

‘This digression has, of course, led us very far away from Rother- 
field, but it should serve to heighten the contrast between the 
Rotherfield of the “iron” age and the Rotherficld of to-day. We 
arc quite free to admit that Rotherficld is by no means sopicturesque 
as some of the Sussex villages which nestle amongst lovely scenery 
‘on the grey reaches of the Downs, and cast their spell over all 
who visit them. But it is, happily, innocent of the irritating up-to- 
date “additions” which are invading so many of our “Sweet 
Aubums” in these delirious days of universal jerry-building, and 
thus gradually robbing them of that thoroughly old-world character 
which, in our eyes at least, constitutes their greatest charm. Such 
“ additions" are, we think, altogether out of place among forests of 
oak and birch and among upland and hillside scenery. Let such 
‘spots as these be forever sacred to the sunny homestead and to the 

farmhouse, with its quaint gables and its deep dark roof 
of Horsham tiles, 

By the erudite Lower the name of Rotherficld is derived from 
two Anglo-Saxon words, Rotheramfold and Redrefold, due to the 
fact that the river Rother, the chief watershed in this part of 
England, takes its rise in the cellar of one of the cottages. In this 
peaceful retreat, inthe days of the Bretwalda, lived a doughty Saxon 
“dux,” or “chieftain,” rejoicing in the name of Bertoaldus, Once 
he fell very ill, and the local Galens had the candour to confess that 
nothing could be done for him. Somebody, however, suggested a 
trip to the monastery of St. Denys and St. Eleutherius, near Paris, 
which enjoyed a widespread reputation for cures and faith-healing, 
‘Thither he hied him, and, the bones of certain saints having been 

jlied to his afflicted body, he waxed well, and returned home, tothe 

jhment of his kith and kin, no Jess than to that of his tenantry. 

for so astonishing a cure ft was but meet that Bertoaldas 

turn his thoughts to church building, and deposit the few 

which he had brought back with him under the foundations 

‘church which he erected in honour of St. Denys in 792. 

Byall accounts St. Denys must have been a marvel for bis times, 
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for local tradition still asserts, on what authority we have never been 
able to discover, that 

‘St. Denys had his head cut off ; 

He did not care for that ; 

He took it up, and carried it 

‘Two miles without = hat 


—a very remarkable achievement, it must be candidly confessed, 
even for days when saints, both male and female, were conspicuous 
for relieving the monotony of their fasts and vigils by experiments 
in animal magnetism and feats of legerdemain. 

Rotherfield Church occupies an exalted position, and is con- 
sequently, as the Merry Monarch said of Harrow with its spire 
crowned hill, “a visible Church.” It is worthy of mention that it 
possesses what you will seldom see in Sussex, namely, an embattled 
tower surmounted by a shingled spire. Sedilia and piscina also 
exist in the chancel, together with a chantry, which was once owned: 
by the Nevilles. On the walls, among other vestiges of old-time 
painting, concealed by whitewash, are a representation of the 
imartyrdom of St. Lawrence and some realistic illustrations of certain 
points of Christian eschatology assigned to pre-Reformation times. 
‘Traces of monastic buildings have been discovered in the village, but 
are destitute of any very special features of interest, either for the 
historian or the antiquary. Nor should we forget that it used to be 
said, and we belicve is sometimes still said, that the women of 
Rotherfield are taller than those of any neighbouring village, and 
that they are also endowed with an additional pair of ribs—a merry 
conceit trely, 

An interesting relic of the now remote “iron age,” when Rother- 
field was a very different place from what it is now, has survived in 
the shape of an ancient manor-house locally called “ Walshes,” or 
“Welches,” from the name of its first tenants, In the time of 
Edward HI. a family named Fermor, natives of Picardy, settled in 
Rotherfield, and in course of time amassed wealth as. ironmasters. 
Henry of the ilk, probably as the result of his known firm attachment 
to the house of Hanover, was created a baronet in the reign of 
George 1., and expended some part of his riches ia ameliorating the 
savagery of the people who served him, Both the Fermor school 
and the parish church of Crowborough were built and endowed by 
him, and bis munificenee further extended itself to private benefac- 
ons on a large scale. 

It is to Crowborough, some two miles distant, that we will now, 
>y pour Jeare, wend our way. Paust, as you gently ascend, now snd 
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then to look around you, and you will be amply rewarded. Say 
at your peril that the extensive views you command are to be 
surpassed in the South of England. The learned in place nomencla- 
ture assert that Crowborough signifies the place of crows, these dusky 
marauders having in former days tenanted in huge flocks the tall 
trees of the Beacon, whence they descended to peck among the sweet 
and wholesome pastures below ; some of which, by the way, actually 
furnished the flour that was utilised by Gunter in making the 
bride-cake of our most Gracious Sovereign Lady, Queen Victoria, a 
fact of which Crowboroughians are justly proud. Until the beginning 
of the eighteenth century Crowborough formed an integral portion of 
Rotherfield, where even yet all vestry meetings are required to take 
place, and was but little visited by the outer world. One impediment 
to communication must have always existed in the condition of the 
roads, at any rate in the winter season. The mire must have been 
the plague of the whole county in Caroline and Georgian times. 
Every traveller cried shame upon it, as we know from only too many 
incidental references in the pages of contemporary literature. To us 
it has always been a perfect marvel how the natives contrived to get 
about at all; and yet we know that they did, and when the iron 
industry was in its heyday the amount of vehicular traffic must have 
been very considerable in the transport of goods from place to 
place. 

We are by no means prepared to say that so very much improve- 
ment has taken place in Sussex highways and byways in the two 
hundred years or more which have elapsed since the iron industry 
died out. There are difficulties with the soil ; the stonenear at hand 
is by no means of the best suited for road-making purposes, and 
what would be suitable costs much to bring from a distance, and 
therefore in the Sussex Oberland the visitor in wet weather is under 
the necessity of “walking circumspectly.” Hence, too, the justifica~ 
tion of a clerical friend who cautioned us on a recent visit to the 
locality not to lose ourselves in the mud, of which there was, we must 

_— candidly confess, some danger. 

| Dr. John Burton, an antiquary of no small note in his generation, 
in the erudite pages of that very interesting book of his called 
Trer Surriense et Sussexiense,” declared that the mud had, by some 
mysterious process inoculated the rustic population of his day, and 
largely responsible for the boorishness which characterised no 
iderable portion of those he met. We will quote his ipséssima 
erba, lest we should expose ourselves to a charge of exaggeration 
‘armigeros incultos simplicesque patriarcharom tite in Budi 
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atque Georgicis unict verstos, moribus ct institutis, perinde ac 
operibus, rusticos; tum discipline academics tum urbanitatum 
vestrarum Londineasium prorsus rudes." We are quite sure that the 
“respectable” portion of socicty resident in the Sussex Oberland no 
longer merit such a character ; but we are not £0 sure that the " lower 
orders" are not characterised by much of the primitive geucherte,  ~ 

Put it down, if you like, to the credit of the combined in- 
fluences of the mud, the hills, the bogs, and the forests, “still 
there it fs, and the rusticity which finds an inexhaustible theme 
for merriment in the sight of a silk bat or the stranger from London 
is yet rampant. Neither the Fermor charity school nor the Board 
‘school has entirely succeeded in dissipating that “fidelity to en- 
vironment” of which some profess themselves so enamoured, 
and in former days won for their progenitors the term of 
“ Wildishers " in other parts of the county. We do not know of 
any scene better fitted for an overwrought brain to rest vpon than 
the fine prospect which is commanded on a bright clear day from 
‘the crest of Crowborough Beacon, It is that landseape to which the 
deft hand and facile brush of a Copley Ficlding would alone be 
capable of doing anything like adequate justice. Taking your stand 
here, you are at an altitude of 796 fect above the sea-level, and on 
the fifth highest point in the county, Should the day be very bright 
and clear, you will have no need of the telescope to enable you to 
discem the sea at Eastbourne, some twenty miles off. Gazing south, 
the boundary of your horizon is formed by the range of the South. 
down Hills, while on the right you are overlocking Ashdown Forest 
in the direction of Hampshire. On the left, eastward, lies Ticchusst, 
in Kent, while in a north-westerly direction a portion of Surrey 
presents itself, Itis, in short, one vast region of copse and wood 
embowering on sandy knolls, whence, “ bosom high in tufted trees,” 
many a village church with its shingled spire peeps out. Continuing 
your walk you will reach another romantic spot, known as The 
Warren. Here a stone slab let into the turf marks the spot where 
in days of yore the beacon-fires were lighted to herald the inland 
@enizens of the approach of the invader, and to give the alarm to 
‘other counties. Vast quantities of fuel were stocked in the vicinity 
for immediate use, and it was here, when the Invincible Armada was 
sighted in 1588, that a warning blaze was kindled. 

‘Other remarkable features of The Warren are the vast cinder- 
‘beds, indicating the extent to which the charcoal-bumers in the 
palmy days of the iron industry plied their lucrative —— was 
vicinity of this now peaceful retreat, 
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If you haye any mind to follow the downs, we will promise you 
abundance of graceful, unspoilt English landscape, with Alpine per- 
fumes and that spaciousness which is mosily associated with airy 
heights, There are charming glades and thickets, and how one may 
Jose his way ina strictly limited space is a thing they will demonstrate 
excellently well if the rambler will undertake to fall in with their 
humour, For bere the land is innocent of County Councils and 
Bumbledom. Human arrogance does not threaten you on sign: 
boards with all sorts of fictitious threats of pains and penalties, and 
here, as you look around you, you get an excellent object-lesson in 
all that external manifestation of Nature which our grea 
In their grandiloquent moods were wont to term “ smiling,” and many 
a pertinent illustration of what Ben Jonson meant when he said, 


Tn nemall proportions, we just beauty voce 


It is almost @ truism to say that Nature when left to herself changes 
but little, though the ages roll on. True, the beauty of wildness and 
desolateness is broken by glimpses of cultivated fields and the smoke 
of unseen homesteads among the trees, but the streams still flow on 
as of yore, losing themselves in the woods, eddying round and round 
jin the deep dark prison-pools of their own making, and thea 
escaping over shallows and ledges of rolled pebbles, left dry in the 
summer, and on which the sunlight rests and the shadows of the 
beeches play, but in winter chafed by the torrent. 

We very much question whether the woodland is estimated aright, 
or its true worth ever known, until some fayourite retreat is levelled 
to the ground, and the thoughtless are really forced to feel the void 
and the irreparable sense of blankness which remain, Amid these 
scenes the imagination is stimulated, and he who can appreciate 
that subtle spirit which distinguishes some of our greatest bards— 
Shakespeare's peculiarly joyful gladness and deep melancholy, and 
that of Shelley and Keats and Wordsworth, to whom the forest 
was 





like a dream 
Or map of the whole world ; thoughts link by link 
Enter through ears and eyesight, with auch gleam 
Of all things that at last in fear T shuink 


2 
must haunt the Sussex Oberland. 

Ta the long woodland aisles settles that depth of shade not to 
be depicted by any pencil, and that colouring which no canvas ean 
retain, as the sunlight pierces through the green web of leaves, and 
flings, as it sets; a crown of gold round cach wee wunk. 

* 
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As you thread your way cach path seems to close behind you, 
shutting you out with its silent doorways from all noisc and turmoil, 
while the soft green light fills every dim recess and deepens each 
pillared aisle, and the grassy floor seems to be paved with the golden 
mosaic of the sunlight. 

‘Here, as nowhere else, the winds which blow up from the Channel, 
‘only twenty-five miles distant, strain and torture the sinewy boughs 
of the oaks, Change is perpetually going on. Every shower and 
gleam of sunshine tints the trees with colour, from the subdued tones 
of April and May, through the deep green of June, to the russet-red 
of autumn. What wonder that such scenes have supplied a theme 
for some of the finest flights of thelocal bard! ‘The soughing of the 
wind through the pines on a boisterous morning in May would 
‘suffice to turn the most prosaic soul into something of a poet for the 
nonce. 

‘Meet it was that these pastoral scenes and sylvan shades should 
have been selected, in the late autumn of 1885, as a Jast retreat for 
@ yaletudinarian whose name and fame the world will not willingly 
let dic. Need it be said that we refer to Richard Jefferies? As all 
the world now knows, he was one to whom the birds and beasts, the 
fields and hedgerows, revealed their choicest secrets, for whom the 
Plant-world was inspired with consciousness, and upon whose 
responsive imagination the skics, the zephyrs, and the waters played 
9% upon an /Eolian harp. Unlike the prosaic waggoner, Peter 
Bell, to whom 

A primrose by the river's brim 
‘A yellow primrose was to hin, 
And it wus nothing more, 


to him, as to the Take Bard, 


‘The meanest flower that blows could give 
‘Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tearm. 


‘Throughout life Jefferies paid unswerving homage to Nature, and 
used all the resources of simple eloquence to inspire a love of her 
methods in the breast of that particular section of the reading public 
to which be specially addressed himeelf. 

Jefferies fairly delighted in blue skies and white clouds. Gifted 
with the skill of an enchanter, as one eminent critic of his works has 
observed, he tmnsports his readers into the midst of a green English 
landscape, where the swallows are skimming the cornfields and the 
butterflies are futtering among the wild flowers, where the chaffinch 


4 chirping from the expanding oak-tree leaves and the water is 7 
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sparkling in the sunshine. It is melancholy to think that Jefferies’ 

‘merits went so signally unrecognised in his lifetime, 
We have not the least doubt that while this recluse was seizing and 
reproducing with almost photographic minuteness the physical 
aspects of the country and the characters of the country people, just 
at the time when the towns sccmed to have focussed upon them- 
selves the national life, none of his neighbours, beyond perhaps the 
postman who brought him his daily budget of letters, were ever so 
miuch as conscious of his existence, so truc it is that the world is 
content to live on in ignorance of its best and truest men. 

‘To few in our generation has it been given to quicken our 
appreciation of external Nature, the willingness to learn from her, to 
put confidence in her teachings, to enable them to become the 
inherited possession of all men, and to form a new and wider basis 
for that effortless perception, with all its emotional syntheses, in 
which lies the secret of the poetical representation of her moods. 
None have ever entered deeper than he into the spirit of those 
inspiring lines of Clough : 

‘Let Nature be your teacher, 

Sweet is the love which Nature brings. 

Our meddling inteltect mlsshapes the hidden forms of things. 
Come forth with me, and bring with you 

‘A heart that watehes and receives. 


What a kindred spirit Wordsworth would have recognised in 
poor Richard Jefferies, had they been acquainted, and what interest 
ing conversations they would have had in that lowly hermitage, happily 
still existing, called the “Downs,” where he wrote several papers 
descriptive of the scenes around him, notably “The Hours of 
Spring,” the last which he really penned, sickness obliging him to 
employ the services of an amanuensis ; “The Country Sunday," in 
which Rotherfield scenes and people are limned ; “ My Old Village,” 
“Swallow Time,” “Buckhurst Park," “Just before Winter,” 
“Cottage Ideas,” “ April Gossip,” “The ‘Time of Year," and “ Mixed 
Days of Mayand December!” It was at the “ Downs,” too, that he 
composed the very pleasing verses entitled “My Chaffinch.” We 
are quite sure that that excellent divine, the Reverend Gilbert 
White, a3 morning by morning he gazed forth from the study 
windows of his sequestered rectory of Selborne among the chalky 
downs of Hampshire, never longed for the blest advent of spring 
more ardently than this fervid impressionist. For him the spring 
was as Ormuzd in the Persian mythology, “the light- and life 

bringer.” In one of his prose \dylis he tells ws Yoak™ Yoere waeeet 
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was such a long winter as that of 1885-86, but at last, when they 
could wait no longer, with love strong in their little hearts, stronger 
than the winter, the larks sang high up against the grey cloud over 
‘the frost-bound earth,” and he longed for wings that he might soar 
up with them. As he crept forth on his solitary midday saunters 
around Crowborough, he tells us, it was a joy to him to note care~ 
fully and lovingly day by day the seed-leaves on the mounds in the 
sheltered places that come so early, the pushing up of the young 
grass, the succulent dandelion, the coltsfoot on the heavy thick 
clods, the trodden chickweed despised at the foot of the gate-post, 
“so common and small, yet so dear to me.” “Every blade of grass 
‘was mine,” he continues ; “they were all my pets, I loved them all.” 
But his days were already numbered. Disease had got the upper 
band, and he knew it. All through that keen and dreary winter of 
1885-86—we well remember what it was in rural districts—his gentle 
spirit hovered between lifeand death in that lonely little cottage, and 
sometimes, as he tells us in “The Hours of Spring,” he really 
doubted whether the voices of returning spring would ever again fall 
upon his ear. The privilege was, however, not to be denied, and it 
was with a joy inexpressible that the poor sufferer as he lay on his 
couch heard the blithesome matin of the rapturous thrush in the 
adjoining hedge and “the sweetbrier wind rushing over the young 
grass." Unhappily, the time was soon to come when it was“ only 
through the window-pane that he could sce the lark high up against 
the grey cloud and hear his song.” “ How happy,” he then wrote, 
“the trees must be to hear the song of the birds again in the 
branches!" Yet in his cyes to the very last Nature was “ always 
‘beautiful, everything beautiful.” | 

‘Very litle change has passed over the scene since the month of 
August, 1887, when the poor word-artist was laid quietly to rest in 
Broadwater churchyard. Men have come and gone, your "modern 
dwellings," your “ bungalows,” and your villas standing in their awn 
park-like grounds,” bave sprong up like so many mushrooms on the 
stcep ascent which leads up to Crowborough Town from Jarvis 
Brook, and possibly the scholars in the Fermor school may have 
had some “additional subjects” kindly added by “My Lords of 
the Committee of Council” to the misery and burden of their lives. 
But much remains, for Dame Nature, as one has said, is able to 
fashion many a generation from the same mould, and he who should 
attentively look for them will sec and hear the same sweet “rural 
sights and sounds” which Jefferics loved so well and whose 


* See Si; Walter Besant's noble Eulegy of Richard Jefferies, (Chatto RW 
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r mankind, he has with: such: 
suoias Iofionee. ace analysed 


Among the rapidly perishing personal recollections of Crow. 
borough folk are those connected with smuggting. Not that there 
are any denizens now living who took part in the business; but they 
know all about it, for long after the great war huge quantities of 
lace, silks, spirits, and tobacco continued to be secretly landed on 
the Sussex seaboard at Brighton, Worthing, Eastbourne, and other 
spots, borne thence inland by gangs of the most callous, desperate 
ruffians, who were locally known as “ Owlers,” One such notorious 
“repository for depositing contraband merchandise was Crow- 
borough Warren, and at least half a dozen well-known spots in the 
immediate vicinity, the dense heather and undergrowth offering 
unrivalled advantages for the concealment of tubs, barrels, chests, 
and casks, The isolated cottages and alchouscs harboured kegs of 
rum and brandy bencath the hearth or in the stables and outhouses, 
orlonely copse adjacent. Old inhabitants of Crowborough can recall 
the time when, at a well-known local beerhouse, still standing, and 
known as the “ Crow and Gate,” “bottled moonshine” in smuggling 
parlance—that is to say, spirits of the finest quality—could always be 
procured for the asking. Desperate encounters between the revenue 
officers and the smugglers occurred on the Common and in the 
Warren, One local story tells how two desperndocs, known as 
Cripps and Ginger, fought with an exciseman whom they had 
encountered, and got off unscathed. A second relates how another, 
known as “Dake” Read, by reason of his aristocratic presence, 
fought hand to hand with the officers of the law, while his cowardly 
companions, in fear and trembling, had concealed themselves in the 
brushwood. And how on another occasion the same man outwitted a 
dozen revenue officers, who had disguised themselves and attended a 
local fair for the express purpose of laying the rascal by the heels, 

Children and women were apprenticed to every ramification of 
thia nefarious business, and long after the contrabandist, as legis 
lation innocently imagined, had been “scotched” by the law, con- 
e stills existed in outof-the-way corners of the neighbourhood. 

the memory of persons who are still living the lawlessness 
he population was such as almost to exceed belief in these more 





is a tradition that when Lord Liverpool was living at 
Park he had occasion to attend a vestry meeting at Rother= 

- During the proceedings an animated dispute arose between 
some local blockhead. From words the pair before long 
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came to blows, and Lord Liverpool's amazement may be imagined 
at receiving from the brawny fist of his assailant a blow by which he 
was thrown flat on his back to the ground. Strange to say, the Earl 
declined to prosecute his assailant, and subsequently for some 
unexplained reason made him his gamekeeper. “Ignorant and 
heathenish” are the adjectives which Sir Henry Fermor in his last will 
and testament uses to designate the local peasantry in his day, and 
the incident to which we have referred points to the fact that they 
merited the same character long after his name and fame had passed 
into the region of ancient history. It redounds to his lasting 
honour that when the spiritual pastors of Rotherfield were content 
to live utterly regardless of the sheep who inhabited the heights of 
, he should have tried with rough but genuine 
sympathy to fold them. Neglectful beyond measure as the country 
was at this time of the spiritual interests of his parishioners, 
he could always be depended upon for conniving at the operations 
of the “ free-traders," as the smugglers were termed in the elegant 
eupbemistic diction affected in polite circles, and was sometimes 
even, in bis capacity of justice of the peace, called upon by a 
clinquent to pay for “that last tub of brandy,” in order to enable 
him to discharge the fine levied upon him by their hard-hearted 
“worships” for smuggling. Local tradition asserts that some of the 
landed gentry had a finger in the smuggling pie, and invested the 
proceeds in stocks and shares. 

‘Though the very mists seem now to be rent and dissipated by 
material civilisation, advancing with steam-engines and chara-bancs, 
you may still meet with that mood of mind, characteristic of 
peculiar stage of intellectual development, in which superstitions 
once terrible continue to be half believed, and to furnish an element 
of picturesqueness and poetry to the thinking and feeling of the 
people. Goethe, we all know, was in time to catch the last gleams 
of this popular poetry of the wonderful, as it began to disappear 
from the ald forests of eighteenthcentury Germany. The “Erl 
Kanig," with his flowing white locks, which the scientists have 
long identified with the mists of evening, and his daughter, who has 
heen identified with the grey willow shivering in the dusky twilight, 
are perfect examples of the legendary figures which once oppressed 
the soul with awe, but have since become not only picturesque but 
poetical. Sir Walter Scott, we have somewhere read, recommended 
that in order to make the “Erl Konig" and similar pieces 
adequately terrific they should be read by the light of a long wick 
candle in a solitary room about midnight, It will therefore 
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occasion no surprise to any to be told that the Sussex Oberland to 
this hour abounds in good folk. There are still in the Sussex 
Oberland those who believe in witchcraft and the second sight, in 
black and white Jadics, in ghosts and fairies, once locally called 
Pharisees,” though their number is, of course, rapidly diminishing 
as the inevitable result of the establishment of Board schools and 
of the well-meant but only too often disastrous attempts to “ clevate 
the masses." We remember being accompanicd in one of our 
rambles by a great strapping, but remarkably intelligent young 
fellow, who in the Innocence of his heart gravely related for our 
edification a ghost story the intrinsic improbability of which, while 
it struck ws very forcibly during the narration, we would not for all 
‘we were worth have dared openly to controvert in the minutest detail. 
‘Mindful of that sound advice which the Rev, J. Coker Egerton, 
rector of Burwash, who knew and understood the Sussex hinds so 
‘well, tenders to the “chiel” among them “taking notes,” we listened 
in respectful silence, and were rewarded by hearing how “lots on 
"em" —fe, the country folk—had seen “it "ie. the headless spectre 
‘of some departed worthy ; we almost forget whether it were that of 
Sir Henry Fermor or a local smuggler. 

Jack o' Lantern and kindred phenomena have, we fear, much to 
answer for in regard to the claims to see and tell of things invisible 
to mortal sight; but it is really amazing to find the vitality with 
which superstitions of all sorts flourish in this congenial soil. 

‘This is specially true in regard to witches, at any rate among 
the really bucolic section of the community. As faras we can learn, 
however, the witches were mostly not of the spiteful order, but 
addicted to footing it merrily on the greensward of the Beacon Hill 
when their neighbours had retired to roost, and to the customary 
orthodox pranks. 

‘One or two legends we tell on the authority of Mr. Boys Firmin, 
who, with commendable diligence, has collected them at first hand 
and written them down, Know, then, that once upon a time, in the 
adjoining hamlet of Duddleswell, there resided an ancient dame who 
‘could at will assume the form of any beast of the field or fowl of the 
air in less time than it would take you to say Jack Robinson. On 
‘one occasion some local Nimrod chanced to start a hare on an 
adjacent farm. After an exciting chase for a few miles, it was 
observed that the poor hare doubled back to Duddleswell, and with 
the pack close at his heels mace straight for Dame Garson’s cottage, 

me ‘See his very interesting book, Surrex Folk ond Sussex Ways, edited ie) 
Dean of Canterbury, D.D, (Chatto & Windus). 
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Bounding over the garden gate, it jumped through a window, and 
disappeared from view just as the foremost hound grazed its back. 
“Ab, my boys," said a voice in sepulchral accents plainly audible to 
the buntsman, “you ain't got me yet.” Tt was the voice of the witch 
as she exchanged the hare skin for the trappings of humankind. 
‘OF Dame Neve, another old hag who tenanted a hovel in Crow- 
borough and plagued her neighbours with indigestion, sleeplessness, 
‘and goodness knows how many other disorders, an equally delight 
ful legend is current. Conceiving a grudge against a near neigh- 
bour, the nasty old woman bewitched the cream which the good 
housewife was vainly endeavouring to churn into butter. From 
early mom till noon the process was continued, but without any 
avail. Presently her son came in from work, and, seeing what was 
the matter, popped the poker in the fire, and in bis mother’s absence 
plunged it straightway into the cream. What followed we arc 
required to believe was a hiss not unlike a suppressed scream, and 
soon the butter came! Pressed hard by his mother to explain how 
it was that he had succeeded where she had so signally failed, the 
good boy preserved a discrect silence. Noon wore on, and the 
clodhopper, having finished his dinner, returned to work. On the 
road he met the witch. "Get me a poultice,” she bawled ; “ my leg is 
bumt.”| But as the boy could not relicve her, he told her to call at 
his mother’s cottage for relief in the shape of lard and a bandage. 
Returning home in the evening, the sharp-witted yokel told the 
secret of the butter. “It was all Dame Neve's doing,” said he ; 
“she had bewitched it. I met her as I went out, and was sure that 
she had to do with it. When she said her leg was burnt I 
Anew it was the hot poker wot had done iu” In a cottage which 
yet exists on Crowborough Common another witch and her daughter 
bode, It was observed that a neighbour began to sicken, and her 
husband, tired of consulting the village doctor and concocting herbs 
and simples, trudged off one fine moming to Tunbridge Wells, a 
few miles distant, to consult a certain wizard who had a great 
‘name in those parts as a “ finder” and “smeller” of witches, and in 
‘counteracting their little playful ways. In response to the very graphic 
description of the evils with which his visitor's spouse was afflicted, the 
witch-finder desired to know whether he would be able to recognise 
any Crowborough witch if he saw a representation of her. “ Yes,” 
replied the yokel ; whereupon the witch-finder mixed some chemical 
preparation in a cup, upon which he next poured a liquid, and when 
the business of firzing and hissing was over desired his visitor to 
inspect the sediment at the bottom, This he proceeded to do, and 
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presently exclaimed, “I see her ; ‘tis Witch Killick. She is the one 
‘who torments my wife ; and off went the hind, furnished with full 
instructions how to arrest the progress of the maladies under which 
his better half was labouring. At Crowborough, as elsewhere, ir 
plicit credence was placed in the vulgar delusion. that no witch 
could dic unless some person was present into which her spirit could 
enter and perpetuate her vice and virtues, The reader will, there- 
fore, not be surprised to Jearn that in her last illness Witch Killick 
was very disquicted, Her daughter, into whom her spirit, in pro- 
spect of the speedy dissolution of it and the body which it plainly 
foresaw, earnestly desired to enter, was absent from the room. This 
circumstance was noticed by the neighbours, who contrived that 
before the old creature passed hence her daughter should be present. 
As a result the witch became calm and presently ceased to struggle, 
‘The report went forth that her spirit had entered the daughter, who 
thus became a witch, not, we will hope, of the malignant, but of 
the beneficent, the " bewitching” order of those who succeed in 
getting a handsome husband with a fortune equally handsome. 
Where witches flourished it was but meet that wise men should 
flourish, and it is therefore gratifying to find that the witches 
‘were not allowed to monopolise the custom of Crowborough and 10 
have it all their own way. A sharp competition was offered in the 
person of an astrologer, who was consulted from far and near, not only 


‘When pewter pots did stray, 
‘And linen slink out of the way, 


but in those affairs of the heart which, it would seem, occasion quite 
as much mental disquietude to the Delias and Corydons who shroud 
themselves in rural coverts far from the busy haunts of men as they 
do to the Mayfair beauty at the end of her first “season,” 

if Avory—for such was his name—boasted a “ genteel” 
clientele, much like the palmists of Regent Street and Bond Street, 
and by adroitly adapting his charges to the rank of his visitors, and 
solving that most difficult of problems how to become all things to 
all men, amassed considerable wealth, and, as the fairy-tales say, 
lived happy and contented to the end of his days, Well it was for 
his peace of mind, perhaps, and still more for his pocket, that he did 
‘Not survive to witness the extent to which the levelling tendencies of 
‘modern life and thought have penetrated Crowborough as they have 
elsewhere. Peace to his manes! But here we must conclude, 
Jeaving much that we had intended to say unsaid, for our article is 
already too long. Before we do 80, however, let us, for the infor- 
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mation of all who are not aware of it, and for all whom it may concern, 
proclaim the fact that Crowborough isa growing health-resort. A 
select few, like the servant of Elisha, have had their eyes opened to 
its manifold attractions. Brightonians in particular have become 
cnamoured of its breezy heights, In such a region no season of the 
year can lack its charms, expected or unexpected. Like as with the sea, 
you can always find some compensation for what is absent, provided 
you look for it. Even the blackness of the approaching winter is 
tempered by theruddy tints which linger in the heatherand the bracken, 
‘set off by the scarlet of the turning whortleberry leaves, while the 

gales make themselves half welcome by the briny 
ywhifls which they waft up with them from the Channel, And thea 
the skies are always with you—those insular skies of ours, perhaps 
jealous of their beauties, but nevertheless full of soft surprises when 
they condescend to display themselves. The changing marches of 
sunshine and storm, to say nothing of the sunsets which are to be 
witnessed from the Beacon crest, will teach one far better than any 
of your critical wiseacres in their ponderous tomes how true to 
Nature was the vision of Turner and of Constable. In brief, we 


‘may say that the Sussex Oberland is no resort cither for those who 
take rank among the order erovéeios or among those who 
‘associate enjoying themselves chiefly with the Cockney delights 
provided by the Brighton “Front.” But to all who are fond of 
eschewing /e paysage intime, and are disposed cordially to echo 
Cowper, when he avers that 


‘They love the country, and none else, who seek, 
For their own sake, its silence and its shade, 


@ sojourn there may cordially be recommended. 
W, CONNOR SYDNEY, 





FROM PRISON TO PRISON, 


URING the Commonwealth and Protectorate, when there was 

so great a clashing of men's minds in the matter of religion, 

and following upon the Restoration, big with promises of religious 

toleration never to be performed until the coming of the Prince of 

Orange, many folk were imprisoned in foul dungeons, oftentimes 

dying there, because they were not content to worship as the law 
demanded. % 


Of those who thus suffered, the Quakers were the worst off. 
From 16s0 to 1660 there were 3,173 of them arrested and im- 
prisoned, and in one year alone 1,000 persons were in durance at the: 


same time; whilst, when King Charles came to his own again, the. ~ 


first two and a half years of his reign, which should have chronicled. 
the fulfilment of the promises made from Breda, saw no less than 
3,068 Quakers haled to prison by his servants. 

In this general persecution George Fox bore perhaps more than 
his share, He was ten times imprisoned, for a total period of about 
seven years, representing one sixth of his public life. This, however, 
‘was not lost time (any more than in the case of his contemporary, 
John Bunyan, who wrote “ Pilgrim's Progress” in Bedford Gaol), for 
from each of the cells Fox was thrust into proceeded epistle after 
epistle to his followers, and the cruel surroundings of an English 
prison of that date did not deter him from formulating plans for the 
progress and organisation of the religious society he had unwittingly 
called into being, 

But the filth of Fox's prison cells, their openness to the weather, 
the diseases which made them thelr home, combined with the cruel- 
ties of his keepers, all left adcep mark upon the originally robust 

‘of the one-time shepherd lad ; so that ypon his walking out of 
h Castle a free man the fact that his body was broken by 
rigours and inhumanities of his confinements should be remem: 
along with the soldier's testimony to his character: “ He is as 

5 2 tree and as pure as a bell, for we could never move him.” 
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George Fox's first considerable detention was in the House of 
‘Correction, and later in the gaol, at Derby, in 1650. The charge 
against him appears to have been blasphemy, but, from the fact that 
opportunities of escape were given him, it could hardly have been 
seriously pressed. From this prison he addressed a large number of 
letters to his judges and others, including the men “who used to 
ting the bells in the steeple-house.” In these he especially emphasized 
his desire that judges should reconsider the plan of “putting men to 
‘cath for cattle and moncy and small matters ;" should “take heed 
of rewards or gifts, for they blind the eyes of the wise ;” and that 
they should notice how hurtful a thing it was that prisoners should 
sbe 30 long in gaol, “ showing how they learned wickedness one of 
“another in talking of their bad deeds.” In this way he used the 
experience so hurtful to himself toadvocate reforms which the present 
day bas not yet seen entirely carried out. (Death for robbery was 
not abolished until 1861.) 

It cannot escape notice, in reading of this imprisonment, what 
a remarkable influence the Quaker exerted upon his guards. “Now 
the keeper of the prison, being a high professor, was greatly enraged 
against me, and spoke very wickedly of me; but it pleased the Lord 
one day to strike him so that he was... under great terrors of 
mind. And as I was walking in my chamber I heard a doleful 
noise ; and standing still I heard him say to his wife : ‘ Wife, 1 have 
seen the day of judgment, and I saw George there and I was afraid 
of him, because I had done him so much wrong, and spoken 90 
tmauch against him to the ministers and professors, and to the justices, 
and in taverns and alchouses.’ . . . After this in the evening he came 
up into my chamber . . . and he desired that he might lodge with 
me. . . . So suffered him to lodge with me; and then he told me 
all his heart, and said he belicved what I had said of the truc faith 
and hope to be true.” 

But the most striking testimony to Fox's magnetic personality 
fies in the fact that when a band of soldiers was being formed in 
Derby for service under the Commonwealth—the Scots had now 
been defeated at Worcester, Cromwell's “crowning mercy"”—the 
Commissioners would have made the Quaker captain over ther, 
and the svffiers cried they would have nonc but him, When he 
refused the offer they replied that ‘they offered it in love and 
‘Kindness to me because of my virtue ; and such tike flattering words 
they used.” 

‘After much service in the north country, Fox one day (in the 
year which saw the assembling of the Barebones Pasliament) arrived 








the man who they said was to die, Until the trial he was put down 
into a dungeon amongst the moss-troopers, thieves, and murderers. 
“A filthy, nasty place it was, where men and women were put 
together in a very uncivil manner .. . and the prisoners so lousy 
that one woman was almost caten to death with lice.” The gaolers: 
were both monsters of cruelty. One time, when the under-gaoler 
struck the prisoner, Fox broke out into song, which made him rage 
the more, “Then he fetched a fiddler . , . and set him to play, 
thinking to vex me thereby ; but while he played I was moved in 
‘the everlasting power of the Lord God to sing; and my voice 
CASA vom of the fiddle, and struck and confounded 

ool the last days of this year (1653) Cromwell became Lord 
Protector of the Commonwealth, but although hailed by Milton, 
the first of the Nonconformists, as the “father of his country," 
no measure of relief emanated from the new Government. It is 
true that in 1654 George Fox had a great discussion about religion 
with Cromwell, who “as I spoke would several times say it was very 
good and it was truth, And as I was turning to go away he catched 
me by the hand and with tears in his eyes said: ‘Come again to 
“my house; for if thou and I were but an hour of a day together 
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we should be nearer one to the other,’ adding that he wished me no 
‘more ill than he did to his own soul.” 

Nevertheless the very next year saw Fox again a prisoner, and 
this is how it came about. He and Edward Pigot were travelling 
in Cornwall. Fox had given out a “little paper,” to be sent to the 
‘seven parishes at Land’s End, and, this having come into the hands 
of a Major Ceely, instructions were issued that a party of horse 
should take the two preachers in charge. Joumcying to Bodmin, 
they met Desborough (one of Cromwell's new major-generals). 
‘The prisoners would probably have been there and then liberated 
through the kind offices of a friendly captain, but they insisted on 
themselves speaking with the General, and it is not improbable that 
Fox's untrimmed reproof went a long way towards determining the 
great man to send the prisoners on to Launceston. Here they were 
tried before Lord Chief Justice Glynn, with the result that Fox was 
fined £3 65. 8d., and to be put into prison pending payment. "This 
was on January 22, 1656, and he was not liberated until September 13 
of the same year, 

Now, the gaoler had been a thief and was burnt both in band 
and shoulder, as had been the under-gaoler ; and the wives of both 
had been burnt in the hand. This in some measure explains the 
frightful treatment accorded to Fox and his companion so soon as 
these had decided to cease the weekly payment they had been 
making, of 7s, apiece for their horses, and 7s. for themselves (the 
horses they bad scnt away into the country). They were put down 
into Doomsdale, a place some 12 feet square, so noisome that 
it was commonly observed that few who went in ever came out again 
in health, and there suffered treatment of too barbarous and un- 
civilised a nature to be set down in this place. The people of the 
town showed their friendliness in various ways, but were discouraged 
‘by the gaoler, who actually prosecuted a girl for bringing a little meat. 
‘The prisoners issued several appeals, and at last an inquiry was 
ordered by the Protector. Then the local Justices took alarm, 
‘began to look into the matter, and things were for the future better 
ordered. 

Tt had been told the Protector that the surest way to spread 
‘Quakerism in the west country was to keep George Fox shut up in 
‘Launceston Castle, and so it proved ; for many of the town came to 
be convinced, and “professors” and people of all sorts and conditions 
made considerable journeys in order that they mightconverse with the 
prisoners. Some of these also—to wit, Judge Hagget's wife, of 
Bristol, and Elizabeth Trelawney, of Plymouth (a baronct’s daughter) — 
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Joined themselves to the Quakers, Nor were they without offers of 
help. “Thomas Lower,” afterwards Fox's son-in-law, “ came to visit 
us, and offered us money, which we refused, accepting nevertheless his 
love;” and about the same time, in London, Humphrey Norton 
went to Oliver Cromwell, and offered himself body for body to lie in 
Doomsdale in Fox's stead; whereat the Protector turned to his 
Council with the question, “Which of you woeld dovo much for me 
if L were in the same condition?” ~~ 3 

Eventually freedom came through Majors ceneral Desborough. The 
cruel gaoler was himself soon after cast into the gaol, incarcerated in 
Doomsdale, locked in irons and beaten, being “ bid by his successor 
to remember how he had abused those good men whom he had so 
wickedly, without any cause, cast into the nasty dungeon.” 

In the mighty September storms of 1658, the Lord Protector 
had passed away, his son had crossed the public stage, and now 
Charles IT. was seated on his father's throne, Yet still the Quakers, 
who had never loved the Regicide, were hunted and imprisoned. 

Fox was at Swarthmoor Hall in the year of the Restoration, 
Francis Howgill (one of the carly martyrs of Quakerism) and 
‘Thomas Curtis being with him. For the fourth time Fox was 
arrested and was taken across the fields to Ulverston, where a guard of 
fifteen or sixteen men was set to watch him in the constable’s house, 
for fear he “should go up the chimney.” Thence be was led toa 
great water called the Carter Ford, and over the wide and dangerous 
sands, to Lancaster. For twenty weeks he was imprisoned in the 
common gaol there, part of the time in the * Dark House." Libera- 
tion came in this instance through the courage of Margaret Fell (who 
travelled to London on his behalf and spoke with the King),and the 
cowardice of Justice Foster, who refused to appear against his 
prisoner in London, whither the case had been removed. The 
indictment charged Fox with secking to embroil the nation in blood 
and raise a new war, whereupon the prisoner stretched out his hands 
and exclaimed, “1 am as innocent as a child concerning the charge, 
and have never learned any war postures.” In describing their 
arrival in London George Fox says that multitudes of people wore 
"gathered together at Charing Cross to see the burning of the bowels 
é the old King’s judges who had been hanged, drawn, and. 







over 4 short imprisonment at Leicester in 1662 (here 
p gaoler would come with his quarterstaff to beat the Quakers, 
was always prevented by his big mastiff), we come to another, 
nda longer, incarceration at Lancaster. 
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Tt was in 1663, and many northern Justices (among thom being 
Colonel Kirkby, and Daniel Fleming of Rydal Hall) were gathered 
“at Holker Hall to concert measures for the suppression of the 
Qwakers. Into the midst of the lions walked the lamb, George Fox, 
well knowing that a warrant had been issued for his apprehension, 
He was arrested, charged with complicity in the “Farley Wood 
Plot," and, this failing, had the oath tendered to him by a Roman 
Catholic Justice, for whom and his co-religionists the Act was 
originally framed and who had himself refused the oath. On giving 
his word to appear at the forthcoming assizes, George Fox was 
allowed to return to Swarthmoor, which he left to appear at Lan- 
caster on January t1, 1664. Many other Quakers were imprisoned 
in the town on a similar charge—men “who had served the 
King in his wars... and had suffered great hardships, with the 
Joss of much blood, for him, and had always stood faithful to 
him from first to last, and had never received any pay for their 
services.” 

Tt would weary to detail the events of the three trials Fox under- 
went at Lancaster. During the whole of the period he was kept in 
close prison, Margaret Fell being also in the same building under 
the same charge of refusing the Oath of Allegiance. 

‘Two things stand out in connection with this imprisonment— 
first, the success with which Fox pointed out errors in the suc- 
cessive indiciments ; and, secondly, the wretched condition of the 
cells he was putinto, “Upon my complaint of the badness of my 
prison,” he writes, ‘some of the Justices went up tosee it; but when 
they came they durst hardly go in, the floor was so bad and the 
place so open to wind and rain, Some that came up said, ‘Sure it 
was a jakes-house.’” Later on he was removed from this apartment, 
but hardly to his advantage, for in the “tower” he now occupied 
* the smoke of the other prisoners came up so thick that I could hardly 
see the candle when it burned . . . It mined in upon my bed, and 
many times when I went to stop out the rain in the cold winter 
season, my shirt was as wet as much of the rain that came in upon 
me... E was so starved in cold and rain that my body was 
greatly swelled.” The end of the whole business was that both 
Fox and Margaret Fell were recorded as “premunired persons,” 
albeit, in the latter case at least, the sentence does not appear 
to hare been carried out. 

It was now April of 1665—the year of the Plague. In London 
for most men the day would start with a visit to the Tower, in order 
to inspect the weekly “bill” of deaths, whilst the night would be 
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broken into by the dread tolling of the bells for deaths and burials, 
No doubt, frightened folk flying into the country brought the news 
to Lancaster, where the Justices, being of opinion that Fox's deten- 


horse, and suffered much discomfort 
Hunter, who “would come behind and give the horse a lash with 
his whip, and make him skip and leap . . . then he would come 
and look me in the face and say, ' How do you do, Mr. Fox?’ . . . 
The Lord cut him off soon after." At last Scarborough Castle, set 
on a lordly height between the north and south bays, came into sight, 
At first the prisoner was not unkindly treated, but he was soon 
put into an open room, into which the rain came, and where the 
fire smoked abominably. He paid sos. to have the room sct to 
rights, but was then transferred to a worse one, where was neither 
chimney nor fire hearth ; the water came over the bed, and ran about 
the room, so that he “was fain toskim it up with a platter ;” and, bis 
clothes being perpetually wet, his body became benumbed with cold 
and his fingers swelled. 

Many visitors—noble ladies and gentlemen, priests and common 
folk—came to sce the prisoner, whose fame was great throughout 
the country, but to Friends he was, he says, as a man buried alive: 
when any Friend (and there were five ‘ Monthly Meetings” in York- 
shire by this timc) came into the Castle about business, “if he but 
Jocked towards me they would rage at him.” At last, the governor, 
Sir J. Crossland, being touched by trouble, spoke to Esquire Marsh 
{who had already proved himself a friend in need) about his prisoner, 
and an order for release, dated September, 1666, was sent down, 
‘The governor declined a present, proffered in return for the civility 
and kindness latterly shown by him, and afterwards, if the Mayor 
sent for soldiers to break up Friends’ Mectings, though he might 
ostensibly respond, he would privately give them charge not to 









‘This was the last imprisonment George Fox suffered, save the 
A Months of interrupted durance at Worcester, which began in 
ath year of Charles L.'s reign and ended in the sth. On this 
he was journcying with his wife—for he had now been 
for four years to the widow of Judge Fell—from London 
with the intention of once more seeing his dying mother, 
he was cast into Worcester Gaol for contravening the Con. 
‘Act. The charge, however, ultimately became the usual one 
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of refusal to take the Oath of Allegiance, and a sentence of pre- 
munire followed as a matter of course. 

During his imprisonment here the gaoler’s son offered to be bound 
for him, and many visitors found a new purpose in life as they listened 
to the burning words of the prisoner whom they had come, in mere 
curiosity, to see. 

‘The cause of true religion has oftentimes been better served in 
the prison than in the pul Doubtless it was 20 in this case, 
Heroic suffering stamped Fox's impassioned utterance with a new 
meaning, so that men who came to curse returned to bless ; his 
enforced detentions, whilst they embarrassed the daily progress of 
the Society he founded, gave opportunity for the formation of a 
sebeme of government of far more {mportance to it and to England 
than any temporary aid could have been ; and the persecuted prisoner 
forgot the cruel and unjust nature of his treatment as this led him 
to become less dependent upon himself and raised him nearer to 
the Master he served. 


ERNEST E, TAYLOR, 





THE REIGN OF THE GIN TERROR. 


‘HE comparatively high standard of temperance in our 
customs which the social exigencies of the time have 
imposed upon the better-educated section of the community will, 


we may fairly hope, be eventually attained by the more reckless 
and less thrifty portion of the proletary, so that the fabric of society 
may at least, by this one most desirable achievement, present, 
ad ove wsque ad mala, a consistent whole. Time was when it was 
the other way about, and “as drunk as a lord" was equitably pro- 
verbial—when, whatever example there was to follow was presented 
by the great majority of the industrious classes, whose well-earned 
and favourite beverage was “honest”—and sometimes dishonest—ale; 
for until the year 1723 the vice of gin-drinking was a prerogative of 
the rich," and had not begun to oust the popular taste for the 
national beverage ; and brandy and ram were equally without the 
reach of the masses, the former being heavily taxed as an import 
from France, and the latter being a protected colonial product from 
Jamaica. Bot now drunkenness had become so prevalent that, on 
January 19, 1726, the College of Physicians made a representation 
‘on the subject to the House of Commons through Dr. Friend, 
‘one of its Fellows and member for Launceston. Fielding computed 
109,000 persons in London to be living on drink alone. Six gallons 
‘of spirits per head of the population per annum js an estimate for 
‘this period, against one gallon at present? The smuggling of 
Hollands gin and Nantes brandy grew apace through the enormous 
duty of 201. per gallon which was placed on those spirits. The 
Jekyll Gin Tax, in fact, merely transferred the traffic from the 
licensed retailers to the smugglers. In the harvest of 1733, farmers 
in several parts of Kent were obliged to offer higher wages, although 
‘the price of grain was low, and could hardly get any hands on any 
astate of affairs which was attributed to the great numbers 
jo employed themselves in smuggling along the coast,” 
‘ Trallt's Socéa! England, vol. ii. p. 136. 
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Immediately before the passing in 1736 of the Gin Act (George 
II. c, 23), the object of which was to prevent the retailing of spirituous 
liquors in less quantities than two gallons, there were, in the limits 
of Westminster, the Tower, and Finsbury divisions, exclusive of 
London and Southwark, no fewer than 7,044 houses and shops where 
Geneva was publicly sold by retail, besides what was privately 
sold in garrets, cellars, and back rooms.' The free use, by the 
populace, of untaxed gin led to drunkenness among them becoming 
‘a raging vice, and the public places where it was obtained became 
the scenes of unspeakable debaucheries. Not only were the people 
invited by painted advertisements to be drunk for a penny and dead 
drunk for twopence, but often the debauchees never left the straw 
beds, in the cellars alluded to, alive, to which they had been carried. 
Such paragraphs as these were of constant occurrence in the news- 
sheets of the time: “ Friday, a butcher near Gray’s Inn Lane, went 
with a watchman belonging to St. Andrew's parish, to a Geneva 
shop, and drank to that excess, that he dropt down dead, and the 
watchman went home and hang’d himself.”?_ On Sunday Evening, 
two Men drank Geneva for a Wager of a Crown at a Brandy-shop 
near Redeross Street, in Southwark; the Winner drank three Quarts, 
and walked off pretty well, but died next Morning." ? 

Meanwhile this “free trade” in Geneva aggravated alarmingly 
the already intolerable conditions under which what were known as 
“night cellars” in the City and West End were conducted, and 
‘owing to the urgent representations of citizens of repute several 
Aldermen of the City of London agreed to meet weekly, in order to 
suppress “ several Night-Houscs, Night-Cellars, and other disorderly 
Houses, that are lately open’d in the City, and to punish and pass 
away to the their proper Settlements, Rogues, idle Vagabonds, &c.”* 
“ Several of the Neighbours in and near Craiggs-Court, Charing-Cross, 
having made a Complaint, and given an Information upon Oath 
against a Man and his Wife for keeping a very disorderly Night- 
Cellar, and harbouring and entertaining of reputed Thieves, Pick- 
pockets, and other dissolute and wicked Persons, whereby they are 
frequently disturb'd in the Night-time by Noises, Quteries of Murder, 
&c., a warrant was granted against the Man and his Wife who keep 
the said Night-Cellar, by Justice Railton and six other of his 
Majesty's Justices of the Peace for Westminster. And the said 


{ J. Salmon's CAvowslegica! Hirtariam, £747, vol. ii,, p 317. 
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* St, James's Evening Fest, May 8, 1736. 
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Justices committed to Tothill-Fields Bridewell a Woman for keeping 
‘a disorderly Night-House in Hart-Street, Covent Garden, to the great 
Annoyance and Disturbance of that Neighbourhood. Several idle 
and disorderly Fellows and reputed Thieves and Pickpockets, who 
nightly infest the streets about Charing Cross, Temple Bar, and the 
Strand, were also by the said Justices committed to Tothill-Fields 
Bridewell to hard labour, several of whom were taken about One 
o'Clock on Saturday Morning, quarreling in a Brandy-Shop by 
Mermaid-Court, near Charing-Cross, amongst whom was a noted 
Irish Bagpiper, and Midnight Bully.” * 

The Act did not come into operation until Michaclmas, 
Physicians, apothecaries, surgeons, and chemists were permitted the 
‘use of spirits or other spirituous liquors in the preparation of 
medicines for the sick, lame, and “distemper'd” only.? The 
distillers in several places discontinued their trade, deeming it not 
worth their while to take out a licence, although they had strong 
hopes that at the next sitting of Parliament the Act would be either 
repealed or amended.? But the more respectable portion of the 
newspaper press was in favour of the measure. The well-informed 
“St, James's Evening Post” of May 8, 1736, said: ‘Tis not doubted 
but the late Act of Parliament, designed to restrain the excessive 
drinking of spirituous Liquors, will have the happy effect proposed, 
since it confines the retailing those pernicious Liquors solely to 
Persons keeping Victualling-Houses, Inns, Coffee-Houses, Ale- 
Houses, and Brandy-Shops, and exercise no Trade whatever. 
Selling any Quantity under two Gallons is decm’d retailing, and a 
Daty after the rate of 20s. per Gallon is payable thereon. The 
persons who retail must enter themselves in the Excise Office, pay 

} London Reening Post, June 17, 1732. 

* St James's Svening Fost, May 8, 1736. The “distemper'd” alluded to 
here were, probably, often thove who were suffering from the effects of « debauch, 
and their application to the chemist was for ‘a hair of the dog that had bitten 
hem,” for the wont was, at all events in the seventeenth century, generally under~ 
stood to mean Intoxicated." In Massinger’s Date of Afilan, Graccho says = 


“+... « For the courtiers reeling, 
And the Dake himself, I dare not say distemper'd, 
But kind, and in his tottering ebaie earousing.” 


mx also, Shirley in his tragi-comedy of The Grateful Servant, 1655 : 


Clear. My lord, he's gone. 
Led. How? 
Clear, whe 
Lod, Not with wine, 


# Mid., Sept. 144 1736. 
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sof. down for a Licence, and renew it yearly, and be licensed more- 
‘over by two or more Justices. The selling Liquors on a Bulk in 
the Streets, on a Wheelbarrow, or Stand in the Field, and in Boats 
on the Water, is intirely prohibited, as is Wkewise the giving them 
‘away to Servants, &c., by Chandlers and other Shops, or the paying 
‘any part of Workmen's Labour in these Liquors,” 

Although the Act moderated for a brief interval the flood of 
intemperance, it was very far from being stayed thereby, and rose 
again towards the middle of the eighteenth century, which had been 
more or less cursed with this abuse since 1723, when the vice of gins 
drinking had ceased to be a privilege of the rich, to an alarming 
extent. In July, 1738, it was computed that 12,000 people bad 
been convicted on the Gin Act within less than two years, and 
this in London alone. Of these, nearly 5,000 had been convicted on 
the L100 penalty, and 3,000 had paid £11 each to excuse their 
being sent to Bridewell—all within the Bills of Mortality? In the 
Meantime many were the evasions of the law. In one instance, a 
mere lad fs described as being committed to Bridewell by Thomas 
Engicr, Esq, only a month after the Act took place, “for selling 
Gin in small Quantities in S, George’s Fields, contrary to the lato 
Statute against spirituous Liquors.”* On the other hand, many 
distillers forsook the trade as unprofitable, and “since the Gin Act 
took place, there has been a greater Demand for old Cloaths in Rag- 
fair, by poor People, than.bas been known for several years past.” * 
But “ Jekyll's Gin Act,” as it was called, from having been promoted 
by that philanthropic lawyer, afforded but a brief respite, and its 
provisions were promptly disregarded by the clandestine dealings of 
the “brandy-shops,” and by sundry chemists and apothecaries, who, 
however, as it has been observed, were justified in selling gin 
medicinally, and the door was thus opened to their venality by 
the common people remembering that it was a remedy for both the 
“worms” and the “gripes.” Informers against this surreptitious 
method of obtaining the spirit arose, and paragraphs such as the 
following were of frequent occurrence in the news-shccts of the 
time: “On Thursday Night Sarah Greffen and Hannah Wayman 
Were committed to New Prison by Anthony Chamberlain, Esq. ; on 
the Oaths of William Hanning, one of the Headboroughs of St 
Giles’s in the Fields, and Bartholomew Bird, for raising Mobs about 
them, by crying out that they were Informers, and rescuing out of 
their Custody Elizabeth Price, who was their Prisoner, Information 

"St. Jamar's Evening Poit, May 8, 1736. ¥ Salmon, p. 347+ 
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The 
being made against her for sclling Spirituous Liquors in less 
two Gallons, without being duly licensed thereto 
by two Justices of i remo vancording cp soe Seseu ry “On 
Monday last, several People were tried at the Sessions at Guild- 


insulting 
Retallers of Gin in Duke's Place, and were found guilty, fin'd 
and imprisoned for the same; and were all told that, if those who 
were insulted had died (as in some Cases has happened), they would 
all have been tried for murder.”* “On Thursday, one Sikes, belong- 
‘ing to the Second Regiment of Guards, went to Mr. Smith’s, a 


to him; then he went to Justice Marget’s and informed against the 
said Chymist for retailing Spirituous Liquors, but he appearing and 
proving it was a Cordial, and not Gin, as the Informer had sworn, 
‘Mr, Smith was dismissed ; but the Informer fell into the Hands of 
the Mob, who pelted him, and dragy’d him thro’ several Horse- 
Ponds, Channels, etc., so that it's thought he cannot recover the 
‘Treatment he met with.”* On the rath of October, 1736, Robert 
Kirkpatrick, surgeon and apothecary, in Turnmill Street, and John 
‘Thomas, chemist at Shoreditch, were fined £100 each, on informa- 
tions, for retailing spirituous liquors contrary to the intent and 
meaning of the Act.¢ 

But in spite of all this, the results were riots and a daily augmented. 
clandestine traffic. The consumption of British spirits had been, in 
1727, three and a half million gallons, and in 1735 nearly five and a 
half; by 1742 it was seven million one hundred and sixty-two thou- 
sand.’ The influential “Daily Advertiser” of March 3, 1742, thought 
fit to write as follows : “It is wish'd and hoped for by all good 
People, that the Committees of Parish Workhouses within and about 
this great City, will soon apply to Parliament for such a Duty to be 
laid on the Still-Head, as will prevent the common and extravagant 
‘Use of Spirituous Liquors, in order to preserve the Lives and Constitu- 
tions of Men, Women, and Children, and once more to create the 
‘Use of Bread, Meat, and Beer, and all other Eatables, in order to 
create strength and a healthful Constitution, for the Benefit of King 
and Country, and which will greatly promote the landed Interest, 
put a stop to the daily Increase of Poor in every Parish, and be 
a Means to prevent more and greater Evils than Tongue can well 

4 St. Jamer's Evening Post, Nov. 24, circa 1734. 
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Express.” In 1743 the duty was abruptly dropped to 10. per gallon ; 
‘by 1951, when the maximum was reached, the consumption was 
11,c00,000 gallons, and the number of gin-shops within the Bills of 
Mortality was said to be 17,000. Of these, 1,700 were suppressed 
in 1750." 

Other subterfuges consisted in supplying the “fiend with fury 
fraught” in a more or less disguised form. One Gordon, a punch- 
seller in the Strand, and one of the only three who took out the 
necesstry sof licence, sold a drink which he called “ Sangree” 
@ seng-grit), which was ostensibly made of strong Madeira wine. 
“Bob” was another fanciful name for a dram of which “ Geneva” 
was probably an ingredient, as “Bob was an old slang term for 
that spirit. The following relates to the influence of the Act upon 
the use of gin: 


THE FALL OF BOB; ox, THE ORACLE OF GIN. 
A Traceor. By Tiwotiy Scrunn, of Rag Fait, Esq. 


Say, hast thou not of Usurpation read ; 

Read of a Tymnt in his Mimick Throns, 

By Avarice and Cruelty entour'd, 

Role with an Tron Rod an barrasd Land, 
Oppress the Virtuous, and the nobly born 5 

Raise from the Dunghilis, Miscreants, whose Souls 
Were form'd for Mischief, and whose innate Hate 
Of what was good, made "em ft Tools of Pow's? 
Hast thou not read of Desolation dire, 

Of solemn Murders, sanctify’d by Law 5 

Of Judges, who have set their Souls to Sale, 

And traffick'd in the Blood of Innocence ? 

Hast thou not too, of « sham Senate read, 

A sham Protector and his Standing Troops, 
‘Which stain'd with blood the Face of Liberty, 
And drove the beauteous Goddess from our Les? 
‘Yet scarce such Ile deserve the namo of Woe, 
‘When with the Loss of Dazling GIN compar'd." 


Drams with other names, designed with a view to evade the Act, 
were sold in the brandy-shops of High Holbora, St, Giles's, Tothill 
Street, Rosemary Lane, Shoreditch, the Mint, Kent Street, and in 
other parts, and were called “Tow Row," “Cuckold’s Comfort,” 
“ Parliament Gin,” “Make Shift," “ The Last Shift,” “The Ladies’ 
Delight,” “The Baik,” “King Theodore of Corsica,” “Cholick 


* Haydn's Dictionary of Dates, 1868. 
* St. James's Evening Post, October 2, 1736. 





“ Lincoln's Inn, Back Side,” and three clubs a day were held there— 
at 7 in the moming, 12 at noon, and 9 at night. “Pen's Royal 
Gin” sold here was stated to cure the gout sooner than the Anodyne 
Necklace. This is quite credible, since the Anodyne Necklace was 
an eighteenth-century fraud which corresponded closely to the more 
modem "clectric belt," But the class of frequenters of this tavern 
is of some interest : 


Piss we to the red-hot Genevs Chby 
Where Youths are taught to Read and Write and Dance ; 
Since, when Two-peny's worth of it i guggled down, 


rb EOS pte Northey, 


they fresh Quasterna drew, 
‘To quench the Thirst of Hacknoys of the Law, 
*Mongst whom, two Stationers of Middle Temple, 
‘The Master and the Man, give good example. 
Not but the Qua/. are likewise to be seen, 
‘With Flat-Cape here a drinking powerful Gin.* 







According to an advertisement in the ‘Daily Advertiser" of 
10, 1742, Henry Fenwick sold at the “Angel and Still,” in 
Street, near Whitechapel Bars, “Strong-Proof Gin at 
a Gallon, single Gin at 15. 6d., French Brandy and Jamaica 
at 6s. Gd, Spirits of Wine at 4s, 6¢, and Brandy Shrub at 
§ December t1, 1736. 

1 The Vaide Mecun for Maltworesr, part ilry pu 48. 
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4s. 62, in no tess Quantity than two Gallons, and only for ready 
Money." In the year 1723, when the Mint in Southwark, which 
had long been a sanctuary for insolvent debtors, was suppressed, a 
curious procession might have been seen wending its way through 
the streets of the old borough to Guildford. It was, however, not of 
such an honourable character a3 the pilgrimage whose conversation 
delights us in the pages of Chaucer, and certainly the latter did not 
include “a Drawer leading an Ass loaded with Geneva, to support 
the Spirits of the Ladies on the Journey.” “On Tuesday,” says one 
‘account, "some Thousands of the Minters went out of the Land of 
Bondage, alias the Mint, to be cleared at the Quarter Sessions at 
Guildford, according to the late Act of Parliament; the Road was 
crowded with them, insomuch that they look’d like one of the 
Jewish Tribes going out of Egypt, the Cavalcade consisted of 
‘Caravans, Carts, and Waggons, besides Numbers on Horses, Asses, 
and on Foot; the Drawer of the two fighting Cocks was scen to lead 
‘an Ass loaded with Geneva, to support the Spirits of the Ladies upon 
the Journey: 'Tis said, that several Heathen Bailiffs lay in Ambus- 
cade in Ditches upon the Road, to surprize some of them, if possible, 


on their March, if they should straggle from the main Body; but 
they proceeded with so much Order and Discipline, that they did 
not lose a Man upon this Expedition.” ! 

Pope alludes to the destructive traffic in gin in his “Epilogue to 
the Satires,"” written in 1738, and says that gin had almost destroyed 
the lowest rank of the people before it was restrained : 


Vice thas abused, demands a nation's care ; 
‘This ealls the Chareh to deprecate our sin, 
And barls the thunder of the laws on gin.” 
J. MOLDEN MACMICHAEL, 


¥ The Weekly Journal, July 20, 1735. ¥ Dialogue 1. 130. 
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OPEN ENGLAND. 


NE of the most alluring conceptions of England in the olden 
time is the notion of an open and ownetless country. We 
vary the period of our choice according to the extent and accuracy 
of our historical knowledge, but nearly everybody gifted with 
imagination has his Sylvan Age. It may be in Anglo-Saxon days 
and an England which is a silent wilderness, with a dim over- 
hanging mist, the face of the country covered with trees, and here 
and there a big mangy patch of morass, with Gurth and Wamba 
herding swine in the thickets. Or perhaps it is in the late and 
merry Middle Ages, with forest glades, and lads and lasses frolicking 
under the greenwood tree, a time when romance and mystery kept 
men’s minds light and expectant, and piety contrived to live in good 
fellowship with a host of opposite attributes—the days of Robin 
Hood and Maid Marian, of Friar Tuck and Bishop Goliath, Or 
maybe we are fascinated by the comparison of to-day with the day 
before yesterday—the rapid march of the builder and the thickening 
of the crowd. What wonderment there is, for instance, in the 
reflection that a century and a half ago Regent Street was the ~ 
haunt of the woodcock (shyest of birds), and the neighbourhood of 
Conduit Street a stretch of meadow land drained by a rill of pure 
water; while Lancashire, now heaving and throbbing from end to 
end with the steenuous movement of millions of toilers, was then as 
silent and empty as Galway or Kerry ! 

And what town dweller does not continually sigh for the freedom 
of the country? and who is there living in the country that has not 
frequently wished for the wider boundaries of the backwoods and 
prairie? This craving is about the most original portion of our 
nature, a fragment as old as the days when saffron and woad were 
the sartorial fashion, and caves and green boughs the latest thing in 
homes and habitations. 

In very truth our country has, owing to its prosperity, shrunk 
into a small and stifling area. It is a land of boundaries. There 
is no getting away from the eternal and officious fence, with its 
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aggravating suggestion of appropriation. The public spaces which 
hare been philanthropically provided, and over which we luxuriously 
parade in our leisure hours, together with all other public rights of 
‘way, numerous though they may be, only serve to indicate how 
dense we are in number, and how artificial we are foreed to be. 

+ Nodoubt the fence, as we know it, is a comparatively modern 
invention ; as a fortification it is nearly as old as the human race, 
‘Man learned, early enough, to fence out the weather with a house 
and the enemy with a wall ; and when he began to cultivate plants, 
he was forced to protect the spots cultivated against the ravages 
ofanimals. The rest remained a public right. When Pedling and 
Billing arrived in Britain from the Saxon shore, they settled down 
alongside of cach other (taking carc to leave a broad intervening 
space), and agreed a line of demarcation. They took precautions 
for the protection of their oats and rye, but, like Abraham and Lot, 
they were too amicably disposed to even contemplate a quarrel 
over a mere question of grazing land. By-and-by, Pedlington and 
Billingham were constituted parishes by the monk Theodore, the 
imaginary line struck by the two patriarchs being adopted as the 
division between the two places. Hereafter we are to understand 
that the principle of inter-parochial boundary must be respected, 
inasmuch as the Pedlings and Billings have multiplied, and their 
flocks and herds as well, and orderly conduct now demands thar 
‘each family should keep more strictly within its own township limits. 
‘But within the “mark” there were no divisions or distinctions, save 
only in the arable field. 

This loose and indefinite arrangement generally prevailed till 
Jong after the Conquest. William might parcel out the parishes 
‘among his favourites, he might grant the manors of Pedlington 
and Billingham to aliens; but the descendants of Pedling and 
Billing, together with their cattle, were exactly in the same position 
as the ground game—they lived on the Jand, and nothing but 
‘extermination could efface that position. What actually did occur 
need not be recapitulated further than to remark that manorial 
tights did, in course of time, become valuable through confiscations 
and ingenious levies upon the purses and labour of the occupiers, 
‘The main thing to remember is that for something like two hundred 
years alter the Conquest the lord acquired hardly anything, in a 
legalised way, by virtue of the fence. 

In the days of Robin Hood a traveller might journey across 
country from Berwick to Deal, and from Lincoln to the Welsh 
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was prized by the Flemish and Walloon weavers as the best raw 
material procurable. Agriculture was all but a universal occu- 
pation. Freeholder, copyholder, and cottager exch had a field or 
‘a furrow somewhere, upon which he could put his foot and say, 
“The crop here is mine exclusively.” Over and above this (and 
perhaps a little meadowland in the richer shires) the whole country 
still lay open. 

It is usual to assume that the respective rights of lord and tenant 
were uniform and definite. So far as the reservation of rent service 
and payment in kind was concerned, this very likely was the case. 
But not so as regards common pasturage. Such was impossible; and 
therefore under the circumstances it was easy for an aggrandising 
lord or an encroaching tenant to benefit considerably at the expense 
of others, ‘There appear to have been at least three methods of 
grazing: (r) an unrestricted freedom for lord and tenant alike to turn 
stock on the parish common ; (2) a right for lord and tenant alike to 
tum on a fixed maximum of stock in proportion to the area of the 
enclosed lands of cach—called a “stinted” pasture ; (5) a “stinted” 
right for the tenants over the whole demesne, the lord's right being 
only stinted over the common close and champaign country, and not 
‘over the outwoods, moors, and heaths. For the purpose of carrying out 
whichever of these arrangements was in vogue, a hayward or pounder 
was appointed at the Court Baron, and his duty it was to watch the 
land and prevent aggression by occupiers ‘of adjoining manors, or 
trespass or overstocking by the tenants themselves, ‘The pounder 
is still in many places appointed. 

‘The defects of all these various systems are obvious, and were no 
doubt painfully apparent to the political economists of the period, 
But how to improve upon them without curtailing the fundamental 
principle of the public right to the use of the land was a problem, 
Some of the devices of mediseval agriculturists show that the over 
teaching instinct was as powerful then as it is now. Occupiers 
‘were on the alert to take advantage of each other, and the whole 
body were ready to squeeze the lord if an opportunity arose, One 
illustration of the refined cunning of the Middle Ages we cannot 
help referring to, because it is so delicious. The prime endeavour 

in those days was to secure all the dung possible for the arable 
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patch, and mainly on this account the ancient custom of gathering 
‘the cattle from the common, and folding them in the rickyard or 
homestead croft during the night, was kept up, One contemporary 
writer, however, points out that folded cattle usually lie throughout 
‘the night, thereby checking the action of the bowels; and so he 
recommends the careful farmer to gently exercise his animals round 
the pen in the morning before he drives them afield. A frequent 
subject of contention was the more dishonest trick of wealthy tenants 
on unrestricted pastures of turning on an overwhelming stock in 
spring, and then trading them off when the grass was done, to the 
detriment of the dond-fde all-the-yearround tenants, who were 
anxious for the grass to last through the season. 

‘The grievances between lord and tenant were equally acute, 
and the Statute of Merton, passed in 1235 for the relief of the former, 
marks the first concession to the principle of the Fence. It recites 
that “the great men of England” had, from time to time, made 
such and such persons frecholders, and these persons, having a 
Claim over the waste lands, prevented their lords from making “their 

of the residue of their manors, as of wastes, woods, and 
pastures.” ‘The preamble declares that the tenants had sufficient 
pasture, “as much as belongeth to their tenements,” but, not content 
‘with that, asserted their rights over the whole commonable property 
within the manor. We are not aware of any record of the evidence 
tupon which the tenants based their contention, but it would pro- 
bably be on nothing less than the hitherto unqualified and ancient 
‘custom which was stated in the earlier portion of this article, On 
the other hand, the landowners would, no doubt, plead that the 
grants from the Conqueror had modified the old usage, and that the 
Tents and services rendered to them were constructive admission of 
their present claims. 

‘The difficulty of deciding in favour of the lords must have been 
great, and yct one is bound to admit that the existing indefinite and 
‘wasteful system of exploiting the country was equally serious, The 
‘Statute of Merton, in the rough and ready way of the period, ends 
‘the controversy by handing the whole matter over to the justices of 
the peace. In cases where landlord and tenants could not agree. 
the justices were empowered to decide what common rights were 
sufficient for the latter; and, subject thereto, the lord was at liberty to 
‘deal with the remainder as he thought fit. 

‘The operation of the new Act was slow and gradual. The capital 
value of the best Lani the thirteenth century was only from five 
toelght shillings per acre, and the cost of fencing—at, say, foury 
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aday per man—checked the force of the statute. Some advantage 

was taken of it, as is evidenced by the fact that during the next fifty 
years the oid disagreements took a new turn, the tenants defying 
the awards of the justices and demolishing the fences. The Statute 
of Westminster (1285) enacted that if such wrongdoers were not 
indicted by the inhabitants of the adjoining towns, the latter were to 
pay for the damage done. 

‘The period immediately subsequent to the Reformation is marked 
by a revival of the application of the statute. The monks, in antici- 
pation of the coming disendowment, had for upwards of a century 
been granting long leases to lay agriculturists at low rents, coupled 
witha premium paid down, The new tenants, looking at things with 
a wholly commercial cye, recognised that enclosed land was worth at 
least twenty-five per cent. more than land held incommon, The new 
owners were equally mercantile in their ideas, and the result was that 
for a time the powers of the Statute of Merton were briskly applied. 

‘Other causes were tending towards change. As the country grew 
in commercial importance the craftsmen increased in number and 
dissociated themselves from the cultivation of the soil, and the 
ever-widening cleavage between agriculture and tmde affected the 
status of both. The enclosures of the fifteenth and sixteenth 
centuries, though inconsiderable by comparison with what took place 
afterwards, caused a feeling of popular uneasiness The absolute 
vesting of common land in individuals converted land into a mar- 
ketable commodity. The commercial classes were ready buyers. 
“Owner” and “occupicr,” “buyer” and “seller” were now terms 
in constant use, and had acquired a hard, precise, individualistic 
meaning. The Statute of Merton was an enclosing enactment only 
ina negative way. It was toa much greater extent a bulwark of 
protection to the yeoman against the large proprictor, The cottager, 
whose mean degree had hitherto excluded him from formal recogni- 
tion, and whose rights had been left to the good-natured toleration 
of his betters, was at this critical juncture looked after and protected 
by common consent. In the sixteenth century some of his privileges 
were confirmed by statute, and the handsome stipulations made for 
the maintenance of his cow put the modern three-acre scheme of 
Mr. Chamberlain completely in the shade, 

‘The golden prosperity of Elizabeth's reign increased the importance 
of the merchant class, and land was bought and sold at continually 
increasing prices. The founders of new families were men of new 
ideas, The power of the purse had enabled them to acquire an 
‘heirable interest in frecholds, which was then the main outward 
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sign of gentility, and King James, with a notable appreciation of 

‘the business instinct, completed their consolidation by the creation 
of baronctcies—for a consideration. But the prospect of their broad 
heaths and underwoods lying neglected and almost valueless appealed. 
strongly to the thrifty enterprise of the new order, and in many a 
manor power and influence, judiciously applied, enabled the new lords 
to make arrangements with the lesser foll. Enclosures by mutual 
consent were common enough during the seventeenth century, and 
‘one of the good deeds of the Long Parliament was the disafforesting 
‘of large tracts of royal preserves in various parts of the country. 

‘Still, the poor man's interests were not lost sight of, although 
somewhat interfered with. Gabricl Plattes, writing about the middle 
of the seventeenth century, advocates enclosure, because, he says, an 
acre enclosed is better than four acres in common ; but he recognises 
the old belief that the use of land is the birthright of all, by adding 
that no common should ever be enclosed without leaving a cow’s 
grass for every cottage. 

‘The wide research and vivid pen of Lord Macaulay have 
furnished an inimitable sketch of England in 1685, just a generation 
before the dawn of a new epoch in the history of the Fence, On 
the state of agriculture he says :— 

“The arable land and pasture land were not supposed by the 
best political arithmeticians of that age to amount to much more 
than half the area of the kingdom. The remainder was believed to 
consist of moor, forest, and fen. These computations are strongly 
confirmed by the road books and maps of the seventeenth century. 
From these books and maps it is clear that many routes which now 
pass through an endless succession of orchards, cornfields, hayfields, 
and beanficlds, then ran through nothing but heath, swamp, and 
warren. , . . At Enfield, bardly out of sight of the smoke of the 
capital, was a region of five-and-twenty miles in circumference, 
which contained only three houses and scarcely any enclosed fields.” 

And in a foot-note, commenting on the “Itincrarium Anglix ” 
(1675) of John Ogilby, the cosmographer royal, he remarks > 

“In some of his maps the roads through enclosed country are 
marked by lines, and the roads through unenclosed country by dots. 
The proportion of unenclosed country, which if cultivated naust 
have been wretchedly cultivated, seems to have been very great. 
From Abingdon to Gloucester, for example, a distance of forty or 
fifty miles, there was nota single enclosure, and scarcely one enclosure 
between Biggleswade and Lincoln.” 

‘Tt was reserved for the landowners of the eighteenth century to 
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alter this state of things, and to vigorously carry to a completion the 
gridironing of the country, Even the most conservative were tired 
of the exasperating restrictions which lay upon the cultivation of the 
common field and the grazing of the waste land. The progress of 
a whole manor towards newer methods of farming was hindered by 
the thick-headed prejudice of perhaps a single common-holder, 
‘The time was ripe for a new mode of procedure, 

To-day it is electricity and tramways which are the principal 
objects of private Bill Iegislation; during the last century it was 
railways and gas, Throughout the cighteenth century the Houses 
of Parliament were busily engaged in passing private Enclosure Acts. 
‘The Report of the Board of Agriculture on Enclosures in 1808 shows 
that, from the reign of Anne to the year 1805, 2,591 such Acts had 
been passed for England alone, and during the next forty years the 
number was brought up to more than four thousand, affecting ten 
thousand square miles of common. Besides these private Acts, 
‘numerous arrangements were made without recourse to Parliament, 
‘of which there is no public record, and these, ona moderate computa~ 
tion, bring up the total area to practically one-fourth the surface of 
the 


In addition to the efforts of private Bill legislation, the Govern- 
ments of the eighteenth century were moving, in a general way, in 
the same direction. By a public statute of 1756 it is recited that, 
owing to the scarcity of wood, it was necessary to import foreign 
timber; and it was enacted that any owner of waste woods and 
pastures might, with the assent of the major part of the persons 
naying right of pasturage, make enclosures for the growth and 
preservation of timber and underwood. An attempt was also made 
in 1773 to mitigate by statute the restrictions placed upon cultivators 
of common ficlds by overruling the backward minority. This Act 
provides that a majority of three-fourths of the cultivators might 
decide as to the order and method of cultivation and management, 
for a fixed period not to exceed six years. 

There is no doubt that allotment and enclosure were popular not 
only with landowners, but also among tenants and the electorate 
| generally. But there was one great class which bitterly felt they 
were being deprived of their rights—these were the cottagers, Not 
_ being holders of ancient enclosed land, no share of the spoil fell to 
them. The immemorial custom of centuries was brushed away by 
the stronger side, and thousands of peasants ceased to haye a direct 
‘finterest in the soil. The cow which pastured on the common had to 
gO. It was the same with the privilege of gleaning in the common 
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arable, now allotted in severalty. So, again, in regard to the outwoods 
and moorland : there had heretofore been liberty to go there in the 
autumn to gather firewood and cut turf. It seemed as though half 
the livelihood of the labourer had disaj 

‘Such drastic changes bred keen discontent, but the mutterings of 
a class which had no weight at the hustings were disregarded by the 
practical folk who benefited by the new order of things. Yet the 
mind of the nation was aroused, if only in an academic sense, to the 
issues involved by the alteration of agricultural conditions, The 
writings of the last quarter of the eighteenth century especially are a 
butky evidence that both sides were well represented in the field of 
controversy. It was alleged that enclosures would, by imposing 
hardships upon the cottager, cause the population to decrease ; that 
they would tend to turn much tillage into pasture, and cause the price 
of corn to go up ; that the country would be rendered less convenient 
for tmvélling and sport. On the other hand, it was alleged that 
more corn would be grown, because part of the enclosed common 
‘would beturned into arable, and the extra labour involved in cultivating 
it would more than make up to the labourer for his loss, and so cause 
the population to increase rather than diminish; that agriculture 
generally would benefit, inasmuch as the old wasteful methods of 
tilling the common field compelled occupicrs to keep more horses 
than were necessary, an argument supported by the assertion thatan 
abnormal quantity of beans had always been grown, It was, never- 
theless, a contest with all the odds on one side. A few persons 
might have had an uneasy recollection that Ket’s Norfolk rebellion 
had, centuries before, been occasioned bya similar grievance, but the 
political and social environment of the cighteenth century was all 
against medieval comparisons, It was admitted by both sides that 
enclosure had given a stimulus to intelligent husbandry, Farming, 
indeed, became a fad. ‘The farming tribe," sald Young in 1772, 
“is now made up of all ranks, from a duke to an apprentice.” It 
was an agricultural renascence. ‘The popular mind was stirred by 
the possibility of an England rivaling in productiveness the multi- 
cropped arable land of sub-tropical Europe. It is difficult to 
conceive this countrya cabbageless, potatoless, carrotless land, Yet 
in the days of our great-grandfathere euch was mainly the case; 
‘what are now ordinary field crops were then as rare to the eye as the 
yam or pineapple are today. The old methods had lasted their 
time, and the change, though severe and unwelcome toa good many, 
‘was necessary and inevitable. The parcelling out of the English 
prairie had progressed well on towards completion by the com: 9) 
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mencement of the nineteenth century, when the belated Act of 1801 
was passed to codify the common form clauses usually inserted in 
private Bills. 

A generation later, farming had developed into a commercial 
pursuit, and the farmer wore kid gloves and drank champagne. 
He was something of a chemist and something of an anatomist. He 
practised a craft or mystery—nay, it was a profession, for as there 
were gentlemen-apothecaries so there were gentlemen: farmers. 
‘Their land was so much stock-in-trade, bought or hired in the 
market, of a catalogued yardage and quality. In the meantime 
England had entirely ceased to be a public floor. It had become a 
proprictary article. ‘Ihe great black moor which formerly stretched. 
from shire to shire, and was a boundless unknown to the rustic 

had been measured to a nicety, and apportioned between 
Brown, Jones, and Robinson like so much carpet or sticking-plaster, 
‘The wild animals and birds which lived in its fastnesses were 
now likewise vested in Brown, Jones, and Robinson, and the 
footpads and poachers, hobgoblins and fairies, who had made it 
their lurking-place, had become trespassers on the sole rights of 
the same gentlemen. The road which lay between two walls was 
the public share, and whoever deviated from its hard surface was a 
misdemeanant. 

‘The hard fact of the Fence became in time a wound to public 
sentiment. Our economic intelligence breathes a blessing on those 
who made two blades of grass to grow in the place of one, and 
caused the wilderness to smile with an abundance of cabbage and 
clover; but the mere animal and untutored part of us, “licking the 
chops of memory,” sighs for the old days when Nature held fuller 
‘sway, and heath and plain were not laced and interlaced with partition 
fences, 

Here and there a space escaped the dividing hand, perhaps 
through lack of enterprise, probably in consequence of local disputes, 
Tt was left unfertilised and untended. The adjacent land was 
clothed in corn and greenery, while the common or green remained 
year after year in the same filthy raiment of gorse and ragwort and 
nettles. It wasa Lazarus at the gate of respectability, defiling its 
neighbours with its crop of thistles and dandelion, and in its turn 
subjected to every ignoble use. But all the while the villages round 
about were becoming towns, and fresh towns were coming into exist- 
ence, Streets took the place of ficlds,and the meadows and pastures 
were overlaid with bricks and mortar. But the bit of disreputable 
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common remained ; and although it grew more squalid and dirty it 
was blessed by the crowds of youngsters who swarmed upon it and 
built their play-houses among its rubbish heaps. By-and-by the 
municipal fathers extended their patronage to it, and enacted pains 
and penalties on those who should foul it with litter. Its progress in 
popularsympathy continued until to-day it ranks higher in estimation 
than the public park. Its boundaries are jealously guarded against 
encroachment, and its enclosure so hedged with restrictions as to 
make it nearly impossible for such an event to happen. It is chief 
among lands, the rendezvous of the countryside. Children of all 
ages assemble there for recreation and diversion, and golf and cricket, 
hockey and tip-cat, painting and botanising, lounging and sauntering, 
picnicking and sweethearting, are all benefited and assisted by the 
cosmopolitan common, 


JOHN HYDE, 





DR. JOHNSON'S LANDLORD. 


NN Boswell’s “ Life of Johnson," we read, under date 1766; “I 

returned to London in February, and found Dr. Johnson in 

a good house in Johnson's Court, Fleet Street, in which he bad 

accommodated Miss Williams in an apartment on the ground-floor, 

while Mr, Levett occupied his post in the garret: his faithful Frank 
‘was still attending upon him.” 

To this abode Johnson had removed from his chambers in 
Inner Temple Lane, and it would appear that in Johnson's Coart 
he formally commenced housekeeping for the first time since the 
death of his wife. When we know how severely be suffered from 
the shock of that great bereavement, we can {cel no surprise that he 
should long have appeared indifferent to household arrangement. 
Boswell, visiting him in Inner Temple Lane on May 24, 1763, 
gays: “It must be confessed that his apartment, and furniture, and 
morning dress, were sufficiently uncouth,” 

So much had this seeming contempt for the compenauces 
come to be regarded as a part of Johnson's character, that the 
alteration manifested in his new establishment excited general 
surprise. This fecling is amusingly illustrated by two passages in 
Boswell’s “ Life.” 

In April, 1773, Boswell records that, to my great surprise, he 
asked me to dine with him on Easter Day.” 

“Thad gratified my curiosity much in dining with Jean-Jacques 
Rousseau while he lived in the wilds of Neufchitel. I had as great 
‘a curiosity to dine with Dr. Samuel Johnson in the dusky recess of a 
court in Fleet Street. I supposed we should scarcely have knives 
and forks, and only some strange, uncouth, ill-dressed dish ; but I 
found oe in eer ood order.” 










_ “As a dinner here was considered as a dopa phenomenon, 
and as I was frequently interrogated on the subject, my readers may 
(perhaps be desirous to know our bill of fare. Foote, I remember, in 
‘to Francis, the negro, was willing to suppose that our repast: 
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was Wack droth. But the fact was that we had a very good soup, 
Eames eg Peel and select veal pene a nee pao 
. 

“On Saturday, May 13 eae I breakfasted with him by in- 
yitation, accompanied by Mr. Andrew Crosbie, a Scotch advocate, 
whom he had seen at Edinburgh, and the Hon, Colonel (now 
General) Stopford, brother to Lord Courtown, who was desirous of 
being introduced to him. His tea, and rolls and butter, and whole 
breakfast apparatus, were all in such decorum, and his behaviour 
was so courteous, that Colonel Stopford was quite surprised, and 
wondered at his having heard so much said of Johnson's slovenliness 
and roughness.” 

In Johnson's Court the Doctor passed ten of the most interest- 
ing years of his life; not writing much, but conversing with great 
vivacity, and exhibiting the prowess of the intellectual gladiator. 
Here he continued to hold his morning levees, attended by dis- 
tinguished men of letters, It was while resident here that he had 
his famous audience of the King, From Johnson's Court. he sct 
forth in August, 1773, on his memorable “ Journey to the Western 
Islands,” in the course of which he humorously described himself, 
in answer to a Scottish laird, as “ Johnson of that #/& 1" 

‘The feelings with which Boswell regarded the Doctor's removal 
from Johnson's Court are touchingly expressed in the following 
passage: “I felt a foolish regret that he had left a court which bore 
his name, but it was not foolish to be affected with some tenderness 
of rogard for place in which I had seen him a great deal, from 
whence I had often issued a better and a happier man than when I 
went in, and which had often appeared to my imagination, while I 
trod its pavement, in the solemn darkness of the night, to be sacred 
to wisdom and piety.” 

‘To all true Johnsonians, the sometime dwellings of the great 
Doctor possess as much fascination as they did for Boswell, We 
Gelight to trace his footsteps throughout the metropolis, and to gaze 
with affectionate interest on those spots which have been rendered 
memorable by his sojourn; although most of the houses which 
sheltered him have disappeared. Even in his favourite Flect Street, 
the houses in which he dwelt for a quarter of a century have all been 
swept away. Qne who now enters the labyrinthine passage still 
Known as Johnson's Court will find no trace of the No, 7 where 
the Doctor lived from 1766 to 1776, Inner Temple Lane has long 
vanished, and the house in Bolt Court in which Johnson died was 
taken down in the beginning of the last century. No better instance _ 
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‘of “cleathless fame” could be cited than the fact that the memory. 
of the great writer clings so tenaciously to a thoroughfare in which 
no tinee of his former habitation remains, This is indeed a 
“m; numentum sre perennius.” 
‘Lhe atmosphere of the entire quarter is, in the words of 
“impregnated with the Johnsonian sether.” 

It happens also that the casual association of the names of certains 
persons, in the ordinary relations of life, with that ofa great man 
often endows them with a fame which their own efforts could never 
have obtained. To be the landlord or ndlady of an illustrious 
tenant constitutes a title to immortality. Who could forget “Gold- 
smith’s Hostess,” Mrs, Margaret Fleming? 

Of Johnson's numerous landlords, the names of two only, the 
first and the Jast—Mr. Norris, the staymaker, of Exeter Street, and 
‘Mr. Allen, the printer, of Bolt Court—have been handed down. 
‘One other, whose name is remembered for certain personal reasons, 
has missed his best chance of immortality through being omitted 
from the pages of Boswell. 


A long-forgotten pamphlet, printed by Henry Pace, 96 High 


by Sir Joseph Mawbey, Bart, M.P,, onc of the executors. 
‘Mr. Richard Russell, owner of the four houses numbered 7, 8, 
9, and 10, in Johnson's Court, was a wealthy member of the Corpo- 
ration of Woolstaplers, which has had its head-quarters in and around 
Bermondsey Street for several centuries, In his “London,” Mr, 
Charles Knight says: “In a street called Russell Street, intersect- 
ing Bermondsey Street, the large warehouses of these woolstaplers 
may be seen in great numbers—ticrs of ware- or store-rooms, with 
cranes over them ; waggons in the yard beneath ; huge bales filled 
with wool, some arriving, and others departing—these are the 

appearances which a wool warchouse presents.” 

Russell Street, now perhaps more appropriately called “Tanner 
Street,” but which bore the former appellation for more than a 
‘century, owed its name to the Mr. Russell inquestion. His qualities 
be best characterised by two phrases greatly in voguc among 
contemporaries. In his personal character Mr, Russell was 
“original,” and in his business capacity a “notable” man. 
had long abandoned essay-writing at the period of becom- 
this gentleman's tenant ; otherwise, we can feel no doubt that 
¢ Doctor, who relished an original, would have left a character. 
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sketch of Mr. Russell equal to his witty presentations of Newbery, 
the publisher, as “Jack Whirler ; and of Colson the mathematician 
as ‘Gelidus’” 

In Sir Joseph Mawbey’s biographical sketch, which first 
appeared in the “Gentleman's Magnzine” for November, 1784, we 
have a graphic picture of an cighteenth-century merchant, punctilious 
and exact in business, wary in his monetary transactions, building up 
afortune by the steady accumulation of small gains; a “warm” 
‘man, responsible, wellconsidered, public-spirited. A local magnate, 
dwelling in a substantial house in Hesmondsey Street, with its old 
oak-panelling and wainscoted rooms, with his man and two maid- 
servants, “plenty, but no waste!" was the rule in his well-ordered 
establishment. A man of weight amongst his brother wool merchants, 
great at trade-dinners at the famed “ Woolpack Tavern,” he rendered 
them good service on occasion by discounting the bills of those 
“neighbours of whom he had a good opinion (and they were not a 
few)." For this purpose, he kept a running account of £10,000 at 
his banker's. “Asan inhabitant of a large parish, and as a Com- 
missioner of the Pavements and Sewers, he always opposed the 
improper expenditure of public money, and was ever ready to pay 
any sum on such occasions out of his own pocket, rather than put 
the parish or commission to the least charge. It was very much 
‘owing to him that the latter Commissioners introduced the present 
practice of paying for their own dinners at all the public meetings.” 

In alll this we sce nothing but those sober and sterling qualities 
which usually gain for men the respect of their fellow-citizens. But 
peculiarities of temper often obscure the lustre of virtues. Sir 
Joseph Mawbey tells us that Mr, Russell “had a cynical turn, which 
Jed him frequently to oppose the sentiments of others, and that 
rendered him in a degree unpopular.” 

Like Charles Lamb's “ Elia," he “sowed doubtful sayings, and 
reaped unequivocal hatred," 

“Those who knew him best,” says his biographer, “were not 
disgusted with his character, which, though odd, blunt, and singular, 
was sometimes thought entertaining, and always honest.” 

‘The son of thrifty, careful, methodical parents, Richard Russell 
‘was, as Sir Joseph tells us, “bred to an economy bordering on 
parsimony.” These worthy people had, in true eighteenth-century 
fashion, striven to bring up their son ‘in the way he should go,” 
Iaying down sttict rules of conduct, enforcing their lessons by those 
homely proverbs and quaint apophthegms in which our ancestors 
‘abounded. But their son, although fully impressed with the 
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pecenlls of tory tod emidshs Jo Laos eon eee 
keen eye to the main chance, was not content with the humdrum 
life which his parents and many of his neighbours were accustomed 


to lead. 

It is true that Bermondsey was not then the extremely prosaic 
quarter it has since become. It still retained many features of 
peculiar interest. At the southern extremity of Bermondsey Street, 
iteelf one of the oldest thoroughfares in South London, were to be 
‘seen many remains of that famous abbey which had been for several 
centuries the “Westminster of South London.” 

‘The North Gate, resembling that of St. John at Clerkenwell, 
remained intact in Richard Russell’s day; the West Gate still 
existed, but ina more ruinous condition. A large portion of the 
abbey walls, and of the noble mansion called Bermondsey House, 
in which the great Earl of Sussex died, were still to be seen, and 
antiquaries loved to visit the spot, and to muse amidst the scenes of 
departed grandeur. Richard Russell, himself a lover of antiquities, 
must have felt equal pride and pleasure in the associations of his 
native parish. But to a man of expansive temperament the society 
of the place would have appeared far too staid and formal. Tho 
coy plese where any amusement was provided for the parishioners 

the Bermondsey Spa, where an enterprising artist, Mr. Keyse, 
Veescied, sity box govlel sutton to coal agin cP ine 
‘Vauxhall, with concerts and pyrotechnic displays ; adding to its 
other actions a picture galery adored withthe productions of 

pencil. 

Richard Russell longed to participate in other scenes, and, 
therefore, “purchased a Renter's share of Drury Lane Playhouse, 
to gratify his love of theatrical exhibitions, which, in winter, he 
almost constantly attended,” 

‘Mrs. Siddons was the goddess of his idolatry, as the following 
extract from a letter inserted by Sir Joseph shows; 

“ T went to see the two last Acts of * Venice Preserved,’ in which 
she took her leave for the Season in Belvidera; found the House 
quite full: many bad gone away for want of Room, but I put my 
head close to the Stage Box, where 1 very distinctly heard her; 
this, I think, is another Proof of her great Merit, and shows how 
very articulate she spcaks ; to be heard in such a Situation by such 
Ears as mine: indecd, the House was very still; all attentive to 
hear, only when she called forth the highest Plaudits ; However, my 
Situation thus lasted but a few Minutes, for a Gentleman came from 
the back Seat of the Box, and went away, and I took his Place, and 
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‘thus saw, as well as heard, the compleatest Performance, and the 
best Tragedian, I think, of my Time, altho’ I have not forgotten 
‘Mra. Cibber, who was a great Favourite of Mine.” 

‘Although Russell's education had been “narrow and con- 
fined, even for a tradesman,” his natural intelligence and spirit of 
‘inquiry enabled him to overcome this deficiency, and he cultivated 
@ taste for reading, being “in particular an admirer of poetical 
compositions.” 

We know, on the authority of Goldsmith, that in those days 
pictures, taste, Shakespeare, and the musical glasses" were polite 
diversions and topics of fashionable conversation ; and we are also 
aware that pretensions to connoisseurship were then deemed as 
essential to the character of a man of culture as a dabbling in 
‘science and familiarity with the “ologics” are now. Mr, Richard 
Russell was not behind his contemporaries in this important respect, 
He studied antiquities, architecture, painting, sculpture, and left a 
valuable collection of scarce books and rare prints. He became a 
Fellow of the Society of Antiquaries, and so high did his intellectual 
ambition soar that, at the time of his death, hc was a candidate for 
the Fellowship of the Royal Society. 

Tn 1782 be made his appearance as an author, publishing a 
tract entitled : “War with the Senses ; or, Free Thoughts on Snuff- 
‘Taking: by a Friend to Female Beauty.” In this, Sir Joseph 
‘Mawbey says : “ He has attempted a dissuasive against the practice 
of taking snuff as unwholesome, slovenly, and particularly as injurious 
to female beauty, of which he was always a great admirer." 

Tris natural to suppose that Mr. Russell would have forwarded 
@ presentation copy to his former tenant, now residing in Bolt 
Court, and the piquancy of the matter would have regaled Johnson 
as much as Jonas Hanway’s famous “Essay on Tea,” the use of 
which Hanway deprecated on the same grounds, as “injurious to 
female beauty.” 

But, conspicuous as Richard Russell had been in various ways, 
he was destined to make more noise in leaving the world than he 
had ever done whilst living. This was owing to the extraordinary 
provisions of his will, to which alone he owes a place in local history; 
being mentioned in Manning and Bray's “ History of Surrey” and 
‘Thornbury and Walford’s “Old and New London.” 

Although a native of, and lifelong resident in Bermondsey, he 
directed that his interment should take place in the Parish Church 
Of St. John, Horselydown at night, that :-— 

“ Six young Women, Spinsters, of good Character and Reputation 
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between the ages of Twenty-one and Thirty, be required to support 
muy Fall and that they be dressed in black Gar ey oes 
to the Season of the Year, but all alike ; and that they be apparalled 

with silk Scarves, Favours, and Gloves, and whatever other Trophies 
pe seas oes Sad ak proper: 


And T also decire that Four nung Woman, Seater tveabed 
White, do wait on the Pall-Bearers, and that, when the Body shall 
arrive at the Church Gate, and from thence to the place where the 
Body shall rest during the service in the Church, they strew flowers 
before the Pall-Bearers.” 

Mr. Russell ordered bis executors to pay each of the fair pall- 
bearers £50, and to each maiden strewing flowers £20, these 
payments “not to be considered as part of the funeral 

Fr tsther cated at Win ena ot 5s;500 ab Cs RA 
on a monument, to be erected in St, John’s Church ; and, in order 
that no dignity might be wanting to this memorial— 

“The further sum of One Hundred Pounds I give to Doctor 
Samuel Johnson, now or late of Bolt Court, Flect Street, London, 
upon condition he writes an Epitaph to be inscribed on my said 
Monument.” 

‘This bequest was subsequently revoked in a codicil, the name of 
the “Reverend John Grose, now of Bethnal Green,” being sub+ 
stituted for that of Dr. Johnson. With reference to this circumstanee 
Sir Joseph Mawbey says :-— 

“He was a great admirer of Dr. Samuel Johnson, who had 
formerly been his tenant. 

“So far from entertaining a wish that such Epitaph should be 
fulsome, he knew enough of Dr. Johnson to be convinced that he 
was less likely than any other man to flatter the dead or the living, 
‘That he afterwards changed the bequest in favour of the Rev. Mr, 
Grose might, and probably did, arise from the ‘infirm state of Dr, 
Johnson's health, and from a desire of paying a testimony to the 
talent and ingenuity of a worthy young clergyman, who resided many 
years near him, and with whom he had lived on terms of great 
intimacy and friendship.” 

‘Mr, Russell bequeathed the entire remainder of his fortune to 
" charitablefoundations —viz. £3,000tothe Magdalen Hospital, £3,000 
"to the Small-Pox Hospital, £3,000 to the Lying-in Hospital, and all 
‘the residue, after the payment of a few legacies, to the Asylum for 
Female Children. 

» The provisions of the will being made known caused 9 great 
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deal of unfavourable comment; the people of Bermondsey were 
offended by the selection of the Church of St. John, Horselydown, 
‘as his last resting-place, in preference to that of his native parish ; 
and they were also scandalised by the omission from the will of all 
mention of his own relations, Local jealousies were aroused, natural 
feelings outraged, and strong resentment excited. Lverything 
detrimental to the reputation of the deceased was raked up, and the 
expression of general indignation swelled into a chorus of censure 
and reprobation. The news of the approaching funeral, with all its 
singular ceremonies, spread far and wide, filling the light-fingered 
gentry and lovers of disorder with joyful anticipation, One of the 

_ clauses of the will showed that the testator had not left the probability 
of this out of his calculations :—- 

“ And I desire that a proper number of people be employed to 
attend with lights, and to keep good order and decorum, and more 
especially to prevent the Pall-Bearers and their attendants, and 
others, from being incommoded.” 

Sir Joseph Mawbey then describes the final scene : 

“ The funeral procession proceeded without the least obstacle or 
outrage till it came to the Churchyard, where, and in the Church 
ftself, a surprising multitude of both sexes, and all ages, was 
assembled. The singularity of ten virgins attending the funeral of 
an old bachelor, as pall-bearers and strewers of flowers, and their 
‘dresses, excited the curiosity of the Town in general. A prodigious 
crowd was asscmbied, and in it, it is believed, was every pickpocket 
in London, These last placed themselves in the Church and 
Churehyard; they let the ladies follow the corpse without much 
interruption, but before the mourners and attendants could get out 
of their coaches they closed in, prevented these latter from following 
immediately after the ladies, and plundered almost every well-dressed 
person around them. The confusion in the Church arose principally 
from the immense number of spectators; and it would certainly 
Ihave existed if the corpse of the most popular character had been 
carried for interment, in a manner equally pompous and novel.” 

. Mr. Richard Russell had desired, in the language of Sir Thomas 
Browne, to be “ splendid in ashes, and pompous in the grave,” but 
bis executors took it upon them to disregard some of his injunctions, 
‘The proposed monument was never erected, and we read in “Old 
and New London” that “the Executors are said to have considered 
payment which they made to the Rey. Mr, Peters for a painting 
of the patron Saint of the Church over the altar, a8 an equivalent 
jon.” 


compensation, 
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a Sabe Palyhibsted, aan seactioed by Macaulay in Essay 
‘on Johnson,” as a foolish Member of Parliament, at whose speeches 
and whose pigstics the wits of Brookes’s were, fifty years ago, in the 
habit of laughing most unmercifully.” 

‘Ir is always necessary to bear in mind Lord Macaulay's love of 
burlesque description. In Wright's “Caricature History of the 
Georges” allusions are made to Sir Joseph’s hobbies, and in Gilray’s 
“Ancient Concert" the baronet is exhibited, amongst other nota- 
bilities of the day, as performing in the presence of the King But, 
whatever Sir Joseph’s peculiarities may have been, it is impossible 
not to respect the loyalty with which he vindicated the memory of 
his deceased friend, “ whose failings," he said, “have been exagge- 
rated, and whose good qualities have been sunk in general abuse,” 

‘He attributes Russell's desire for a costly monument to his 
great fondness for sculpture, and with regard to the bequests to 
institutions says : 

“These several charitable foundations were established in a 
particular manner, for alleviating the distresses of the most helpless 
and amiable part of the creation, and, as he had been a man of some 
gallantry in the earlier part of his life, may we not charitably suppose 
that he intended making retribution to the fair sex by donations 
in their favour most liberal and uncommon? He exerted himself 
much in his lifetime in the establishment of a very useful charity 
—the Surrey Dispensary, of which at the time of his death he was 
‘one of the patrons, and to which he has given £500 by will.” 

In his letter to “Sylvanus Urban,” accompanying the Memoir, 
Sir Joseph says : 

“T should ill deserve the good opinion that gentleman always 
entertained of me if I could suffer to pass uncontradicted the 
various false and exaggerated accounts of his character and conduct 
with which the public prints have been filled for some weeks past ; 
and I, therefore, transmit to you the following character, originally 
drawn up by me for the ‘St. James's Chronicle,’ in which I have 
inserted nothing but what I believe to be true, and that belief is 
founded cither on my own personal knowledge or authoritics 
Tam persuaded I can rely on.” 

‘These expressions are amply justified by the candour with which 
the narrative is written, and which communicates the impression 
‘that Sir Joseph Mawbey was essentially a gentleman, and the reverse 
of a fool. 

We feel that, as one of Johnson's landlords, Richard Russell 
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was no less deserving of mention than Norris the staymaker and 
Allen the printer, and it is remarkable that no allusion to him 
occurs in Boswell. We have no doubt lost a great deal through 
Boswell’s absence from London at the time of Russell's death, as, 
from the biographer's love of sight-seeing, he would hardly have 
missed such a spectacle as the woolstapler's funcral. It would also 
be most interesting to know what were the relations between 
Johnson and this eccentric landlord, with whom be must have 
had more than business communication. From Johnson's love of 
monasteries we should expect that he could not have been indif- 
ferent to the ancient Abbey. We can picture him walking down 
Bermondsey Street in company with Russell, and passing beneath 
that North Gate, through which Henry the Sccond, with Becket in 
his train, had ridden, and through which Catherine of Valois and 
Elizabeth Woodville, Queens of England, had passed to their last 
resting-place. 


E, 7. CLARKE. 
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NEPTUNE'S OCEAN MAIL, 


ROM the earliest period of authentic history sailors have 
sought a means of communication with the loved ones at 
home when danger threatened. A wooden watertight barrel con 
taining a letter, or letters, was probably the first of Neptune's mail 
carriers across a loncly sea, In February, 1493, Christopher 
Columbus, in his curious caravel, was almost overcome by a savage 
storm not far from Madeira, and, desirous of ensuring to posterity a 
brief record of his discoveries, he enclosed one within a prepared 
barrel and sent the messenger adrift. Although the message was 
‘written on a sheet of parchment which was wrapped in a waxed 
cloth, and the whole embedded in a cake of wax, this famous fore- 
runner of Neptune's mail has never been seen since. In August, 
1848, Captain Bird, R.N., of H.M.S. “ Investigator,” despatched a 
cask containing a written message, which was five weeks later picked 
up by a whaleship and the paper forwarded to the Admiralty. In 
September, 1849, another whaleship found a sealed bottle drifting 
about at sea containing signed documents from Sir John Franklin, 
Unfortunately, they bore date of June 30, 1845, only a few weeks after 
the intrepid Arctic explorer had sailed on his last quest. Mr. James 
Gordon Bennett, of the “New York Herald," sent out the little 
yacht “Jeannette” by way of Behring Strait to make explorations 
under the gallant De Long, of the United States Navy. She, how- 
ever, got fast in the grip of the relentless ice on September 7, 1879, 
only ten days after entering the Arctic Sea, and remained till crushed 
‘on June 12, 1881. Before abandoning the “ Jeannette,” Commander 
De Long sewed up an account of her dismal drift in a piece of 
Diack rubber, placed the package inside a barrel, and sent away the 
messenger. All hands reached the New Siberia Islands by the aid 
of boats and sledges, and thence proceeded for the Lena delta, 
‘One boat has not been heard of since ; a second, in charge of Chief 
_ Engineer Melville, managed to regain civilisation ; and the third, 
Minder De Long himself, after arriving at the rendezvous, Jost all but 
two of her occupants from starvation und exposure. The barrel 
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failed in its mission ; although, in 1834, portions of the 
fittings of the “Jeannette” were found near Julianshaab, Greenland, 
and thus indicated to Nansen a possible route for the “Fram.” 
Admiral Markham, ever eager to acquire familiarity with Arctic 
navigation in his carlier years, which he afterwards turned to good 
account as an explorer, made an adventurous trip in the tiny 
“Isbjorn” to Nova Zembla in 1879. At Silver Bay he stumbled 
over a glass bottle half hidden on the beach by soil and small stones, 
Surprised at finding it carefully corked, Admiral Markham broke the 
seal. Inside was a strip of very dirty paper, on which was scribbled 
in Norwegian the following legend: “ Stopped here for sport in the 
steamer ‘Germania’ to-day. Shot here four reindeer, August 9th, 
1893." Three men had signed this document, fated to remain 
undisturbed for eight years, Andrée, who disappeared while seeking 
to reach the North Pole in a big balloon, is said to have taken with 
him metal flasks of form fitted to withstand ice pressure ; and the 
world has the melancholy satisfaction of knowing that one of these 
members of Neptune's ocean mail is reported to have been found 
firmly fixed in drift ice at Huravik, on the north-east coast of 
Teeland. 

Bottles soon became regular members of Neptune's ocean mail 
because they are inexpensive, handy, and reliable. Moreover, 
seamen perceived that these bottle messengers might be utilised in 
determining the direction of sea surface currents ; and Neptune's ocean 
mail developed into a recognised institution, Of late years the 
‘United States Hydrographic Office at Washington has issued several 
most interesting supplements to its monthly “ Pilot Chart of the 
North Atlantic,” setting forth recent bottle drifts, together with clear 
and concise explanations. Mr. H.C. Russell, F.R.S,, of Melbourne 
Observatory, has also made a detailed study of the drifts of members 
of Neptune's ocean mail in the Southern Ocean, 

Inhabitants of the Westmanna Islands, when unable to com- 
municate with passing vessels owing to the boisterous combination 
of Neptune and olus, endeavour to get in touch with the outside 
world by means of the bottle post. A letter is placed inside an 
empty bottle, together with a small coin ora cake of tobacco to ensure 
the finder's services, which is then securely sealed and thrown into 
the sea at the most available part of the coast. Consequent on 
the average drift of the sca surface theee messengers generally come 
ashore on the coast of Iceland, often landing at or near the small 
town of Eyrenbakke, on the south-west of the island, In July, 
1899, some passengers on the steamship “Magnetic,” r= a 
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photegraphic excursion from Scotland to Iceland and back, bad a 
somewhat similar experience. When the ship was in sight of the 
Westmanna Islands they despatched a specially-prepared bottle 
containing a card and a letter. In January, 1891, this messenger 
was picked up by asteamer anchored at the Loffoden Islands, having 
drifted about nine hundred miles in six months anda half, West~ 
manna folk are not by any means the only lonely islanders who 
take advantage of Neptune's ccean mail. In June, 1895, for 
example, a tin canister was found on the island of Burra, west of 
the Shetlands, which contained four letters for Glasgow, three for 
Harris, and two for England, together with full postage, and a 
note dated St. Kilda, N.B. March 1, 1898, signed Findlay Gillies, 
requesting the finder to forward the letters, as they related to 
important business matters. ‘The distance from St Kilda to 
Shetland is three hundred miles, and the messenger was three and a 
half months covering the distance. On January 1, 1891, a letter 
for 2 London lady was put into a goatskin, which was closed, 
inflated, tarred, and thrown into the sea at St. Kilda, after the usual 
manner, in the hope that the messenger would soon reach the 
Scotch coast. For two years it floated about, and eventually was 
found by a fisherman on the coast of Norway. Being unable to 
read English, the finder kept the missive for two more years, and 
then, falling ill, he confessed toa priest and handed it to his care. 
From the priest it passed to the British Consul, thence to Edinburgh, 
and finally reached the lady for whom it was intended in August, 
1895, just four years and a half after being sent away, On the 
seashore at Lower Barvas, on the west side of Lewis, in January, 
1889, a tin box fastened to a float was found by the Deputy 
Receiver of Wreck. Upon breaking open the box four letters were 
discovered, addressed to different persons, and bearing the date 
cand January, 1889, St. Kilda. This member of Neptune’s ocean 
mail must have lcisurcly traversed the distance at the rate of about 
half a mile an hour. In August, 1889, there was picked up at 
‘Deerness, Orkney, a tin vessel in the shape of a top, painted red, 
sealed above a common cork, and neatly got up in details. Painted 
fn white around the upper part was the legend, “A message from 
God inside. Kindly open.” Inside was an International Gospel 
card, bearing on one side the flags of twelve nations, and on the 
other side a text from John ili. 18 in the same languages. There 
‘was also a booklet of eight pages, entitled “ He was drowned; I was. 
saved.” 

On March 1, 1825, one of the old East Indiamen, the “ Kent,” 
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caught fire while crossing the Bay of Biscay, and all on board 
were within measurable distance of eternity, Major McGregor, 
father of the well-known “Rob Roy” McGregor, with whom canoe’ 
‘voyages were an irresistible passion, happened to be a passenger and 
bethought him of Neptune’s ocean mail. With the wings of the 
angels of death flapping ominously in close proximity the gallant 
Major McGregor calmly wrote the following pathetic message, 
placed it Inside an available bottle, and sent his messenger adrift :-— 
“The ship ‘The Kent,’ East Indiaman, is on fire. Elizabeth, 
Joanna, and myself commit our spirits into the hands of our blessed. 
Redeemer, His grace enables us to be quite composed in the 
awful prospect of eternity, D. W. N. McGregor, rst March, 1825, 
Bay of Biscay.” Fortunately for them a little brig, the “ Cambria,” 
driven out of her course, with fifty Cornish miners on board, hove in 
sight just in time to rescue 547 of the passengers and crew from the 
baring East Indiaman. Ninety met death cither by burning or by 
drowning. Nearly two years had elapsed, and Major McGregor had 
returned to his home in Scotland, when the origina) note was returned 
to him from Barbados, where it had been found on the beach by 
abather on September 30, 1826, A melancholy message reached 
England from the ill-fated steamship “London.” Her captain, 
Jobn Bohun Martin, with unconquered soul, although knowing full 
well that he, at any rate, would never again gaze upon the white 
cliff of Albion, preserved a bold front till the vessel took bim down 
to a watery grave. Shortly before his final address to the crew, 
“Boys, you may say your prayers,” a bottle message was despatched 
by a passenger who proved himself not less intrepid than the captain. 
Ta March, 1866, this messenger from the loved and lost was picked 
up on Brighton beach by Mr. C. D. Elliott, of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. It contained a torn envelope, on which was written in 
pencil: “January 12. On board the ‘London.’ We are just 
going down. No chance of safety. Please give this to Avonia 
Jones, Surrey Theatre. Gustavus Vaughan Brooke.” The writer, the 
famous actor of the early sixties, went down with the ship while 
resignedly watching the boats leave, well aware that there were not 
sufficient boats to cope with the life-saving requirements, “ Women 
and children first” is alwaysthe cry that appeals most forcibly to the 
heart of everyone to whom English is the native language. Upon 
the receipt of this message from the dead, Mrs. Brooke, whose stage 
‘name Was Avonia Jones, recognised the handwriting as that of hee 
husband, who had sailed in the “ London” to carry outan Australian 
tour! 
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In November, 1888, a bottle messenger came ashore in Draidge 
Bay from a sailing ship which, by a curious coincidence, was actually 
posted at Lloyd's on that same day as missing. The message ran as 
follows ; “Barque ‘Cumeria,’ May 9. Should this be picked up 
please tell all my friends that the treatment I am receiving is awful, 
and all the crew say we shall never reach port, the ship is making so 
much water. Westerley, apprentice.” This vessel left the Tyne on 
April 30, 1888, bound for Valparaiso, and, apart from this message, 
no news of her has ever been received, except that she was spoken 
about 1,000 miles north-east of Cape Horn when forty-five days out. 
In 2893 2 bottle messenger from a big sailing ship of Liverpool 
was found The message it contained was as follows; ‘Ship 
* Buckingham,’ 24th November, 1890. Captain killed bya coolie on 
11 October at 12.30, off the Shetland Islands, Ship at present off 
Bermudas, forty-five days from Dundee, bound for New York, All 
well. If found, forward to Fred Seaborne, West Street, Newport, 
Pembroke, South Wales.” This note eventually reached the vessel's 
owners, and they certified that the handwriting was that of one who 
was an apprentice at the time on board the “Buckingham 5” the 
facts related were“also absolutely true. 

A steamship, the “ Pelican,” sailed on October 12, 1897, from 
Tacoma, Puget Sound, for Taku, China, and, nothing more 
haying been heard of her, she was posted at Lloyd's as missing in 
February, 1898. Her chief officer, Mr. W. J. Patterson, felt elated. 
at his promotion to the ‘Pelican ;” but his wife is reported to have 
had a presentiment of troublous times. She therefore prevailed 
upon Mr. Patterson to promise her that should any serious accident 
occur to the vessel he would at once take advantage of Neptune’s 
ocean mail and send her a message by bottle messenger, In June, 
1899, twenty months after the “Pelican " set out to meet her fate, a 
bottle containing a message from Mr. Patterson was actually picked 
up by the American schooner “Herman” at Portage Bay, Alaska. 
‘The hasty note, written on a sheet of the Northern Pacific Steamship 
Company's paper, read as follows: “S.S. ‘Pelican.’ Lat. 50° N. 
Long, 175° W. The ship is sinking. We are leaving her in frail 
“poats, Please report us. W, J. Patterson, Chief Officer.” The ship’s 
at ‘Tacoma compared the handwriting of this message with 
‘of documents signed by Mr. Patterson at their office, and found 
to be identical. Diligent search was made in the vicinity of 
the bottle messenger’s landing, but no trace, either of the steamer 
“or of her boats, could be discovered. On February 9, 1900, hows 
ever, a second bottle messenger tumed up at Ukomok Island, about 
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five hundred miles from the position given as that where the vessel 
foundered. In October, 1899, Mr. R. Mattson, owner of the 
barque “Gessner” of Mariehamn, Captain Janson, which left 
Antwerp on January 26, 1899, for Sapelo, Georgia, received through 
‘the Rossian Consulate, from the Board of Trade, a communication 
stating that on April 21a bottle was found near Bishop Rock con- 
taining the following message : “Ship ‘Gessner,’ of Mariehamn, was 
Jost in the Atlantic on rath February, 1899. Greetings to Aaland 
and my betrothed. She lives in Saltwik, and we shall meet at the 
Bate of heaven with the Redeemer, Greet my parents and sister, 
and we also shall mect with God in heaven. It is so hard to part, 
very hard. J. T. Holmberg, Second Mate.” ‘The owners were 
aware that a second mate named John Theodor Holmberg shipped 
in the “ Gessner" on October 8, 1893. 

Captain A. Simpson, of the Aberdeen White Star Line steamship 
“ Moravian," trading between London and Australia, bas had a varied 
experience with bottle messengers, extending over a long series of 
years, It is his practice to present every finder of a bottle messcn- 
ger sent adrift by him with a copy of Froude’s “Oceana ;” and he has 
had about 200 returned, from every part of the world. A humorous 
letter from Captain Simpson with respect to his bottle messages 
‘appeared in 1889 in the columns of “ Ally Sloper:” “Dear Ally,” 
wrote Captain Simpson, ‘*1 herewith enclose a specimen copy of one 
of your watch coupons, which has been regularly forwarded to you 
‘every day at noon in an ‘Unsweetencd” bottle (contents extracted 
of course), duly sealed, with the ship's position and date, ... These 
‘bottles, in the ordinary course of the currents, should be landed on 
Some part of the known or unknown world. . . . You may hear any 
day of your coupons turning up, and when the French cut the canal, 
and let the waters of the Atlantic flood the Sahara, you may 
feceive a surprise, even from Timbuctoo.” 

In August, 1872, if we may accept the published report as 
Accurate, 2 dismasted derelict vessel, the “ Glenalvon,” was fallen in 
with by the schooner “Lancaster” in mid-Atlantic. Captain Martin, 
of the latter vessel, lowered a boat and boarded the stranger. Six 
skeletons were found about her decks, but not a scrap of food, 
‘An open Bible lay on the cabin table, face downwards, together with 
@ revolver having two chambers loaded, and a bottle containing a 
‘Scrap of paper on which was written; “Jesus, guide this to some 
helper. Merciful God, don’t let us perish.” The captain's body 
was found in his berth, and he had apparently been too weak to’ 
send this bottle messenger adrift. Several letters were scattered’ 
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over the captain's bed, one of which was addressed to “Dear Kate! 
from Martinique, and signed “Robert C. Hart.” ‘The bodies were 
teverently committed to the deep and the vessel left to her solitary 
‘drift. Picture for one moment the terrible trial of a shipmaster thus 
situated. Day after day the despairing men would have scanned 
the horizon for a passing sail; gradually the cffects of starvation 
proved too powerful for the sailors; and cventually the master alone 
remained to watch for that help which came too late, In March, 
4885, when about 200 miles from Point de Galle, the steamship 
“Asbton” came up with a raft, made out-of bamboo cane, which 
‘bore upon it the dead body of amanandtwo books, Oncof the crew 
secured the books by the aid of a boat-hook, and on opening them 
the contents appeared to be set forth in Hindustani. Soon after- 
wards the finder developed choleraic symptoms, so the books were 
at once thrown overboard. Shortly there was published an in- 
teresting short story of the sea from the facile pen of Mr. Clark 
Russell based upon this curious specimen of Neptune’s ocean mail. 
Novelists of repute have, quite naturally, turned the bottle messenger 
to some account when telling us of the things whereof we know they 
‘were not and could not be so, The late Sir Walter Besant, in 
“The Captain’s Room," tells a delightful story with respect to 
the picking up of a bottle messenger by a country craft on her way 
from Calcutta to Moulmein. A slender roll of paper, tied round 
feast gece sfbbon, contsiced ‘the’ lafoomation thet His sisenaee 

” Captain Rex Armiger, was hard and fast on a 
merchant-marring rock, in dire distress. Needless to relate, this 
message, addressed to his sweetheart, led to the repatriation of 
Captain Armiger, despite the fact that the geographical position 
indicated was at least open to doubt. Enoch Arden in the soul- 
stirring recital would probably have had less suffering, and 
Robinson Crusoe might have robbed millions of English lads of 
many hours’ delight, bad they bethought them to take advantage 
of Neptune's ocean mail. Even the denizens of the deep assist in 
this service, if all we read be true. In February, 1897, some fish 
curers at Buckie, Banffshire, were surprised by the appearance of a 
corked Jemonade bottle inside a huge codfish they had opened. A 
“Message it contained ran as follows: “Schooner ' Ulusio’ foundered 
miles off Dunnet Head. God help us! J. Clower, Ghent, 
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Anonymous letters occasionally pass through the post in this 
and hoaxes by bottle messengers seem to afford amuse- 
persons quite unmindful of the pain caused thereby to 
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friends and relatives of those concerned. Some years ago there was 
found a bottle close to the entrance of the river Mersey which gave 
rise to considerable anxiety, It contained a circumstantial account 
‘of the foundering of the steamship “ Great Britain,” with the loss of 
all ber passengers and crew. Fortunately the “Great Britain" was 
spoken a few days later, and the report thereof allayed the fears of 
those at home. The offer of a substantial reward failed to disclose 
the sender of this insensate message, When H.MLS, “ Atalanta” 
disappeared during a passage across the Atlantic a similar hoaxing 
bottle messenger was picked up at about the same spot. In April, 
1890, a bottle reached the Cornish coast containing a message 
purporting to come from a New York banker who had been a 
passenger on the well-known Atlantic liner “ Erin,” which had dis- 
appeared some months previously. 

Only a small percentage of the members of Neptune's ocean 
‘mail fulfil their allotted task. Barnacles gather on them, heavy seas 
smash them on making the land where rocks abound, and some 
renin unnoticed on a lonely beach remote from the busy haunts of 
men. Public attention having been called to Neptune’s ocean 
mail by the work of the United States Hydrographic Office, the 
Deutsche Scewarte, and the Australian authorities, the future will 
probably indicate a larger meed of success in delivery, notwith- 
standing the many and various causes conspiring together to hinder 
the messengers. Mr. Clement Wragge, of Ben Nevis fame, when a 
passenger on board the sailing ship “Hesperus,” between Australia 
and England, in 1878, despatched 150 bottle messengers. Only 
half a dozen were ever heard of again. 

Regarded as indicators of ocean currents, the members of 
Neptune's ocean mail have helped to determine the general drift of 
the sea surface, as also the close connection between winds and 
currents. Tho Hereditary Prince of Monaco, in his yacht “ L’Hiron- 
delle,” spent much time and moncy in attempting to determine the 
surface drift of the North Atlantic Ocean by the aid of ocean mes- 
Sengers. He employed metallic spheres, barrels, and bottles in 188s, 
bottles only in 1886, and glass floats in 1887. From the Prince's ex- 
periments it is concluded that the currents in the Bay of Biscay are 
not what earlier inquirers have led us to believe, Apparently the 
messengers of Neptune's ocezn mail despatched by the Prince 
prove that the waters of the Gulf Stream extension split at Ushant. 
One portion proceeds up the English Channel ; while the remainder 
enters the Bay of Biscay, travels southward, skirting the coast of 
France, and finds an outlet to the westward by following the north 





in 8° N., 24° W., was drifted westward past the West India Islands, 
and eventually found a resting-place in the Shetlands, after a journey 
of 7,800 miles. On July 12, 1892, while at the entrance to the 
Strait of Belle Isle im the steamship “ Sarnia," that well-known 
author, Mr. J. E. Muddock, sent away an ordinary soda-water bottle 
containing a message. It was picked up on the coast of Norway, 
485 days later, after a drift of 4,000 miles to the north-west. A 
bottle messenger sent off by Mr, C. McLean from Paddock Hull, 
‘Massachusetts, on September 1, 1887,was next heard of as having been 
found on the beach near San Fernando, Spain, on February 28, 1892. 
Another member of Neptune’s occan mail came ashore on August 
9, 1895, at Hirtshals, Denmark, and the message was forwarded to the 
Customs authorities at Lerwick. It had been sent by a Shetlander, 
@ passenger on board the steamship “ Lake Ontario," when in $q4° N., 
46° W,, on August 31, 1893, and had occupied two years in covering 


of the equator, generally pass north-west of Cape St. oe 
onwards into the North Atlantic, If despatched from a more 
latitude they will usually come ashore on the east coast of 
America. Still further south, on the southern side of the 
Atlantic anti-cyclonic wind system, bottle messengers travel to 
‘eastward. Mrs. A. W. Warn, wife of Captain Warn, of the 
pg ship Rimac,” of Liverpool, being much interested in ocean 
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currents, frequently sends off bottle messengers. One despatched by 
Mrs. Warn on August 17, 1896, in 35° S., 152° E., with a message 
addressed to the United States Hydrographcr at Washington, 
eventually arrived at its destination. It was found on May 9, 1899, 
on the Queensland coast, halfway between Brisbane and Mary- 
borough ; and the United States Hydrographer, in acquainting Mrs. 
Warn of the fact, took occasion to express his appreciation of her 
co-operation in the investigation of ocean currents. On June 18, 
1806, the captain of the “Lord Ripon,” then in 52° S, 4° W., 
sent off a member of Neptune's ocean mail containing a message 
addressed to Mr. Russell, F.R.S., of Sydney Observatory. On 
March 18, 1899, this messenger tumed up at Cape York, in the 
extreme north of Australia, having been two years and nine months 
making a journey of 9,560 miles. Another sent off from the ship 
“J. HL. Lubken” on February 5, 1892, in 4° S, 86° W., reached 
Queensland, in 15° 44 S., 145° 27’ E., on September 30, 1894, 
thus affording an cxccllent example of the westerly drift of the sea sur- 
face caused by the easterly wind of the South Pacific area of high 
barometer. A bottle-drift chart issued by Mr. Russell shows that 
Several sent away at different dates over the arca comprised by lines 
joining Amsterdam Island, Kerguelen, and the Crozets, all reached the 
shore either at New Zealand or Australia. On the northern side of 
the South Indian Ocean, many bottles scnt off between ro” S. and 
20°S,, from 100° E. to 80° E,, came ashore on the east coast of Africa. 
‘Many other instances might be given of the successfull work carried out 
by Neptune's ocean mail; but sufficient has been written to show 
that messages of this nature are both useful and interesting. 


WM, ALLINGILAM, 
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L—Mouse Myra. 
HE mouse does not play a very dignified part in modern 


But in this matter the world has departed from its ancient traditions, 
‘The position of the mouse in mythology is a very important one, 
and one on which the little creature might still reflect with pride, A 
special name of Apollo, as mentioned by Homer, was Apollo 
Smintheus, which means “lord of the mice ;” and we often find the 
mouse given as the symbol of the god. Sometimes Apollo is 
represented with the mouse in his hand ; more often the animal is 
at his feet. The connection apparently had its birth in Asia Minor, 
not in Greece ; and it is practically certain that the idea had its rise 
in totemism. The very name Smintheus was applied to different 
localities, just as in Teutonic lands we find many places bearing the 
affix of Wolf or Raven. Ailian, speaking of Hamaxitus in the 
“Troad,” says: “In the temple of Apollo Smintheus mice are 
nourished, and food is offered to them at the public expense ; and 
white mice dwell beneath the altar." But at this very time the cultus 
of the mouse must have been in its decline; it was, as we sce, 
already subordinated to anthropomorphic ideas. Apollo was now 
the god; the mouse had become merely his attendant. At a period 
far carlicr the mouse itself would have been the divinity, Many ofthe 
regulations against certain beasts as being unclean were simply 
an effort to combat lingering traces of totemism—that long-lived 
Teverence for special creatures as being tribal or family ancestors. 
‘Among other unclean creeping things, the Israelites were forbidden 
‘to cat the mouse, In Babylon the mouse had been eaten ceres 
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monially ; but this does not quite prove that it was worshipped ; 
though the eating ofa beast was often a feature of decaying totemism— 
just as cannibalism was frequently astrictly religious, and not Epicurean, 
process. It does not appear whether mouse worship was originally 
‘Semitic or Aryan; possibly it was both. We certainly find it in 
the Aryan myths of India, Rudra, the thunder god, a kind of 
Hindu Apollo, was a special patron of the mouse; “Thy animal is 
the mouse, O Rudra!” says one of the Vedas, The shrew-mouse 
‘was worshipped in Egypt. Different stories have been invented to 
account for carly reverence for the mouse—stories of how armies 
were saved by mice gnawing the bowstrings of thcir encmics, and 
similar traditions, which may have had a slight substratum of fact; 
but the worship of this and other creatures whom we now contemn 
is far more casily explained by the totemistic theory. Speaking of 
the carly Peruvians, Garcilasso says that there was not an animal, 
however vile and filthy, that they did not worship as a god. ‘This 
was before the coming of the Incas, who, when they conquered the 
country, did not so much endeavour to do away with all the older 
superstitions as to embrace and pervade them with their own superior 
sun worship. Christianity did much the same in our own land ; in fact, 
it could do nothing clse. Egyptian and Hellenic mythologies would 
have faced the same necessity. ‘Ihe superstitious notions, degraded 
as they were, formed so inherent 2 part of the people that they 
could not be eradicated by any hasty process ; it was far casier to 
adopt them and give them the veneer of a loftier faith, The mouse 
‘myth must have been adopted after this fashion, and made a part of 
religions whose general tendencies were far more philosophic. The 
myth did not dic, but throve and became again vital during 
the Middle Ages. By some means the mouse became a symbol of 
the human soul, We find this idea in the legend of Bishop 
Hatto and his Mouse Tower on the Rhine ; but the story itself, as 
applied to the Bishop, is fictitious, though the Bishop himself is not, 
Tt was probably a spite against the Church that caused the tale to 
be attached to this and other clergymen. It is related of a Swiss 
nobleman that during a famine, finding the presence of numerous 
‘clamouring poor a nuisance, he invited these to gather in a great 
‘barn, to which he set fire. While the air was ringing with their 
cries, he exclaimed merrily, “Hear how the rats and mice are 
squealing!” Shortly after he was assailed by a swarm of mice; 
and to eseape from these he took up his residence in a castle situated 
in the midst of Lake Constance. Hither the mice pursued him, and 
rested not till they had gnawed all ‘the flesh from his bones. It is 








—_—_—_ 


180 The Gentleman's Magasine. 


‘said that traces of his castle may still be seen in the bottom of the 
lake. ‘The same tale is told in many different versions and of many 
different localities. In one case the rats came in behalf of St. 
Clement, and worked vengeance on a man who had wronged that 
saint ; and in this instance the doomed man had actually suspended 
wr eeaea teers Nebiriaelinal mal ernie AC 

the hungry swarms Another saint with whom the mouse is 
associated is St. Gertrude, the patroness of souls when they first 


the souls of women in Norse mythology, is also represented as 
leading an army of mice. It is cvident that, both here and in 
Christian art, we have the mouse as a type of the soul. Similarly 
there is the story of the Piper of Hamelin and the rats that followed 
his piping. My. Baring-Gould even thinks that the saying, “rats 
desert a falling house" (or a sinking ship), had its origin in this old 
mythical connection with the soul; and he also thinks that such 
tales as that of Bishop Hatto may have originated in the old pagan 
practice of human sacrifice. If a country were infested by mice or 
tats, it would have tallied with heathen notions to make a sacrifice 
to the rat deity. Under exactly similar circumstances we find that 
the Philistines “ made five golden mice as an offering to the Lord." 
Some of those who remember the days when magiclanterns were @ 
novelty, recollect that a popular slide used to represent a mouse 
issuing from the mouth of a sleeping man, and going into it again. 
‘Whatever may have been the origin of this conception as a 
humorous representation for entertainment, the idea is a very ancient 
one. A Black Forest legend tells of a miller who lay down to sleep, 
Sree dee ape pleaery earch tc 

‘He drove the little creature away, but by doing so was unconsciously 
preventing his master's spirit from returning to his body ; the miller 
therefore never awaked. According to another similar legend, the 
mouse was probably going in search of drink ; for a Bohemian tale 
tells of a labourer falling asleep while his comrades went in search 
of a drinking-well. While he continued sleeping a white mouse 
fan out of his mouth, went to the spring and drank, and then 
retumed and entered the sleeper again. A Thuringian story refers 
to a servant girl. While sitting with some companions she fell 
asleep, Presently they noticed a red mouse creep from her mouth 
and run out of the window. One of them immediately tried to” 
Fouse the slumbering girl, but failed to do so; they then carried 
her away, probably to lay her on her bed. Before long the mouse 


returned, and appeared to be seeking desperately for the girl, Not 
succeeding in finding her, it disappeared ; and the girl died. Itis 
possible that some dim memories of this idea of the mouse being 
the soul of man or woman may be at the root of the dread of mice 
which we find in persons otherwise courageous enough. But the 
dread of the little creature has survived the reverence long paid to 
it. Sometimes it is retained by boys as a pet; more often it is 
sacrificed to the gods of the domestic hearth. If we now seek to. 
find atype of the soul in the animal creation, we are not likely to 
select the mouse. 


Ti.—Water-Srimits. 


Every mythology of which we have any record has an abundant 
supply of tales about water-sprites, whether of the sea or of rivers 
and lakes. We need not go to Greece for stories of sirens and 
nainds; later European mythology can give us equally interesting 
and less familiar instances, The mermaid has been sufficiently dealt 
with ; she has struck the fancy of poets and romancers to so great 
‘an extentas to bave become absolutely conventional. But Teutonic, 
Celtic, and Slavic myths can tell us of stranger creatures still—of 
neckart and kelpies and Undines and wilis, Water in itself was 
worshipped of old time, and the imagination of man gave it in- 
habitants of striking and varicd characteristics. Christianity found 
this propensity so deeply rooted that it could only give a. faint 
Christian colour to the superstition ; the well already sacred became 
the holy well, the saint's well. Sacrifices were actually offered to 
rivers in the darker ages, and there can be no doubt that these 
sacrifices were sometimes human beings, The spirit of the waters, 
whatever its nature or its name, was supposed to lure men to de- 
‘struction; no person was accidentally drowned without it being 
thought that the watersprite had dragged or lured him down. The 
‘idea lingers in the old couplet that clings to the river Dart : 


River of Dart, River of Dast, 
Brery year thou claimest heart 5 


and other rivers have similar traditions. Sometimes the waterspirit 
is like the genuine mermaid ; more often she is 4 beautiful woman, 
without the unattractive fishy appendage, but with the long hair and 
the comb. Such as these are the Russian rwsd/éi—lovely girls with 
garlanded hair, bathing or sunning themselves by lakeside and river, 
‘The Poles call them wilis, the Servians vilas ; and with their beauty 
they lure men into the deep, Sometimes they become wedded to 








Grimm, “the fossegrim clutches hold of the player's right hand, and 
guides it up and down till the blood starts out of the finger-tips ; 
then the pupil is perfect in his art, and can play so that the trees 
shall dance and torrents in their fall stand still" Fruit and bread 


demand such a boon in return for teaching the fiddle. Mathew 
Amold has given us one version of a tale which has survived in 
many different forms, A variant of the tale tells how two boys, 
playing by the side of a stream, saw a nix or neck with a harp in his 
hands. They said, “Why do you sit and play here? You know 
that you can never be saved." Weeping bitterly, the neck threw 
away his horp and disappeared in the waves, Returning to their 
home, the boys told their father, who was 2 priest, what bad 
happened to them. ‘The father said, “ You have done wrong to this 
poor neck, Go back and comfort him, and tell him that he may be 
saved.” So the boys returned to the river, and found the neck wail- 
ing on its banks. ‘They said, “Do not cry so, poor neck; father 
says that your Redecmer liveth also.” With joy the neck took up 
his harp again, and played beautifully upon it till late into the night. 
Sometimes the nix was supposed to take the shape of a foal, and to 
tempt children to ride upon its back; it would then plunge with 
them into the waves. Smaller, and perhaps more attractive, waters 
“maidens were represented as sitting upon the leaves of waterlilies, 
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‘The cexhorse, ot water-bull, is a very different creature ; in Teutonic 
tales it is said that be may sometimes be caught and harnessed to 
‘the plough, but he is a difficult beast to manage. Most Scottish 
Takes have their tradition of a water-bull. In a conversation 
recorded by Campbell we have the following : “ My father’s brother 
‘was a berd, and he was herding at the end of that loch, and he saw 
the water-bull coming out of the water; he was close to him, He 
‘was an ugly beast, not much more than the size of a stirk, rough 
and bluegrey.” In one Highland legend a water-bull saves a girl 
from being carricd off by a rejected lover. The water-horse and 
Kelpie are also familiar fancies in Celtic Scotland. So circumstantial 
were old stories of water-horses that it is said sportsmen visiting the 
Highlands have actually gone in chase of them. Campbell belicved 
the myth to be a survival of some imaginary water-god. The Isle of 
‘Man has also its water-bulls and water-horses, very similar to those 
of Scotland. Waldron tells us that a ncighbour of his, whose ficlds 
‘were much visited by a water-bull, gathered his men together and 
hunted into the water ; and Train gives similar accounts. But the 
genuine water-beast of superstition seems to have been able to 
assume any shape at will. Perhaps these beasts do not exactly 


come under the heading of water-sprites. 

‘There are still surviving charms and spells against the power of 
waterspirits. One such is a Norwegian verse, to be quoted against 
the nix; it embodies the superstition that steel is a proof against 
evil spirits : 


Nick, nick, needle in water 

‘The Virgin Mary casts steel in the water t 

‘Thou sink, 1 flee. 
Bathers thought ft a safeguard to use such charms as this. But 
water-sprites were sometimes kindly and ready to bestow gifts. 
Stories of women having been summoned to act as midwives to 
spiritual beings are not uncommon in folklore; and we find in 
Lather’s “Table Talk" a story of a midwife being fetched to attend 
@ nix in the river Mulda. She received no injury from her descent 
Lelow the water. Sometimes it is asserted that the death of the 
‘human being who is lured into the water by a nix is not due to the 
malevolence of that sprite; it is merely the accident of human exist- 
ence that it cannot survive below water, and the river-sprité com- 
Passionately takes the souls of drowned men to his home, In 
‘Scandinavian mythology the goddess Rn was said to receive the 
souls of drowned persons, drawing them to herinanet. A more 
curious Teutonic fancy tells of a water-spirit Keeping the souls of 
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drowned persons “in pots turned upside down ;” a peasant 
arrives, who tips these pots over, and the souls all escape. The 
strange cries that superstitious imagination sometimes hears at night 
are supposed to come from nixes, and they are held to foretell death 
by drowning. So, too, in North Cornwall weird cries are heard 
around the river Gannel from some spirit that haunts that desolate 
coast ; and country-folk dreaded to pass that dreary ford when these 
cries could be heard—even though they were but the voices of 
seafowl. 
ARTHUR L. SALMON. 


THE ISLE IN THE MORASS, AND 
ITS REMARKABLE TRADITIONS. 


ATFIELD CHACE, not very far from Doncaster, is certainly 
one of the most interesting big “ bits” of Yorkshire. King 
Edwin, the first Christian king of Northumbria, had a summer 
palace bere; here, too, he was slain in battle by Penda and 
Ceadwalla. Prince Hatfield, brother to Edward the Black Prince, 
was born in the parish in 1336; and twenty years later Edward 
Balliol was having fine sport on the royal chace—the largest one in 
England, containing within its limits about 180,000 acres of land, 
water, common, fen, and morass, Endless programmes of pleasure 
were prepared for Henry VIIT. on this royal domain, For hundreds 
of years kings and their nobles hunted its stags and hinds, The 
trapper, the viper-catcher, and the fowler found unlimited sport. 
Up to a comparatively recent date the bitten and the avocet 
frequented the Chace ; among other uncommon visitors being therutf, 
reeve, redshank, and godwit. To-day the low bush of cottan-grass, - 
sweet gale, sundew, andromeda, whortleberry, bracken, and ling 
presents a beautiful ground picture, as absorbing in its way as the 
breezy mountain and fell. 

‘Three miles, as the plover flies, south-east of Hatfield Church 
there is an arable oasis of about sixty acres slightly raised above the 
marshy level of Hatfield Moor. According to a survey taken in 1607 
this island of Lindholme contained “twelve trees, all oaks.” At 
that time, and for two centuries after Cornelius Vermuyden had 
completed his Herculean drainage scheme, Lindholme was actually 
more difficult of access than the stormy Hebrides, and the marshes 
by which it was surrounded were less trodden than the shifting sands of 
Arabia. Even in the time of a great drought a dry surface of moss 
would not infrequently conceal a deep pit of swamp, where the 
adventurer, in spite of hig traditional yard-long bog shoes, would 
immediately sink up 10 his waist In the time of a great flood 
Lindholme was accessible by boat; when the morass was 
macadamised by King Frost communication with it generally 
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became possible on foot. Some idea of the danger lurking around 
these marshes will be gathcred from the fact that they would rise and 
fall according to the pressure of the four or five rivers as they poured 
into the Levels, and flowed along or percolated beneath, 


inviolate holy island—a refuge for hermits from, it is supposed, the 
sixth century to the time of Vermuyden. All sorts of wild stories are 
circulated about a certain William de Lindholme, who does the most 
ridiculous and contradictory things I have heard him claimed as a 
Saxon “ hero,” though it is safer to make him contemporaneous with 
Henry VI. It is impossible to give him a character, for while local 
poets have whitewashed it, tradition-mongers have blackwashed it, 
and given us a giant hermit absolutely barren of religious feelinga 
sort of Prospero or Paracelsus, endowed with powers supernatural 
and in league with infernal spirits, In the benighted ages, and 
‘among superstitious folk of the nineteenth century, it was supposed 
that cvil spirits in tangible form, who could be handled, tethered, 
and even sold, lurked in noisome marshes and fens. If ballad be 
true, the devil used to lived in this world on very familiar terms 
with its inhabitants, Did not St. Dunstan grasp his nose with a pair 
of red-hot tongs? Did not Martin Luther fling an inkstand at his 
head? Belial vanished from the scene when the era of much 
writing, printing, and reading set in. T have, however, come across 
country folk who regard the name of William de Lindholme with 
superstitious dread, Unhappily for the author who would have all 
illustrious personages as clearly defined as a statac, De Lindholme is 
a trinity of persons with three different settings. I find him alluded 
to as a human devil by the superstitious country folk, as a good 
hermit by De la Pryme (the local historian), and by the hard-headed 
tillers of the soil as the clever son of a farmer who lived a very 
natural life at Lindholme with his father and mother. 

Here is a tangled skein of tradition scarcely worth the trouble of 
trying to disentangle. The romancist makes William de Lindholme 
@ comparatively modern man—a son of the squire of Linthwaite, 
jin fact—loving one Leila Ventager, and losing her. World-sick 
and world-hating, he repairs him to a witch, and gets an introduction 
to the wicked spirits, who pursue him to Lindholme, where he 
his days to works of evil. One Walter Greaves, of Haxey Hall 
who had set out to see his sweetheart, Jenny Scott, of Barnby 
1, lost his way on the landmarkless waste, but eventually got to 
‘God knows how—where he was detained bytheoccupant, 
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William. For date we are given the year 1435. William was 
attired ina trapper’s commodities, of which the belt was worn out- 
‘side and the fur next to the skin, The tunic was sewn together 
‘with the strong rind of rushes, so were his trousers, and both bound 
to his body with vegetable thongs. In his girdle were stuck a 
formidable knife, a hook, and an axe, He wore on his head a halry 
cap of polecat skins, and his matted hair and beard were of great 
length. The romancist says that when De Lindholme’s first, last, 
and only love was wedded to another, the happy bride and bride- 
groom found their way to his cell for his blessing, upon which 
occasion he gave both bride and groom a “‘stirrup-cup,” which he 
had poisoned. On their departure he felt so utterly miserable that 
he drank the remainder of the poisonous potion ta its dregs, after 
which he descended into the grave which he had previously made, 
and pulled a huge coffin-cover of stone down upon it, The bride 
‘and bridegroom both died that night. Suspicion being directed to 
the tenant of Lindholme, a hired assassin went in quest of him, but 
William could not be found. 

‘To my mind this is mostly rubbish, and I cannot do better than 
set against it the version of Abraham de la Pryme, FIRS, the old 
antiquary of Dutch extraction, who wrote a history of Hatfield, and 
‘who held the perpetual curacy of Thome. He puts William de Lind- 
holme before us ina very estimable light, and writes a descriptive 
poem of thirty lines. In the GenTLEMAN's Macazine for January, 
4747, there appeared an article on Lindholme by George Stovin, J.P. 
of Crowle, accompanied with an engraving of the west prospect of a 
“stud-bound” or timberframed cell, and the poem mentioned by 
De la Pryme. It scems that in 1727, about a hundred years after 
WVermuyden had drained the Levels, Samuel Wesley, then Rector of 
Epworth, and the said George Stovin, found their way to Lindholme 
‘on foot, afterwards confessing that the morass, even under improved 
conditions, was crossed only with serious difficulty, attended by 
danger. They found this stud-bound cell to have a raised space at 
the east end, on which stood a hewn stone altar, while below there 
was a cellar cat out of sand, pebbles, and alluvial deposit, showing 
that an arm of the sea once reached this spot. To the twelve trees, 
all oaks,” of 2607 had come birches, alders, willow and gorse-bushes, 
wild barley, oats, and peas. A well four or five yards deep was 
found—a well of the purest spring water, although the water of the 
surrounding morass was quite coffee-coloured. At the westendof the 
building were found a beaten piece of copper, a peck of hemp-seed, 
a tooth, and, beneath a flat freestone sleb 8} feet in length, the skull, 
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thigh, shin-bones, and some vertebrae of a male skelcton, We scem 
to have proof here afforded that Lindholme was at one time the 
abode of a solitary individual who, like St. Robert of Knaresborough, 
buried himseif in the enclosure of his cell. ‘Tradition says that 
William de Lindholme prepared his own sepulchre, and lay down in 
ft when in sorrowful moods. There may, of course, be a good deal 
of truth in this, and it is probable that either he or some other 
recluse buried himself by jerking down a wood prop which sup- 
ported the huge gravestone mentioned in a leaning position, thus 
being both his own gravedigger and sexton. 

A Leeds weekly newspaper published an extraordinary romance, 
entitled The Magical Dutchman,” during the last three months of 
1896, It dealt entirely with this part of the world, one of the 
supposed many recluses of Lindholme playing an important part 

therein. There is abundant scope for the novelist in this part of 
the country, but the novelist’s methods are so often to be 
that it is dangerous to incite him to deal with local history and 
Iegend. When I was at Lindholme last year some very superstitious 
old folk had found shelter from the world there, The farm-bailiff 
could read his, Bible, though not a newspaper or a letter. His 
equally superstitious son pioneered me all round the little estate of 
about sixty acres. Mr. Wright (squarson and M.P. of Lindholme !) 
had a hundred pheasants and a score or more of young guinea-fowl, 
and this young man had charge of them. ‘The Hall—a fairly hand- 
some farm—covers the site of the stud-bound dwelling found by 
Wesley and Stovin in 1727. There are numerous outbuildings. In 
one stuffy place a repulsive-looking character sat beside a hot fire ; 
him I set down as the calf-doctor, We went up some creaking 
stairs to a lofty granary, where my cicerone mounted a wood bin, 
and brought down a round basket containing the vertebrs and 
thigh-bones of a man of quite ordinary size. Their history is tra 
ditional, but I very much question that Wesley and Stovin would 
leave any part of their interesting finds behind them. The skull, 
which had been found at the same time, eventually reached a 
Manchester muscum—so it is, at least, said ; but I talked with a man 
who averred that he had had “Billy Lindum’s” skull on his own 
head, like a lass with her “potrimole” basket, and he represented 
the skull as being three-quarters of an inch thick. I asked the 
farm-bailifl’s son, How was I to know that these were William's own 
bones? when I received proof of it in these terms: “About ten 

back my brother and his mate were sleeping in the garret there 

der's the window—sce ?—and having before they went to bed 
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‘one night spitefully kicked these bones out into the stableyard, a 
ghost of some sort came to plague ‘em for it. T’ news was as they 
had to get up there an’ then an’ put back Billy's bones i” their place, 
They were scared out’n their wits, but I can tell you they were glad 
to be obedient-like for once.” 

Another tradition says that William de Lindholme actually lived 
with his parents on the island, and that when they died he did not 
flit from the paternal rooftree, but stayed on there as a farmer and a 
bachelor, One old local saying, which I have recently heard from 
living lips, és, “ Lindholme has no sparrows.” When William was a 
Jad his father and mother went one day to Wroot feast (still held 
‘on July rr), leaving him at home to keep away sparrows from the 
ripening crops. How these parents got from Lindholme to Wroot 
across the morass legendary lore does not tell us. William found 
the duty imposed on him by far too tame, so he drove all the 
‘sparrows into his father's barn, and placed a heavy harrow against 
the door. Then off he decamped to Wroot, where he plunged 
headlong into the revelries that were going on. In the evening of 
that day William's father, on going to the barn, was astonished to 
find a great number of sparrows lying dead and four or five more 
whose feathers had become as white as snow from fright. When set 
at liberty they led their uncaptured companions away from Lind- 
holme, and none (save a white bird the size of a sparrow, making 
its appearance not oftener than once a year) has since been secn 
there. 

I know of no sillicr story in Yorkshire than the “ Lindholme has 
no sparrows” story. But Iam not going to doubt for a moment 
that there is the element of truth in it. The-apparent reason why 
Lindholme has no sparrows (and 1 have myself looked in vain for 
them there) is because they have not thought it worth their while 
fetarning so far across the broad moor to attack one single granary! 

Here are no brown sparrows, but the farm-bailiffs son declares 
that on two different occasions he has seen a white sparrow. Any- 
thing that looks like a white sparrow is an evilomen. In 1890 he 
had a shot at one, and brought it down, When he went to pick it 
‘up, it took to wing, and was no more seen. One of his codabourers 
‘who saw the deed done cried out: “ Noo thoo's deean it! Ho'tin’ 
‘a white bo'd oalways mecans mischief.” All the servants on the farm 
declared that bird to have been possessed of — Well, it was 
somehow the devil in disguise, and its appearance portended a 
death or a disaster among the squire’s cattle, 

‘Two or three upright tall stones existed near Lindholme, 





tradition—a senseless thing—has been coined in order to exaggerate 
De Lindholme’s supposed great strength. Let us give him credit 
for being more sensible than to waste his time and 

“lugging” about boulders to no earthly purpose, Some say these 
stones were his skittles, and that he used to hurl them at the poor 


sparrows 
tally. It has become the custom for writers never to go mear the 
place they write about, and practice false economy by copying their 
predecessors’ mistakes over and over again, Nowadays the onc 
known stone at Lindholme, on the west side of the Hall, is not 
particularly big to look at, although it may be deeply imbedded. Tr 
bears some much-defaced chisel marks @) of a “bunch o° fives.” 
Elsewhere we lear that this stone was hurled from Wroot (one and 
ahalf mile to the south) by the devil when William had risen 
against him. The second—the retaliative—stone is at Wroot. 
William himself landed it there from his own estate, intending to 
make an end of the malicious one; but, of course, without succeed- 
ing. It is said of the Wroot stone that ten horses were once brought 
to move it from its place, and that the horses died afier the straining 
attempt! Asa matter of fact, there arc several of these stoncs on 
the borders of the moors, and, as the reader may have already sus- 
pected, they are nothing more than ice-borne erratics. 

It is said by those who ought to know better that the pass across 
the bog from what is now Lindholme Hall to the Moor Drain 
(which separates the unreclaimed from the unreclaimable) was 
started by the devil himself, at the instigation of “Billy Lindum.” 
Tt is not only very disrespectful to pervert the charming name 
William de Lindholme into vulgar “Billy Lindom," but it is a 
gratuitous piece of business to keep dragging in the devil when there 
is not the least need of him. Others, however, euphemistically 
substitute pixies, with their spades and shovels; and I, for one, 
incline to the pixies. Tradition-mongers, who have clearly not been 
on the spot at all, tell us on bad authority that this road from the 
Hall to the bridge is a limestone road, and thus, unnecessarily 
encumbering themselves with an inexplicable difficulty, they must 
account for the limestone (where there is actually nothing but sand) 
through the agency of some supernatural power attributed to the 
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pseudo-hermit. He must, they say, have brought it from a place 
near Doncaster, but have not the least notion how. 

It seems that William the “squire,” bad as he was, wanted 
occasionally to go to Hatfield Church, three miles away ; but getting 
across the morass was a fearfully parlous undertaking, and, although 
he attempted to make a two-mile road (the task was Herculean or 
‘Ulyssian) by bedding the morass for a foundation with tons of ling 
and whin, intending afterwards to fill it up with sandstone gravel, 
the waters, which were always insidiously meandering on beneath, 
swallowed it up so completely as to make the work altogether futile. 
Anyhow, one fair summer Sunday, after a parching drought, he set 
off from his stud-bound dwelling to reach Hatfield Church on mule- 
back, and presently began to complain bitterly to the king of the 
pixies (or, as some do say, to the devil, to whom he had “sold him- 
self”) that he could not have some sort of a road made for his use, 
‘That potent pixie-king, it seems, sent him on his way, assuring him 
that if he did not tock back from his mule the road would be com- 
plete and perfect all the way across the morass by the time he 
returned from service, William was delighted at this prospect, and 
expressed his thanks. Presently he heard a great noise, as of a gang 
‘of labourers bent on accomplishing much work within a given time. 
Aind here his curiosity seems to have prevailed; he looked to the 
rear. Lo! a multitude of Liliputian pixies, vanishing into the ling 
with their hammers, shovels, and spades. As neither threat nor 
coax would bring them out again to resume their work, De Lind- 
holme went on his way cursing, and the road remained unfinished 
until good, strong, sensible men cut the Moor Drain around the 
morass. Adicu, then, to the theory that the road is of limestone, 
got from nobody knows where and by nobody knows what means. 
It is constructed from limestone dug out of a hillock adjoining the 
farm-bailiff’s cottage. 

William, having acquired a certain trick, resolved to play it off 
‘upon one of his encmics—a godly man, who wanted to be at Thorne. 
De Lindholme bet the price of his soul that he could make a road. 
a5 fast as his “good friend” galloped, provided that he did not turn 
his inquisitive head. So the godly man, well content, mounted and 
trotted off, When he became aware of an unearthly commotion at 
his rear curiosity gor the better of caution ; he behaved like the 
misguided Lot's wife, To him it was a mere vision of flying peat, 
gravel, and stones, with a caco-demon in the midst of hundreds of 
litte pixies in red jackets. “God speed your noble work !” he 
exclaimed in his enthusiasm. Whereupon the affronted pixies 
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immediately lifted him off his horse and bore him ten fathoms under 
the morass, De Lindholme, in the caco-demon’s guise, laughed a 
Joud laugh of derision. Persons not disposed to lend credulity to 
this story were pointed to an unfinished stone causeway which ran 
for about the length of a furlong towards Tudworth and Thome, In 
all probability it was a kind of ambulatory made by some contem- 
plative recluse, and evidences used to exist that at one time it had 
been planted on both sides with trees. 

_ On the west side of Lindbolme House, farther afield than the 
debatable boulder-stone previously mentioned, is the very well 
from which the Lindholme eremites, also Samuel Wesley and 
Stovin, drank. Abraham de la Pryme, in his poemn, describes it as 
four or five yards deep, and containing the clearest spring water, 
although the water of thesurrounding morass was quitecoffee-coloured. 
A pump is now affixed. The pheasantkeeper having carried with 
him from home a tumbler, enabled me to get a good draught. On 
the Hall's south side we trod the anchorites’ tillage, where Wesley 
and Stovin saw barley, oats, and peas growing in Richard Howlegate’s 
time, 


HARWOOD BRIERLEY. 


AN EIGHTEENTH-CENTURY YEO- 
MAN FARMER'S COMMONPLACE 
BOOK. 


HAVE in my possession a couple of tattered and timestained 

‘yolumes of a commonplace book or scrap:book compiled by 
two—possibly by three—gencrations of a family of yeomen farmers in 
Sussex in the cighteenth century. Along with them is a thin long- 
quartostitched book, in which, in singularly clear and beautiful hand- 
writing, are written a complete copy of Matthew Prior's “ Turtle and 
Sparrow,” and—in another but equally good hand—some verses 
descriptive of the months, signed “ Musarum Amicus,” 1759, and an 
tndated satire, entitled “Arbitrary Power, or Pride Triumphant,” 
signed “Aminsdab Meanwell.” ‘The two volumes of commonplace 
books are in small quarto, and were originally ruled as account 
books, though the ruling has faded, ‘Their first possessor was 
probably a parish overseer; and he seems to have begun to use 
‘one of them for his parish memoranda, as two or three leaves have 
‘been cut out, and the leaf that now begins the book contains two 
entries of the removal of a pauper from the overseer’s parish, first to 
‘one parish, and then to another. The former entry is dated 1736, 
and the latter is undated, 

Tt is uncertain through how many hands these commonplace 
‘books passed. The manuscript entries and the printed cuttings are 
of various dates from the middle of the cighteenth century until a 
couple of decades in the nincteenth. The greater number belong 
to the eighteenth century. On the cover of one of the volumes is 
written “James ——, 1760.” T omit the sumame. This man was 
born in 1757, and lived until nearly the end of the century, marrying 
in the forties, and begetting thirteen children. ‘The date “1760” 
‘may, or may not, mean that the book then first came into the writer's 
possession. The compilation of the book was certainly begun before 
that date, cither by James himself, or by his father, or his. wife’s 
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father, The long-quarto manuscript ying the 

bears the name of “Thomas ——, 1764," son of born in 
175%. Perhaps the entries were school exercises of the two eldest 
boys in the family. The parish overseer who made the pauper 
removal entry in 1716 may have been either James's father or his 
‘wife’s father, and may also have pasted some of the earliest cuttings 
and written some of the earliest extracts in the books. The books 
‘came into my postession from James's youngest son, who was bom 
in 1770, and who has written in one of them, “ Joseph —, his 
book, given by James ——, July 29, 1784. Hic nomen pono: quia 
Jibrum perdere nolo.” 


‘Thus the central figure among the compilers of these documents 
isthe James born in 1717, who married in the “ forties,” and brought 
‘up a large family on his own inherited farm. What kind of a man 
he was, and what his homestead was like, I can tolerably well 
‘imagine, partly by the aid of the commonplace books, partly by the 
aid of what I know of others of his class who remained yeoman 
farmers within my own memory, and partly from family tradition: 
He kept most of his family around him ; but his youngest son left 
home early in life because he objected to “go with the waggons” 
‘The immediate survivors of men in neighbouring parishes, belonging 
to the same class as the old yeoman, had become when I knew them 
iesGadd Ciscoghac: the! Sinise foe Wit essence ‘They did 
not change with the times. That several of them died aged celibates 
is due probably to the fact that their small and diminishing proper- 
ties did not yield an income sufficient to enable them, in the 
altered conditions of life in which they found themselves, to support 
a family as comfortably as their fathers had done. Perhaps the fact 
that they clung to their few ancestral acres when most of their class 
had sold them to big landholders indicates that they were 
stubborner and more conservative in their habits and tastes than 
their neighbours. They preferred a celibate isolation and inde- 
pendence, even if pinched, to sinking down into starving small 
tenants or hired labourers. They left land to be sold by their heirs, 
and some of them left little lumps of money. Like the compilers 
of the commonplace books, they were shrewd and exceptionally 
intelligent men for their time; and their shrewdness, knowledge of 
letters, and eccentricity, would have made them conspicuous figures 
in the pages of a Goldsmith or an earlier Dickens. 

‘The principal hero of our commonplace books, whose farm 
went by his name long after his children had sold it, could afford 
to beget a large family, and had leisure and intellect enough to 
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‘amuse himselfand his sons and daughters by making manuscript 
excerpts from the books, particularly the poems, of the day, and by 
taking multitudinous cuttings from contemporary magazines and 
newspapers, How the magazines drifted into the obscure village in 
which he lived it is impossible to say. They were most probably 
odd numbers, otherwise the complete sets would have been pre+ 
served. The written excerpts would generally be made from bore 
rowed books. The name of a schoolmaster belonging to an 
adjoining village appears at the back of one of the scraps; it 
would be at bis school that the younger members of the family 
learnt to write so well, and perhaps from him also. they acquired the 
ability to quote scraps of Latin. But most of the best written and 
most scholarly entries must, according to their dates, have been 
made by the father, before the children were old enough to make 
them. 

‘The impression produced upon the mind of anyone who studies 
these old commonplace books is that they represent the indoor 
recreation of a houschold, the members of which cagerly appro- 
priated and intelligently assimilated any stray literature that came in 
their way. News of the outer world reached them only too sparingly. 
‘The rude comforts of country life were never wanting in that home; 
but money was not too plentiful, and books—beyond a certain small 
number—had to be borrowed if seen at all. What literature they 
could get was, however, keenly appreciated. Numbers of the 
“ Royal Magazine,” the “London Magazine,” the “Town and 
County Magazine,” and the “Universal Magazine,” often came in 
their way, and were pillaged wholesale, halfa dozen pages being 
now and then inserted in the scrap books ina batch. These pages 
‘are generally full of long poerns, either selected or original. The 
Magazine readers of that age had a keen appetite for not very 
brilliant verse. A few of these excerpted leaves contain songs set 
to music; eg. “The Indolent Swain, set to music by M. Moze.” 
Did our yeoman household use this music only vocally, or had 
‘some member of the family a violin—they would call it a fiddle—or 
possibly a spinct? Voices most of them would have, and un- 
doubtedly used them in singing glees by the fireside. The fireside 
of such a family would never be unpeopled ; but there would also 
be room for neighbours, who would find such an intelligent and 
genial houschold attractive. There would be pipes and home- 
brewed ale, and much talk, and wit and humour—sometimes 
broad, and generally homely, but keen and honest. 

‘The newspapers chiefly cut from were the “Poblic Advertiser” 





1744), the “ Kentish Weekly Post,” the “Canterbury 5 eae 
the “ Lewes Journal." Some of the cuttings are oat papers that 


timonious than saintly. A tone of sturdy Franklinian ii 

of opinion runs through the whole of the books. But while there is 
no parade of church-going or of intimacy with the parson, there is 
nothing radically inconsistent with either. Among the excerpts are 
such hymns as Addison's, and many other pieces of a religious cha- 
racter. Mere instruction does not seem to have been aimed at so 
much as the gratification of sentiment and of a taste for the humor. 
ous and satirical. The age of the “useful knowledge” literature 
had not yet dawned. It was the period when the newspaper had 
recently absorbed the separate political sheet, and the modern 
leading article had not yet been developed out of such letters as 
those of “ Junius,” who was then enlivening the columns of Wood- 
fall's paper. 

In eatimating the intellectual and moral tone of these common- 
place books, it must be taken into account that the locality in which 
the family had lived for at least several generations was compara+ 
tively isolated, The nearest considerable town was some miles 
distant. Roads in the eighteenth century were notoriously bad; 
and Sussex roads enjoyed a special notoriety for their badness. A 
high-road to London ran through a populous parish not far off; but 
that parish was noted throughout the countryside for the satirical 
character of its inhabitants. It is not probable that any influence of 
an clevating or religious tone would filter thence into the nelgh- 
bouring parishes. What culture there was was not strongly tine- 
tured with a high-toned religiosity. The family that compiled the 
commonplace books was, in none of its generations, a conspicuously 
pictistic one. What the gencral character of the rural clergy of 
that age was is well known; and it often happened that such a 
household as that of our yeoman farmer did more credit to the 
Church than the parson himself did.“ An honest man’s the noblest 
work of God” represents probably the highest spiritual level to 
which most of the scattered population in that district had for some 
time attained. That part of the country does not appear to have 
‘been much affected by the religious agitations of either the seven 
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teenth or the cighteenth century: A Puritan minister was ejected 
from a parish church several miles away in 1672; but Puritanism 
made no deep impression there at that time. The Methodist 
revival did not Penctrate those wilds until after Wesley was dead ; 
Wesley's rounds, in fact, touched only a few places in the county, 
and left the district we are interested in quite uninfluenced. Thus 
religious indifferentism was undisturbed ; and what intellectual 
stinyullus reached the people would be of a secular character. There 
is, therefore, no reason to doubt that our yeoman household awed 
what special culture it may have possessed to its own native mental 
vigour, aided by the neighbourhood of a good schoolmaster, and to 
such few books, magazines, and newspapers as ft could get hold of. 
It is possible that some civilising influence may have leaked out 
from the great house in the parish belonging to the Pelhams, in 
whose hands the manorial rights had been since the days of 
‘Henry IV., and a collateral branch of which family then, or cere 
tainly not long before, resided there. 

One naturally looks first, in such commonplace books as these, 
for references to the public events of the time. How far were the 
dwellers in this out-of-the-way village en rapport with what was going on 
in towns and cities, in Courts and Parliaments, at home and abroad ? 
‘The American difficulty is distinetly mentioned only once. It may 
haye bad more attention given to it originally, but unfortunately 
many of the cuttings have been lost. This one mention is in a 
‘cutting from the “ Canterbury Journal,” over the signature of “A 
Kentish Gardener,” who says ; 

“So, Mr. Printer, our Ministry have kick'd up adust in America; 
and low far it may spread, and how many may be smothered in it 
before it falls, no mortal can tell, If those who raised it were to be 
choaked by it, ‘would be a mercy to this nation and the colonies. 
T wonder what our Ministry think ; perhaps they think men’s lives 
are of mo more value than the lives of gnats and butterflies ; and, if 
this should be their idea, it is probably drawn from themselves, who 
ore stinging gnats and painted butterflies, 

« 'Tis those Ministerial butterflics, who feed on the fruits of 
public industry, that produce so many destructive caterpil/ars ; they 
have almost devoured the verdure of this land, and say, ‘It is not 
enough," &e. 

Wilkes figures frequently in these books. ‘The ycoman farmer's 
attitude towards the people’s champion was evidently a sympathetic 
‘one, though he could enjoy the fun on both sides, In some pages 
‘of a magazine (the name of which is cut off) is a narrative of Wilkes’. 
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‘career, together with his address to his constituents in 1763. An 


Keto Loed March, through whom it reackied the Government. While 
the work was still under the consideration of the Ministers, Kidgell 
published his pamphlet, a large portion of which was at once copied 
into the “ Universal Magazine.” 

One newspaper cutting contains an ode on the first anniversary 
of the fatal riot of May 10, 1768, occasioned by the imprisonment of 
Wilkes, and known as the “Massacre in St. George’s Fields.” 
Another, bearing the heading, “The Injured Patriot's Complaint,” 
gives an acrostic on John Wilkes, by a “Young Lady of Quality.” 
On the other hand, our yeoman farmer preserves several rhyming 
lampoons upon Wilkes’s friends when they publicly refused to wear 
mourning for the King's sister, who died in May, 1768. Here is 
one: 


‘Alas! Friend W—s, thy state's forlorn, 
Nomore on fate rely; 

‘The reason’s plain, your friends won't mourn, 
‘They cannot mourning buy. 


Parson Horne (since better known as Horme“Tooke, author of 
“The Diversions of Purley"), when he fell out with Wilkes and his 
party, was the subject of many angry diatribes, We have here a 
Jong poem inscribed to him, entitled “The Progress of Apastasy ;” 
and when he turned from the Church to the Bar the “Whitehall 
Evening Post” (1773) attacked him thus: 

Morne as a priest long tried in vain, 
‘With all the wickednow of Cain, 
‘To vanquish Wilkes and Glynn 5 
Dut not succeeding by the Chareh, 
He left Religion in the lurch, 
‘That he by Law might sin, &e. 


The “Public Advertiser” published the following “On the 
Dispute between Junius and the Rev, Mr, Home ;” 


‘When Wilkes the battle deals around, 
Horne droops aghast and bites the ground ; 
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‘Yet when a mightier hero far 
‘Comes forth at once to close the war 


A victim fell to David's wrath ; 
‘While that same David after all 
‘Shrunk trembling from the hand of Saul. 


Anecho of the streetattack upon Lord North by Wilkes's friends 
in 1772 is to be heard in some “ Verses written over Lord North's 
Door (cut from the “ Whitehall Evening Post”), Here are some 
of the stanzas; 


©! wretched is ont fate ! 
‘What dangers do we run t 
‘We must he wicked to be great, 
And if we're jast—undone, 


‘Tis thus our S——n keeps his word, 
And makes the nation great ; 

‘To Scotchmen he resigned the sword, 
To Toriet all the state. 


Lord Holland, on the contrary, finds favour. The following 
lines, “On placing Lord Holland's Bust in my Library,” are cut 
from the * Public Advertiser ” (1771) : 


‘This Little tribute to his name, 

On which nor wealth attends, nor fame, 
Envy will spare—whilst Holland's mind 
Shalt taste a secret joy to find 

‘One grateful heart among mankind. 


“ A Statesman’s Advice to his Dependents,” from the “ Canter- 
‘bury Journal,” is in the spirit of many other scraps preserved in 
these books : 

Whatever we think, be sure you think it too 5 
And what we bid, that you must mind sad do ; 
‘What we affirm, deny, commend, of blame, 
Peliev’d or not, yet you must say the same 5 

IF we insist that the black raven's white, 

You must agree, and swear that wrong is right, 
In the sume breath, applauding or abjure, 

Tn Church or State, your eleration's sare, 


At the general clection of 1774 forty-five “free and independent" 
‘voters went in a body from the parish of Cliffe to Chichester to vote 
for the people's candidate. ‘The “ Lewes Journal” published a long 
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rhyming eulogy of these “ Forty-Five Cliffites,” and of course that 
eulogy is among our cuttings. These Cliffites are 
to themselves and Freedom true, 
‘Scorn to be led in silken strings, 
‘The dapes of Ministers and kings. 
From the “ Kentish Gazette” we have “ A Never-failing Remedy 
for the Worst of Times ;" 


view 
‘One glorious scene of hanging ! Sc, 

‘The distress of the times, consequent upon the searcity and 
high price of food, is referred to in many of the cuttings and manu- 
script excerpts. “A Song” has a number of stanzas of this 
character = 

‘Ye Lords of the Court and great Dons of the City, 
‘On the poor people's wants and distresses take pity 
And when for the good of the mation you trent, 
Contrive that the poor may have something to eat. 


A manuscript excerpt from the “Canterbury Journal,” bearing 
the signature “ Agrestes,” and dated Sandwich, June 10, 1780, gives 
the following “ Moral and Judicial Causes of the present Commo- 
tions,” and quotes Proverbs xiv. 34; 

‘Contempt of laws, both human and divine ; 

‘Vnbounded lust and Bacchus’ drunken shrine ; 

‘Unbridi'd passion, luxury and vice, 

‘That fits for rnin, an it caused its rise ; 

Hard-hearted avarice, and injustice” paw, 

‘That gripes the helpless and defies the law 5 

‘The pomp of pride, the spleen of lawless pow'r, 

Ambition’s envy and its thirst of more; 

cence scorn, the hate of all restraint, 
oppression and their mock'd eomplaint— 

Belair mark destruction's line, 

And, unrepented, Britain, will be thine t 

‘This is doggerel ; but the writer was in earnest. The compiler 
has preserved several vigorous attacks upon the excessive dram- 
drinking of that period. He also takes the trouble to copy out 
some verses on lotteries, ending thus: 

In lotteries "tis the same as “tis in play, 
‘The knave's the vulture, and the fool’s the prey. 
‘To mention one more cutting of a political character. ‘There is, 
_in prose, “A Picture of Europe for 1771, by a State-Painter.” Each 
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State in Europe is summed up in a short paragraph. TI give three 
ns 

“ Great Britain,—On her knees. The Cabinet Council playing 
at back-gammon. A Secretary of State singeing the red rose at a 
candle. Neptune supporting the throne with his head off.” 

“Treland—Barefooted, Singing the Irish howl.” 

“Holland, While all the other nations of Europe are séinking 
of making money, the Duch are making it with all ease and 
expedition possible.” 

In the early and middle decades of the eighteenth century 
inoculation was as much a bone of contention as vaccination is now ; 
and our yeoman farmer brings against it, as the anti-vaccinators now 
do against vaccination, the charge that it is profitable chiefly to those 
who make money by it. Twice does he himself try his skill in 
verse (not very successfully it must be admitted), and signs his 
effusions with his surname spelt backwards, He also gives a 
newspaper cutting (1769) in which a Mr, Sutton advertises that 
“Sutton House" (presumably in London) is open for inoculation, 
and that paticnts are there received “upon the general terms of 
twenty, ten, and five guineas, all necessaries included, tea excepted.” 

‘The monumental beplastered head-dress worn by ladies at that 
time seems to have been as obnoxious to plain minds as the 
**music-hall hat” has since been to theatre-goers. The writer of 
some verses in the “Canterbury Journal" comes to the conclusion 


that 
Tt was but the pageant of a head, 
With brains wom inside out, 


‘The literary critics of a hundred and thirty years ago were, like 
the critics of our day, themselves criticised. A writer in the 
“Lewes Journal” veritures to publish the following ad “To the 
Modem Critics :" 

Critics of ancient times, we know, 
‘Were profitable fellows 5 

‘Thoy made the fires of Genius glow, 
And served instead of bellows. 


But ye, my lustre-lacking sirs, 
However ye may vapour, 
What are ye but extinguishers 

‘Of modern wit's dim taper ? 


A thyming satirist in the “London Magazine” (1768) contrasts 
@ curate with his vicar, to the advantage of the former. The whol 
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‘But, when school’s done, what driving do we see | 
Sach is  Briton's love of liberty 1) 


Naturally, there is a collection {of epitaphs from neighbouring 
villages, copied apparently in the early seventies. The following are, 


perhaps, the smartest : 


‘To schoo! we, lagging, one by one repalr— 
No crowd, no ardour, who shall frst get there « 


uh 
“Haat an il 


Sadom wana dtr 





‘This life is lke unto a winter's day + 


Some 
‘The bitter cup that death gave me 


Is passing round to come to thee. 
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‘These quotations will suffice to suggest to the reader how theold 
yeoman lived and thought. More than one generation—I know 
not how many generations—of this family have long lain under the 
shadow of the historical yew tree that still flourishes in the village 
churchyard. The parish can no longer be described as an obscure 
one. The nineteenth century has invaded it, Modern taste has 
discovered that the once quiet valley and the pleasant hills around 
it are picturesque. Little remains of what our old friends knew, 
except the church and its graveyard, some ancient cottages, some 
lingering but fast dying-out traditions, and these old scrap-books. 

ARTHUR RANSOM. 





The Wind. 


Maturity. 


T move along with a step 
‘Temperate yet wondrous strong, 
And with my going travels 

A blessing my path along. 


Mine is the labour of life: 

In the regions where I blow, 
Prosperous the mill-wheel grinds ; 
Safe, speedy, ships come and go. 


Old Age. 

Gone is the glee of boyhood, 
Gone is youth’s passionate reign, 
Gone maturity’s labour ; 

Tam a baby again. 


I creep o’er the face of Earth 
With footsteps tremulous and 
Uncertain, as one who seeks 

His way to an unknown land. 


A. ELTON PATERSON. 
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TABLE TALK. 


PoLomius AND HIS UNDERLINGS, 


UR dramatic censor is once more on the war-path. Startled 
at the outcry he caused when, in a mood of light-hearted 
ignorance, he suppressed .Monna Vanma—one of the purest and 
most idyllic pieces of modern times—he has for a while lain low. 
Almost the only action traceable to him in recent times has been 
the prohibition extended to Mr. Cecil Raleigh, the author of The 
Fiood-tide, against dealing in any fashion with the matter of 
regimental “‘ragging.” This even must not, like the previous 
offence, be ascribed to literary ineptitude. An action such as this 
springs from no meddlesomeness on the part of subordinate 
officials, but may be safely ascribed to arch-flunkeydom—in fact, 
to my lord Polonius himself, As, almost alone among functionaries, 
Polonius is wholly irresponsible, we shall know no more concerning 
the matter. In regard to the suppression, by the Reader of 
Plays, of Za Citth Morta of Signor Gabricle d'Annuniio, there is 
not much to be said. Interpreted as it has been by Signora Duse 
or by Madame Bernhardt, the work has been accepted without 
difficulty in most European capitals, I can, however, only fight 
the matter on general lines, and protest against the drama being 
subjected to any form of censure which does not apply to other 
forms of literature. La Citté Morta is, in fact, a detestable play—all 
the more hateful since the writer has not the courage to deal boldly 
with the subject he chooses. There are in it virtually but four 
characters, and one woman is the subject and the victim of two 
passions—one adulterous, the other incestuous. Such a subject may 
well be left alone ; and I cannot express regret that, for any cause 
whatever, it is not to be sct before the London public. Signor 
d’Annunzio is a poet. That much is unquestionable. His imagina- 
tion is, however, undisciplined ; and among the things against which 
he revolts are accepted notions of moral cleanliness, Quand-méme, 
it is to be wished that the censor, as an anachronism and an offence, 
would learn the lesson of self-effacement. 
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Concernine “tHe Wink WHEN IT Is Rep.” 


CONTROVERSY in which I cannot but feel a certain interest 
raged mildly, to use a Hibernicism, a few weeks ago in the 
Daily Mai?. This was as to the age at which port wine may best 
be drunk. I was astounded to find men who claimed to be experts 
saying that no vintage earlier than 1847 existed in London cellars. 
Brought up in Yorkshire in the early half of the last century, I was, 
80 to speak, weaned on port wine, I barely escaped meeting the 
three-bottle men, and the fame of their heroic exploits was in every 
mouth. A knowledge of port wine was, however, indispensable to 
the youth who sought admission to “good men’s feasts," and young 
beauty itself could talk about beeswing or bouquet, and even spill 
scientifically the last drops of a goblet swpernacwlwm. I could 
personally recognize the “stink” of 1820 port when it had been 
decanted in a warm room and had not been tasted, and I have 
drunk—with no special gusto, I must own—the wines of the ante- 
penultimate century. With my arrival in London in 1860 my 
‘opportunities of drinking old port diminished and finally disappeared, 
but the great wines of 1820 (the king of all), 1834, 1840, 1842, 
1844, 1847, 1851 (which I laid down in my own cellar), and 1863, 
have all received my homage. After that year others may speak. 
If any of my friends possess still a bottle of 1820 I wish, for the 
sake of reviving old memories and testing the worth of lingering 
soperstitions, as well as for personal delectation, he would let me 
assist at its disentombment. A good many of them possess 1834 
wines—but there were many 1834s, there is (or was) but one 1820, 


ImmorTaL Ports. 
NE thing may be said with confidence, A strong fine port 
‘will last virtually unimpaired for half a century. How long 
it will improve I cannot undertake to say: 1820 port was still in 
perfection in 1864, when I last tasted it. To quote an extravagant 
eulogy of a Tudor dramatist, written, of course, concerning some- 
thing else than port -— 
‘The very lees of such millions of rates 
Exceed the wine of others, 


In order to maintain its perfection, however, port wine must be 
bottled neither less nor more than three years after vintage. A 
heresy prevailed in Portugal, and extended to this country, of keeping 
a wine in wood for many years and making up the leakage or shrink 
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age by the frequent introduction of new wine. A process such as 
this is fatal to the character of a wine: 1834 was specially subject to 
the outrage, which is the cause why I say “there are many 1834s." 
‘Secure one that was bottled in 1837, and you have what Lyly the 
‘euphuist calls “nectar from Juno’s dairy”—a beverage that might 
‘tempt the god Lyseus, ever young, to “dance upon the mazer’s brim.” 
‘The other so-called wine is responsible for the heresy concerning 
“tawny port," on which our novelists—the female novelists especially 
—dilate. ‘Tawny port is to genuine port what the bronzing leaf of 
October is to the verdurous growth of May. Take it who will, = 
‘beaker of the genuine port still realizes the description of Keats— 

With beaded babbles winking ar the brim 

Aad purple-stainéd mouth. 


Womax aGatn as TH DustrovEr. 


CHANGE has come over feminine fashions in headgear, and 
the aigret—with which, regardless of every dictate of humanity, 
beauty was accustomed to deck herself—is now repudiated or left to 
the middle-aged and the dowdy. I observe keenly these things, and 
T have not for six months past seen that decoration (!) on the head 
of any woman whom I could conscientiously credit with less than 
fifty years. The change that has been made, however, is in no 
respect an improvement, and involves no tardy recognition on the 
part of women of the claims of mercy or humanity. In place 
of the plume torn from one poor bird whose nuptial adornment 
and lure it was, beauty—still udhering to her bloodthirsty tastes— 
ornaments her hat with the corpses of from four to eight bullfinches. 
‘This proceeding, by which at the shrine of female vanity and lack of 
poetry and imagination the lives of the prettiest inmates of our groves 
are sacrificed, leaves but one further step to betaken. I commend to 
theze bird-slaughterers that they should take to wearing the corpses 
of redbreasts, Ir is true that, moved by some quaint and un- 
expected influence of sentiment, the schoolboy, perhaps the most 
destructive of creatures, will spare the robin, Compared to woman 
when bent on sexual conquest, and engaged in what Mr, Bernard 
Shaw regards as her congenial task of tracking the male of her own 
species, the boy is, however, a merciful and a soulful being. 


SYLVANUS URBAN. 
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THE GHETTO PEDAGOGUE. 
By Exocn Scrrse. 


H® isa mild-tempered gentleman of studious looks, and is stil! 

too young to be called middle-aged. He wears a suit of 
conventional cut, with a morning coat and a bowler, except on the 
‘Sabbath, when he sports the orthodox frock-coat and silk hat ; bur 
his Russian origin is not disguised by this assumption of an English: 
man's dress. His slight black beard is untrimmed ; his necktie is 
‘awry ; and the bottom button of his waistcoat has never yet been 
introduced to its hole, not because of his girth, for that is slim, but 
owing to an habitual indifference to smartness of attire bred of a 
philosophic mood. He is generally wrapt in thought and walks 
with a measured gait, his gaze directed to a point above the distant 
horizon; a heavenly outlook that often imperils his personal safety, 
for the stumbling-blocks at his feet remain unseen until they are 
felt. The usual object of his cogitations is the precise English 
rendering of a Hebrew word or phrase, met in the course of his 
daily lessons, and his features present a most pathetic spectacle until 
he has arrived at a satisfactory solution of his philological puzzle. 
‘The only other matter that can equally plunge his mind into the 
depths of perplexity, is the anxiety lest some lucrative pupil should 
leave his humble seminary, or lest some hesitating patron should 
finally resolve to entrust his offspring to a rival tutor. 

Mendel Hirsch is one of the intellectual luminaries of his 
district, and is always sure of being “called up" to the reading of 
the law on the Sabbath, when the warden, aided by his trusty scout, 
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the beadle, cannot espy anybody else in the Synagogue likely to 
respond with a rich votive offering, If we cannot have ge/# (money) 
Tet us at least have Torah (learning),” soliloquises the disposer of 
ceremonial privileges, and he whispers to the “master of cantil- 
lation "—“ Mendelé the Mclammed.” 

“ Arise, Reb Mendel ben Ezra !” cries the cantillator, and then 
‘Torah meets Torah. 

Mendel feels that he is the cynosure of all eyes, and that his 
deportment before the sacred scroll will affect his earthly fortune. 
Gathering a handful of his silken fa/iz (praying shawl) he touches 
the first word of the section allotted to him and transfers the hallowed 
square inch to his lips. Then, fervently gripping the handles of the 
scroll, he recites the blessing with clear and careful enunciation and 
‘with strict conformity to the Jaws of mi/e/and mira. This adherence 
to the principles of accentuation he deems a distinction, which 
ennobles him above all the other members of the community that 
have an official connection with the Hebrew language, such as the 
pastor, the precentor, and especially the snuffy, grey-bearded Jebbe, 
who is ignorant of English and teaches entirely by means of Yiddish. 
Moreover, these individuals, when uttering the benediction, close 
their eyes and shake and sway their bodies vehemently, while he 
shows his intellectual superiority by remaining rigid during the 
ceremony. Before leaving the reading-desk Mendel shakes hands 
with the warden and exchanges compliments with him, and then, 
descending from the dais, he walks round to the pew of dignity, to 
pay a similar tribute to other officers of the Synagogue. He will 
tell you that he is an unrelenting foe to all convention, but the 
omission of a handshake may cost him five shillings a week (his 
fee for tuition at the treasurer's house), and with all his loyalty to 
principle, he prefers to sacrifice its interests rather than his own 
capital In this world, he argues, the maintenance of an ideal is 
possible only for the millionaire and the hermit. But he is merely 
a humble creature who has to carn his living, and he must therefore 

the practical affairs of life from the same material standpoint 
as his less philosophic brethren. 

He objects to being called “ Mendelé the Mclammed." In the 
first place, Mendelé bespenks a patronising familiarity, which he 
indignantly scorns, And, secondly, the designation Melammed 

him in the same category as the narrow-minded, grizzled 
pistist who has only Yiddish for his medium of instruction, and 
who, in his opinion, is radically opposed to the spirit of the age. 
He calls himself a teacher, pure and simple, who has a scientific 
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grasp of the Hebrew language and imparts a knowledge of it to the 
young idea in Anglo-Jewry by the sole practicable channel—the 
vernacular. The Rebbe, he complains, even brings his profession 
into disrepute, for his English coreligionists do not discriminate 
between the two classes and lump them both together in their 
comprehensive indictment, that they foster ignorance and super- 
stition by translating an unknown language into an unintelligible 
jargon. Mendel, in the depth of his heart, does not agree that 
Viddish is a jargon, for he knows its historic origins and has a deep 
affection for its literature, and the poets and novelists who delighted 
‘his youth have a perennial charm for him even in his manhood. 
“Gordon, Abramowitsch, Perez, Linetzki!” he exclaims, his eyes 
gleaming with enthusiasm; “yes, they are men of enlightenment, 
and their works are in literary Yiddish. But the gibberish of the 
Rebbe—is that also of some value? Besides, even if it were not so 
coarse and debased, what then? We are in England now and have 
to teach the boys in a language that they can understand,” 
There was a time when Mendel was unable to express himself so 
clearly, and when, indeed, he would not venture to utter a single 
word in English, lest bis mispronunciation should make him a 
mockery unto his hearers. That was when he first arrived in this 
country, twelve years ago. Since then he has made amends for his 
ee bas ected considerable ease in speaking 
@ rich and varied vocabulary, Indeed, it must be 
=> onpeenaie his pride may thus be hurt, that he loves to hear 
himself speak, and he is wont to expatiate on any subject that may 
‘be broached with the most exhaustive thoroughness, A conversation 
with him generally lapses, after the first ten minutes, intou monologue 
which he can maintain with unflaguing energy for a full hour, 
‘stopping only for a nod of asscnt or a monosyllabic query or to light 
‘@ fresh cigarette, when he rushes on again with renewed impetus 
along his argumentative track. In sooth, he has much to say, for 
his reading has been wide, ranging from the Talmud and its 
innumerable offshoots and general Jewish literature to the great 
writers of Russia, France, and Germany. The exact extent and 
depth of his knowledge will always remain a mystery, even to the 
Savant, who is one of the few whom Mendel avoids; but he never 
fails to impress by his readiness to criticise any work of European 
importance, whether in the realm of history, philosophy, theology, or 
delles-lettres, expecially if it has the slightest bearing on what present- 
day publicists style the Jewish Question, To this problem be has 
devoted years of study, and, as he is a native of the land which 
Q2 





doctrine, was suddenly transformed into a hotbed of heresy in the 
minds of his patrons, and many of them resolved to remove their 
budding scions cre they were blighted by the air of corruption. In 
vain did Mendel remonstrate and point out the futility of 
the children ina language in whichithey did not think, if they! 
at all, and which they would have no occasion to use in afier-life. 
‘The fathers were obdumte. “No!” they declared, “thou wilt pot 
seduce our boys from the path of faith. ch, how can one give to_ 
understand the Torah in goyish ?” ‘They laughed him away. 
Mendel saw the benches in his school grow barer each week. 
His pocket gradually became lighter and almost threatened to 
become wucant ; but he had only bis own mouth to provide for fn 
those days, and the consciousness of a just cause softens and 
sweetens the hardest crust. But he did not rest content with the 
consolation of philosophy. He tapped a higher stratum of sockety, 
and found precious ore in thick layers. He interviewed half-a-dozen 
pillars of the Synagogue, men who prided themselves on their English 
at committee meetings, and who were blessed with sons, 
with the result that his benches were filled once more, and his 
school-room again resounded with juvenile clamour. The first few 
weeks of instruction in the new medium were rather distressing, a8 
his errors of pronunciation tickled his disciples, and the lesson was 
often interrupted until the misunderstanding was cleared up. But 
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‘the pupils soon became familiar with their master's accent, and 
Mendel, observing with joyous heart that they were quick to catch 
his meaning, felt that his conquest of the English language was almost 
complete. Henceforth he avoided speaking the Jewish-German 
dialect except with his landlady, who averred that her dishes by any 
other name than their original Yiddish would not taste as swect. He 
repudiated the designation of Melammed, with its suggestion of 
obsolete method, musty piety, craven cringing, intellectual darkness, 
and numberless other evils, and he winced whenever that title was 
bestowed upon him, Just as bitterly was he opposed to calling his 
school a Cheder, with all the hideous associations of the hallowed 
hovel where he had received his own early education in a Russian 
townlet, grime and mildew, stuffiness and gloom, and the space as 
cramped as the ideas that filled it. He desired to be known in future 
as Mr. Mendel Hirsch, teacher of Hebrew, and he had cards printed 
to that effect. He had shed his Ghetto skin, so he declared. 

‘The curriculum of Mr, Hirsch’s academy is comprehensive and 
graduated, mounting by various stages from the alphabet to the 
Mishna. At first he took the beginners’ class himself, but when 
the seckers of learning increased he engaged a youth of studious 
proclivities to relieve him of this task and initiate innocent infants 
of five into the mysteries of Hebrew reading. For the Jewish child 
is introduced to the historic language of his people at the same age 
when he is first taken to an elementary school, with the result that 
his wits, applied simultaneously to the acquisition of two alphabetic 
systems, are prematurely sharpened. Mendel himself—for we must 
‘ever return to our first love even in names—personally conducts the 
Test of the course, As soon as a child can read faultlessly, a con- 
summation that is quickened by incidental practice in praying three 
times a day, he is taught the opening chapters of Genesis, and his 
mind makes fitful gropings after the beginning of all things. The 
translation of the Pentateuch portion by portion, according to the 
ritual division of the synagogue, is slowly proceeded with and 
attended by constant revision, and when the moment is considered 
ripe the budding scholar is introduced to the charmed circle of 
Rashi, ‘This is a promotion which he eagerly looks forward to, for 
to read the curious rabbinical script of the medieval commentator 
‘Detokens a superiority, on the strength of which he can lord it over 
his less advanced fellow-pupils. Besides, his father will never rest 
‘content until be has reached that intellectual summit, as in his 
opinion Céwmesk (Pcntatcuch) without Rashi is as tasteless as meat 
without salt. Indeed, that fond parent attaches the value of an 
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inspired utterance to the writings of the cleventh-century Rabbi of 
‘Troyes, Solomon ben Isaac, an assessment that impels the reflection 
that, Hike gold and silver and other precious things, the law, 
be weighed bya Troy standard. Progress in this branch of education 
is rather slow, as the script is void of vowels, but though pointless, 
the commentary {s full of wisdom, and on the Sabbath the father 
examines how much of this the young hopeful has assimilated. 


respect in which he shows his pre-eminence, for the notions of the 
average Rebbe about the seven conjugations are as dim as those of 
the savage about the Seven Wise Men. When the pupil has 
traversed the five books of Moses, he crosses the Jordan with 
Joshua and enters the Promised Land of the books of the Prophets. 
His journey through this region is smooth and pleasant, as long 
as it is peopled with kings and battles and enlivened by romantic 


and fortissimo, in which Mendel's voice, too, is fain to mingle and 
swell the sacred melody. These harmonious concents, blithely 
proclaiming the cheerful aspect of religion, are varied, however, by 
periodical lessons that reveal its graver side, when Mendel dis- 
tributes copies of an abridged version of the Shulcham Aruck, a 
sixteenth-century compendium of ritual law and custom appertaining 
‘to daily life, and shows his pupils the way in which they should go. 
Mendel himself does not rigidly conform to the precepts of this 
authority, and he foresees that the innocent souls before him will be 
still more lax in the days to come. But the parents insist that the 
subject should be taught, and he teaches it, salving his conscience 
with the thought that no expression of personal opinion is necessary 
‘or ever called for, as the medieval manual raises no doubts and 
‘bases its prescriptions on the assumed acceptance of universal Jewry. 
Tt is only the highest class who are thus favoured with an insight 
into this wondrous multiplicity of religious laws, which attend the 
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Jew like a faithful guard from the moment he opens his eyes in the 
morning till the moment he closes them again in sleep at night, 
following him diligently throughout the day, and day after day, from 
prayer to meal and meal to work, and then to prayer and meal and 
work again, in a constant cycle, varying in their function as the 
Sabbath approaches, with its serene and tranquil blessing of repose, 
cor when fast or feast demands a more exacting or more cxalting 
obligation ; accompanying him through joy and sorrow, in throngand 
solitude, home and Synagogue, and never leaving him until his 
Maker proclaims his release and summons him hence. Some of the 
boys have a practical interest in this Jeston, for they will soon be 
completing their thirteenth year, when they graduate in life as Bar- 
Mitsvak (Son of the Commandment) and are henceforth entitled to 
be punished for their own sins, to the relief of their care-laden 
fathers. For a month before that eventful day they must don 
phylacteries at their morning prayers, and continue to do so ever 
after, and the digest gives a complete set of detailed instructions, 
how to bind them on arm and head, what to do should the sacred 
case move or the leather straps burst, how to place them in their 
bag when done with, and numberless other directions. In this same 
class, too, Hebrew writing is taught, both the square and cursive 
styles, and exercises are done in elementary composition. Although 
many of Mendel’s boys are sharp and studious, and generally remain 
with him until they are about fourteen, very few of them attain the 
ultimate goal of his curriculum and enter the portals of the Mishna. 
Bat if he has even one pupil with whom he can read the first chapter 
of the first tractate of the first order of that stupendous and multi- 
farious code, he is content, 

Mendel's echool consists of a large and airy room, furnished with 
several desks and benches, a blackboard and easel, and a tier of 
shelves laden with well-worn books of various descriptions, Above 
the mantelpiece hangs a card of monumental proportions, displaying 
‘in bold square letters the names of the singing accents with their 
signs, and on the walls there are reading cards for beginners and a 
tablet simplifying the vowel-system, to all of which Mendel points 
with pride as his own handiwork. There are also some faded prints 
of departed scholars in Israel, who seem to look down upon the 
scene from their mural height with profound approval. Mendel's 
own desk, in which he keeps his register, chalk, and other odds and 
ends, besides the indispensable ferule, is a simple affair with a sloping 
top; it is unaccompanied by any chair, for he always stands when 
teaching. He also uses the adjoining apartment, his sitting-room, 
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students travelling from one place of learning to another. ‘The others 
begin to assemble shortly after in groups of two and three, and by 
six o'clock the house of Mendel Hirsch is like a hive humming with 
a swarm of voices, giving forth snatches of sacred lore to the unwitting 
passer-by in the street. Not until the hour of eight has struck, and 
often not till later, is there any sign of the diminution of this siudious: 
hubbub, and when it has finally ceased Mendel has to betake himself 
to certain well-to-do families to give instruction in more costly doses 
to less earnest pupils. 

‘Mendel, as may have been guessed, though no allusion has been 
made to the fact, is married, and he has three children. He had no 
yeaming for the connubial state, but it was thrast upon him by the 


objected to the shricking—as she called it—of his Chader of rascals. 
‘Her own four scapegraces—diamonds of children, in her estimation 
—he received at half-price, a reduction which weighed with ber for 
some time before she at last agreed with her conscience to ket her 
lodger depart. Besides, a bachelor in the Ghetto is an object of 
scorn and ridicule and light esteem, and though Mendel was utterly 
indifferent to that opinion and regarded himself as intellectually 
Sa Paes Tot he es Capra oo ee 
which could not always be retained if he continued mateless. 
Raeinle coer at becaen bic eas ee 
of a famous Rabbi in Western Russia and author of many com- 
mentaries, who brought him a stock of homely virtues and counsel 
with her modest dowry, and he has never repented the step. Their 
courting, for want of time and space (for Mendel was busy in the 
evening, and no convenient drawing-room lay at their disposal), was 
postponed until after their marriage, and then the bridegroom taught 
his beloved bride the elements of English grammar, with the ever 
active verb fo dove, 

_ Mendel bas a great deal of leisure during the day, which he 
employs in literary efforts. These are of a very humble nature, 
are not directed to the acquisition of renown. He is an ex- 

‘Seedingly painstaking writer, and his first great production, a speech 
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to be delivered by a favourite pupil on his Bar-AMésveA, occupied 
him several weeks, and was then submitted to a friend with a college 
training to be corrected and given @ final polish. Since then he 
has made considerable improvement, as he practises assiduously, 
modelling his style on that of Macaulay, whose essays are ane of 
his chiefest delights. ‘The discerning critic may perhaps trace the 
influence of the distinguished historian in some of Mendel’s recent 
epistles to the Jewish press on the neglect of religious education in 
Anglo-Jewry. By far his most important achicvement is a lecture 
on “The Scientific Study of Hebrew among the Jews,” which he 
delivered before a local society of young men who met for the study 
of Jewish history and literature. The Rev. Leon Sapperstone, ae 
who occupied the chair, culogised the address as a masterpiece of 
erudition, and a report of the proceedings, which duly appeared in 
the following number of the “ Jewish Record," forms one of Men- 
del’s most treasured possessions. Mendel is also a fluent versifier 
in Hebrew, and was one of the contributors to the late lamented 
“Hashofar." Of his remarkable impromptu powers in Hebrew 
‘oratory it would be impossible to give an adequate conception, for 
they baffle description. He has held vast audiences spell-bound by 
the wondrous rapidity of his eloquence and his learned allusions, 
and the ease with which he renders any modern notion in the 
language of the prophets can hardly be surpassed even by the 
Savant. 


Mendel is of a sociable and affable disposition, and is a welcome 
guest at every house ; though, since his marriage, his visits to others 
have become rather few, and are generally made in the interests of 
his profession, He is much sought after at Bar-Mitsvah breakfast- 
parties, where his speeches are listened to with rapt attention and 
grected at their close with deafening applause, Over his popularity 
there used to hover a dark cloud of suspicion that his orthodoxy was 
not altogether unblemished, by reason of his rare appearances in 
the Synagogue and his fondness for philosophical discussion. That 
cloud has happily now been dispelled, as the causes for its gathering 
have almost ceased. Mendel still loves, and will always love, to 
indulge in metaphysical speculation, but he now confines his heretical 
discourse to the privacy of his hearth. On a Friday night, when the 
younger members of the family have gone to bed, he will entertain 
you with many an interesting theory concerning the world and man, 
and many an entrancing conversation on the persecutions of his 
people and the ultimate destinies of Israel, so that time will seem 
to fly and you feel in the presence of a modern magician. 
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His library is not extensive, but it gives sufficient indication of 
his studious tastes and of his breadth of mind. A medieval ethical 
treatise is a neighbour of Stuart Mill's “* Logic,” Shakespeare’s works 
are supported by the “Shulchan Aruch,” Maimonides’ “Guide to 
the Perplexed” rubs covers with a volume on the Higher Criticism, 
and Darwin and Dmper keep company with a Hebrew translation 
of Gmete's * History of the Jews" and Abramowitsch's historical 
poem of “Judel" in Yiddish. Then there are grammars and dic- 
tionaries galore, jostling against Heine and Voltairc, and near by 
are a mouldy volume of sermons, Whiston's “ Josephus,” and half-a- 
dozen back numbers of the “ Fortnightly Review." These books 
do not lie idle on their shelves, but are in constant use, for Mendel 
is an avid reader; and as you survey their character and contem- 
plate the man himself, you muse and reflect that his talents soar 
above the level of his vocation, and that, like an embodiment of his 
people’s fate, his restless soul beats against its cramping cage, and 
would hence and away to some halcyon realm of eternal bliss. 


A REMARKABLE LITERARY 
DECEPTION. 


HILE engaged some time since in turning over the contents 
of a chest of old family books which had lain untouched 
in an ancient Rutlandshire country house for two generations, the 
writer came upon a stout old tome whose title-page had a sufficiently 
fascinating look to induce him to set the discovery on one side for 
later inspection.“ Tnteresting Letters of Pope Clement XTV. (Gan- 
ganclli)” ran the inscription, over a medallion portrait of the Pontiff 
and the date 1777. The familiar letters of a Pope to his private 
friends are a kind of reading that is not often to be met with, and 
the writer felt that all the dusty toils of overhauling the chest had 
been well repaid by the gain of such a curiosity, ‘The letters were 
found to number over two hundred, and the first cursory examination 
of them was enough to show that they were compositions of genuine 
literary charm and interest, and not merely the dry professional com 
munications of a theologian. A fuller reading fulfilled all the 
anticipations of the love at first sight, ‘The letters are addressed to 
all classes of people—from monks to society ladies and Protestant 
lergymen—and seem, in their liberality of sentiment, their cheerful- 
ness and vivacity of temperament, and their high tone of culture, to 
breathe the spirit rather of s scholarly and urbane English bishop of 
the period than of a Pontifex Maximus. Not having been aware 
that any collection of the letters of the greatest and most interesting 
of modern Popes was extant, the writer had immediate recourse to 
the “Encyclopacdia Britannica,” with the object of learning, if possible, 
something about the estimation in which they had been held. The 
statement was there found—disappointingly brief, but sufficient to 
make the volume prized more highly—that “ Ganganelli's correspon- 
dence is much admired for its elegance and urbanity.” 

A preface to the volume by the editor, a certain M. Caraccioli, 
fives an account of the manner in which he acquired its contents, 
and a communication from Ganganelli himself, acknowledging their 
authenticity, but modestly declaring their unworthiness of the honour 
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statement, following as it does Clement's letter, is 
Ss3 Rissicn oa the wakid of wren tht eas ts Snpihin ese 
picious about the book, If any suspicion had been aroused in the 
present writer, the statement in the “Encyclopedia Britannica” would 
certainly have removed it. For the brief space of a few weeks he 
cherished fondly the beli¢f that he was the possessor of a genuine 
eras es Eg Ena Catone eee vl peers eae 


there stated, under the head “ Caraccioli,” that the much-prized letters 
were the work of that writer himself. Further examination of French 
biographical dictionaries has proved since that the letters were never 
accepted by critics on the Contiment as genuine, and have always 
been regarded as the ingenious forgeries of their pretended editor, 
‘There has apparently never been any set exposure or plain circum- 
stantial proof of their spuriousness—at least, a wide examination of 
works of reference of all dates has discovered no allusion toany, In 
notice of Caraccioli in the great * Biographie Universelle” of 1813 it 
is stated that, though Caraccioli protested to the last that he was 
only the translator of the letters from the Italian, they were universally 
regarded as spurious, and all other accounts of Caraccioli give the 
same testimony, No modem proof of their authenticity, on which 
the statement in the“ Encyclopzedia Britannica " might be supposed to 
haye been based, seems ever to have been advanced ; and the writer 
in that work, having probably, like the present writer, discovered a 
copy of Caraccioli’s plausible productions, without having his sus- 
picions aroused by the preface, or his curiosity by the name of the 
supposed editor, may be enjoying imaginary literary communings 
with the mind of Clement to this day. 

A little critical study of the letters themselves by anyone who 
‘has had his suspicions aroused must dispose him, in the absence of 
the least proof of their genuineness, to accept the common view 
Tegarding them. Less than half of them are addressed to definite 
‘named individuals, the others being inscribed only with the initial 
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letters of the supposed recipients or with vague general addresses 
such as “To a Monk of the Franciscan Order" or “To an English 
Lord.” Further, it is noteworthy that as the dates of the letters 
come nearer to 1775, the year of their publication, when most of 
the persons addressed, if the letters had been genuine, would 
certainly have been living, the definite names almost entirely dis- 
appear in favour of the general descriptions, One naturally infers 
that the breaking-off of the correspondence with the people named 
was occasioned by their deaths, and a strong suspicion arises that none 
but people dead when the letters were published are addressed openly 
by name—which, of course, is what one would expect in case of a 
literary fraud. A search through the fifty volumes of the “Biographie 
Universelle "—the richest storchouse of obscure eighteenth-century 
biography—strikingly confirms this suspicion. Of the forty people 
addressed by name twelve were distinguished enough to have gained 
‘notice in that work. All these were, in fact, dead before the year 
of publication. Caraccioli in his preface alleges that he copied a 
large number of the letters—those addressed to two Italian prelates 
who were his friends—at Florence in the year 1762 from the originals 
shown him by the recipients themselves. It is this section of the 
correspondence, he tells us, that the Pope confessed to having written 
in @ letter addressed to him personally. The letter is quoted as 
follows -— 


Sir,—The letters which have been communicated to you at 
Florence were written in haste, and by no means deserve the honour 
you are inclined to confer on them by a publication. I most 
eamestly beg of you therefore not to give them to the public. What 
T have written can have no other merit than candour and truth. I 
am not the less obliged to you, and shall always acknowledge the 
affection you have shown for me. I shall seek every opportunity of 
testifying my gratitude and proving to you with what esteem I 
declare myself 

Your sincere humble servant, 
L. Canpinat Gancanenti, 


In a supplement containing a number of Clement's speeches 
made in secret consistories, which may or may not be genuine, there 
‘are a few letters to Louis XV. and the Princess Marie Louise of 
France. Louis, it is significant, died in 1775, and Marie Louise 
retired into the seclusion of a Carmelite nunnery several years before 
the appearance of the letters. Every circumstance, in fact, that can 
now be known regarding the appearance of the correspondence 
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the work of M. Caraccioli himself that conviction of 

follows almost inevitably. e i 
‘Louis Antoine Caraccioli was bom at Parisin 1721. He! 

















career, however, like St, Pierre's, was not of long duration. 
occurrence of the Polish Revolution in 1768 he lost his 
his appointment, and returned to Paris with the object of living by 
literature. He very soon acquired literary reputation and 
‘His pen was extraordinarily prolific, producing work after work in 
rapid succession on almost kind of subject—metaphysical 
treatises, biographies (long and ), deltres rberéatives, 
eases bape packer eb gata ag 
méme," a kind of moral essays of similar gencral character to 
Johnson's “ Rambler” and “ Idler,” which proved astonishingly popu- 
lar. Over forty books have been enumerated of his authorship, includ- 
ing Jong “ Lives” of Joseph IL. of Germany and of Pope 
In his later years he suffered severely from the French Revolution, 
fora time he enjoyed a pension from the Convention, He 
in great poverty at the beginning of the nineteenth century, 
it is said, only eighty francs behind him. 
Life of Clement appeared in 1774, and the letters followed 
kind of supplement, While at the Court of Benedict XIV. 
| Clement XILT., and in frequent intercourse with Ganganelli, 
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‘Caraccioli must, of course, have become well acquainted with the 
future Pope's character and private friendships. It has been generally 
asserted that he is very successful in making the letters agree with 
the Pope’s temperament and gencral sentiments He seems, in 
fact, to have concentrated all his abilities on the work of making bis 
fabrications plausible. His previous writings—composed, most of 
them, in the haste necessitated by poverty—had been very unequal, 
and none of them worthy of his real literary powers, All his best 
thought and feeling went to make the matter of his letters, and all 
his literary craftsmanship was exerted on their style. The result was 
that their superiority to cverything else he had written was so 
marked that those who favoured their genuineness pointed triumph- 
antly to this fact as a strong argument towards that conclusion, 
Naturally several of the Ictters deal with the agitation for the aboli- 
tion of the Jesuits, the great action for the accomplishment of which 
the pontificate of Ganganelli will ever be chiefly famous. It was 
the common belief, at the time Caraccioli wrote, that Ganganelli was 
elected Pope only through his having entered into a private agree- 
ment to abolish the order with the Cardinals representing the 
Catholic sovereigns. Caraccioli, in conformity with this general 
persuasion of the Pope's hostility to the Jesuits even before the 
official examination into the charges against them, takes care to 
represent him as favouring the demands of the Catholic sovereigns 
during his cardinalatc, and even then advocating the sacrifice of the 
society for the sake of expediency and the peace of the Church, No 
doubt the letters did a great deal to strengthen this popular belief, 
which seems to rest on no evidence whatever, though it has been 
encouraged by the Jesuits themselves. 

But while there is no doubt that Pope Clement was a man of 
exceptional liberality and modernness of spirit for a Roman Cardinal 
who had been most of his life a monk, one cannot help doubting 
whether Caraccioli, in his efforts to produce a literary work of far 
higher distinction than any of his own acknowledged writings, has 
not made the tone of urbanity, liberality, and culture a little too 
pronounced in his fabrications. And the feeling becomes only 
stronger after reading such an undoubted Clementine work as the 
Bull for the Jubilee of 1770. He represents Clement as being a 
‘scorner of the scholastic theology, a man who regards Protestants 
with the same brotherly feeling and warm esteem that a Broad 
English Churchman might feel towards a Lutheran or Congrega- 
tionalist—and, in short, as a type of divine for examples of which one 
would go to the cultured circles of cighteenth-century Paris rather 
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than to Rome. [t is hard to think that Ganganelli, 
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was imbued with quite so much of the spirit of the wna 
Parisian salons. But though this fine tone of culture 


picty of a Fénelon, and are quite without any unpleasant traces of 
cant such as one would find in the work of a vulgar and purely 
churchman’s | 


example will give an indication of the general character of the cor- 
respondence :— 


To the Prelate Cerati. 


M¥ Lorp,—I have just now been to see your good old friend 
M. Bottari, and found him, as usual, immersed in the deepest and 
most interesting studies. He passed from that to a picturesque 
conversation which delighted me excessively ; for he does not speak, 
but paints. He is sententious and figurative, and never fails perfectly 
to characterise the books and people he describes. We hada good 
deal of discourse about the Roman antiquities and the variety of our 
libraries, which, though not all of equal excellence, form an admirable 
collection. ‘Two well-informed Englishmen shared in our conversa- 
tion, and spoke so as to demand attention. ‘They are a people who 
travel to advantage, profiting by whatever they see. They are said 
to take the substance of things, while the French are content with 
the surface. But I leave you to decide whether, for commerce with 
mankind, it is better to be superficial and agreeable, or profound and 
gloomy. Cardinal Bentivoglio said that “we should see an English- 
man when we want to think, and a Frenchman when we want to 
converse.” 1 open my cell to both one and the other with the 
greatest pleasure, confessing to you always that the French vivacity 

something very attractive to me. One loves to meet his own 

‘and you know that I am neither slow nor silent, 

You should have received the book which Father Massoleni of 

‘Oratory sent you. You will find it both interesting and well 

|. Methinks I see you plunged into this work, without being 
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able to tear yourself from it, The retired man has real pleasures 
which surpass all the joys of the world. But, hush! that is a secret 
of the studious which should not be divulged, 
T have the honour to be, &c. 
Rome, Novembee 13, 1753. 


It is said that the appearance of the correspondence in English 
created great astonishment in this country, where the idea of a Pope 
‘was, of course, that of a narrow and prejudiced man some centuries 
behind and opposed to contemporary thought and feeling. A volume 
‘of letters not less polished and cultured than those of Gray was 
‘regarded, coming from such a source, as a triumph for the modern 
spirit indeed. Moreover, the letters made it appear that the Pope 
‘entertained « special fondness for the heretical English people and 
the English genius, ‘profound and gloomy” as he regarded them, 
and blithe and vivacious as was his own disposition. How cheerful 
this was painted may be shown by such a passage as the following, 
supposed to have been written by Ganganelli to a Roman prelate 
when he was filling, of all positions, that of an official of the Holy 
Inquisition — 


When you come to sce me I will show you my reflections upon a 
ease in which you are interested. There are of all kinds in the 
Holy Office—some to make us laugh, and others to make us cry ; 
but don’t be afraid, I shall not read of the melancholy kind to you. 
‘The great art in being well with society is to serve everyone accord- 
ing to their taste. Gaiety is the true medicine for the studious; the 
mind and heart should be dilated when it has been contracted by 
obstinate toil. Blossoming is as necessary to the human mind as to 
‘trees, to make it recover its verdure and flourish ; but there are 
people, like rose-trees without flowers, who present nothing to your 
view but bark and prickles. When I meet such I do not speak a 
word, but pass by as quick as I possibly can, for fear of being stung. 
Gaiety retards old age. ‘There is always a reviving freshness which 
accompanies gaiety, instead of the pale wrinkles that are the produce 
of cares. Benedict XIV. would not enjoy such good health if he 
‘were not always gay. He lays down his pen to give utterance to 
some Sens mots, and resumes it without ever being fatigued. You are 
in the right to graft the Italian gaiety upon the French—it is the way 
tolive toa hundred. That you may do so I sincerely wish ; for 1 am, 
more than I can tell, 

My Lord, 
Your mest humble, &c, 
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‘The author of this recipe for long life, though be did not reach 
the age of a hendred, did actually, in spite of all the anxieties and 


‘Whether Caraccioli’s motive in publishing his compositions as 
Clement XTV.'s was of a mercenary kind, or only a perverse desire to 


any case, it may be said to his credit that he voluntarily resigned a 
certain advance of literary reputation by not putting his name to the 
work and entitling it “Imaginary Letters," for he must have been 
conscious of the high merit of his fabrications after all the labour he 
had spent upon them, He was not—like the author of the Rowley 
poems, for instance—an unknown author who feared that his pro- 
ductions would not attract attention or gain him fame unless he 
attributed them to some more distinguished person than himself, 
He was already an extremely popular author and a man of note in 
French society when he composed the letters. As such a man 
would probably have made as much by publishing the letters as his 
own, or spending the same pains on another work of a different 
character as by a deception, the second of the motives mentioned 
seems more likely to have determined his conduct, Perhaps, if this 
was $0, he reasoned to himself that it was not an illegitimate proceed- 
ing to purchase the gratification of mere personal vanity at the cost 
of a heavy weight of the “solid pudding" of increased literary 
estimation. 

He certainly had the pleasure of seeing the success of his plot. 
But if, as is possible, he thought that his literary fame was strong 
‘enough to live without the help of the work he renounced he was 
completely deluded, Whatever little share of that “ brief after-life in 
others’ breath” so much coveted by authors has fallen to him is 
entirely the result of the discovery of the real connection between 
his mind and the letters. 

J. M. ATTENBOROUGH. 


ROSSINI AS HUMORIST. 


OSSINI was the Charles Lamb of music. The good stories 

told of him would fill a volume, and I wonder that no writer 

has thought of bringing them together under one cover. Suppose 
we make a modest beginning now, 

And. first let me describe the composer as he appeared to some 
of his friends. Madame Arditi, the wife of the veteran conductor, 
lately deceased, says he was “the queerest-looking old thing” she 
ever saw: “such a quaint, ungainly figure; such sharp, piercing 
eyes ; such a vivacious, quick manner with it all.” Usually he was 
clad in a very shabby loose shooting-jacket, and wore a conspicuously 
ill-fitting and ugly coloured wig. The wig was a great feature. 
Signor Arditi bad once rendered him a slight service, and calling on 
him one afternoon, Rossini was effusive in his reiterated thanks. He 
seemed anxious to prove his gratitude in a material manner, and 

round the room he caught sight of his wigs. “I am sorry, 
Arditi,” he exclaimed, “that I cannot give you an actual Proof of my 
gratitude, but if you would like to possess one of my wigs, you can 
take any colour that you fancy would suit you.” Of course Arditi 
never wore a wig : that was the joke. 

Rossini was something of an epicure, and several of the stories 
connected with his name have more or less bearing on the pleasures 
of the table. He had a fastidious palate, and declared that he could 
cook rice better than anyone he knew. “ Maestro,” ssid someone 
to him, “do you remember that famous dinner given you in Milan, 
when they served a gigantic macaroni pie? Well, I was seated next 
you.” “Indeed!” replied Rossini; “I remember the macaroni 
perfectly, but E fail to recognise you." On another occasion, at « 
dinner in Paris at which he was observed to remain silent and 
absorbed, a banker who was on any but friendly terms with him 
passed savouries—a favourite dish of Rossini's—to the lady on his 
right, saying, “I have already eaten as many of these savouries as 
Samson slew Philistines,” “Yes, and with the ‘same weapon,” 
dryly retorted Rossini. It is only right to say, however, that Rossini 

Re 
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must have borrowed this witticism. In the once popular" Elogant 
‘Extracts " one may read it in the following form = 


Jack, eating rotten cheese, did 
shins Sean ny scant ar 
“1 vow,” said Roger, **s0 you do, 
And with the selfsame weapon tou." 


Of course Rossini was not always in what may be called epicurean 
form. Adolphe Crémicux gave a sumptuous breakfast party in 
honour of Meyerbecr, to which entertainment he invited the leading 
musical critics and composers of that day assembled in the French 
capital. Amongst Crémicux's guests was Rossini, who occupied a 
place of honour next to the wife of his host, but refused, one after 
anothers, all the dainties offered to him in succession. Madame 
Crémieux noticed his unwavering abstinence with equal surprise and 
regret, and presently asked him whether he was unwell, as he appeared 
to have suddenly lost an appetite which, as she understood, was 
usually no less vigorous than lively, “That is true, my dear 
madame," replied Rossini, “but I rarely eat breakfast, nor can I 
depart from that rule to-day, although should anything go wrong 
with to-morrow night’s representation Meyerbeer will believe to the 
day of his death that my refusal to partake of this feast brought him 
bad luck. The position I now occupy at your table reminds me of 
an odd experience that befell me some years ago in a provincial town 
of Italy. A performance of the ‘Barber’ was being given in my 
special honour in the local theatre. While the overture was in full 
swing I noticed a huge trumpet in the orchestra, manifestly blown 
with remarkable foree and continuity by a member of the band; but 
not a sound in the least akin to the tones invariably produced by 
that instrument could I hear. At the close of the performance I 
interviewed the conductor, and asked him to explain the purpose of 
the noiseless trumpet, which, I confessed, was an unusual orchestral 
addition. He answered : * Maestro, in this town there is not a living 
soul who can play the trumpet; therefore I specially engaged an 
artist to hold one up to his lips, binding him by an oath not to blow 
into it, for it looks well to have a trumpet in an operatic orchestra’ 
Madame, I am like that man with the trumpet. I may not eat, but 
1 look well at your breakfast-table.” And so he did, no doubt, being 
nearly as fat as Falstaff himself. 

Rossini was often given to characteristic remarks and sharp 
criticisms concerning other composers. He spoke his mind freely 
about everybody, and never cared whether he gave offence or not. 


_ 
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Still, what he said was mostly taken as a good joke, especially by 
those who knew him. The Maestro seldom went to the opera or 
to any place of amusement, but he could not resist the temptation 
of hearing one of Wagner's works. It was “‘Fannhiiuser.” After- 
wards, when asked to give his opinion of the opera, he said: “It is 
too Important and too elaborate a work to be judged after a single 
hearing, but s0 far as I am concerned I shall not give it a second.” 
Rossini, indeed, had & sad contempt for the hero of Bayreuth, Some- 
body once handed him a score of one of Wagner's latest productions, 
and presently remarked that he was holding the music upside down. 
Well,” replied Rossini, “1 have already read it the other way, and 
am trying this, as I really can make nothing of ft" I have just 
mentioned Meyerbeer. Rossini, meeting him one day, replied, in 
answer to an inquiry on the subject, that his days were nearly 
numbered, as he must soon succumb to an alarming catalogue of 
maladies, which he glibly unfolded to the ready car of Meyerbeer 
and to the utter astonishment of a friend Rossini had with him at 
the time. After Meyerbeer’s departure the friend remonstrated 
with Rossini for his fevity and mendaciousness, “ Well,” replied 
Rossini, “it is every good man’s duty to contribute to the peace and 
comfort of his fellow-man, and you know nothing would delight 
Meyerbeer more, or afford him more fully this peace and comfort, 
than to hear of my early decease.” Of Auber, the eminent French 
composer, he had no exalted opinion. “You know what pretty 
dance tunes he has always written,” was his remark toa friend one 
day ; the fact being, of course, that Auber never wrote any dance 
tunes. 

With amateur composers and mediocre musicians generally he 
had no patience whatever, Some of his best stories are told in con- 
nection with this class A few days after Meyerbeer’s death a 
young admirer of his called upon the composer of “William Tell” 
‘with an elegy which he had written in honour of his idol. “Well,” 
said Rossini, after hearing the composition played over, “if you 
really want my honest opinion, I think it would have been better if 
you had died and Meyerbeer had written the elegy." A budding 

‘once accompanied the manuscript of his latest composition 
with a Stilton, hoping, of course, to have a letter praising the work. 
‘The letter came, but all it said was: “Thanks! I like the cheese 
very mutch.” Not a word about the manuscript ! 

Prince Poniatowski, the composer of the popular “ Yeoman's 
Wedding Song,” had written two operas, and wanted very much to 
have Rossini's opinion as to which of the two be should choose for 
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Las rag eh eer Rossini fought shy of the matter for 2 long 
time, but Poniatowski’s importunity at length prevailed. Highly 
ee 2 


another, and placed a huge bandana handkerchief over his eyes. 
Poniatowski took his seat at the piano and worked away lustily for 
an hour or so, When, almost exhausted and bathed in perspiration, 
‘he was about to commence his second opera, Rossini awoke from a 
doze into which he had fallen, and touched him lightly on the 
shoulder so as to arrest his progress. “Now, my friend, I can 
advise you," he said sleepily ; “have the other one performed.” A 
kindred joke was tried on Liszt. The latter had just played one of 
his so-called “symphonic poems” to Rossini. “1 prefer the other,” 
said Rossini laconically. Liszt naturally inquired which “other.” 
“The chaos in Haydn's ' Creation’ was the withering reply. 

Rossini’s witticisms, indeed, bubbled forth at all times and under 
all circumstances. On one occasion a gentleman called upon him 
to enlist his aid in procuring for him an engagement at the Opera. 
He was a drummer, and had taken the precaution to bring his instru- 
ment. Rossini said he would hear him “play,” and it was decided 
that he should show off in the overture to “Semiramide.” Now, the 
very first bar of the overture contains a frewolo for the drum, and 
when this had been performed the player remarked ; “ Now I have 
a rest of seventy-cight bars ; these of course I will skip.” This was 
too good a chance to be lost. “Oh, no,” said the composer ; * by 
all means count the seventy-elght bars ; I particularly wish to hear 
those.” This story reminds me of the answer given by an admirer 
of the German school of music to the question, “What points of 
comparison can be found between Rossini and Napoleon?” * None," 
was the reply, “except it be that in the noise which they made in 
Europe they were both fond of employing the drum.” 

Rossini’s whimsicality extended even to his birthday. Having 
been born on February 29, in leap year, he bad of course a birthday 
only once in four years, and when he was seventy-two he facetiously 
invited his friends to celebrate his cighteenth birthday! The late 
Sir Arthur Sullivan made his acquaintance in Paris. One morning 
when Sullivan called to see him he found him trying over a small 
piece of music just as he entered. ‘ What is that?” asked Sullivan. 
“Ty's my dog’s birthday,” be replied very seriously, “and I write 
a litle piece for him every year.” All his life he had a dread of 
the number thirteen, as well as of Fridays. He never would invite 
more than twelve guests to dinner, and when once he had fourteen 
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he made sure of an “understudy" who would, at a moment's notice, 
fhave been ready to come should one guest have missed. And, 
ete me ecnne superstition, he died on Friday, Novem- 

13 

Of miscellaneous anecdotes there ure quite a number. When 
Rossini was once rehearsing one of his operas in a small theatre in 
Italy, he noticed that the horn was always out of tune. “ Who is 
that playing the horn in such an unholy way?” he demanded. “It 
is 1," said a tremulous voice. “ Ah, it is you, is it? Well, go right 
home.” It was his father! Like Ruskin, Rossini was opposed to 
railways. When these were instituted he had registered a vow that 
he would never adopt a means of locomotion so little suggestive of 
artand so entirely at variance with nature, In this connection a 
good story is told by Mr. Kuhe, the well-known Brighton musician. 
Aboat the middle of the sixties Mr. Kuhe took his family to 
Kissingen. One day, to the surprise of the promenaders, a huge 
‘travelling carriage was seen approaching, heavily laden with luggage. 
This marvellous equipage contained a very stout old gentleman with 
a remarkably fine head, by whose side was an elderly lady, while the 
coachman's seat was shared by a nade de chamére, In those days, 
road travelling being already considered an eccentric mode of pro- 
gression, much speculation was aroused as to the identity of the 
occupants, The old gentleman proved to be none other than 
Rossini, the immortal composer of “The Barber of Seville” and 
“ William Tell.” 

Rossini was a prodigious snuffer. And thereby hangs another 
tale, During a pause at one of the rehearsals of “ William Tell” he 
crossed the stage up to a spot from which he could speak to Mr. 
Brod, the celebrated oboe player, professor of the Paris Conservatoire, 
‘whom he addressed with, “Mr. Brod, have you your snuff-box with 
you?” “Yes, Maestro.” “Then give me a pinch.” The pinch 
duly taken, he continued : “Mr, Brod, in the introduction to. such 
and such an air there occurs an F which you play sharp; I should 
prefer it natural,-if you please. With regard to the F sharp, me vows en 
toermentes pas ; nous trouverons moyen de la placer ailleurs.” When 
this aneedote was related to Berlioz, he jumped up from his chair, 
exclaiming, “ C'est foudrayant desprit.” Thereare many stories con- 
nected with “William Tell” It was always too long, and even in 
Paris soon after its production the management began to perform 
only onc actatatime “I hope you won't be annoyed,” said the 
manager one morning to Rossini, “ but to-night we propose to per- 
form the second act.” “ What, the whole of it?” asked Rossini in 
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reply. Like a good many other operas, “William Tell” has from 
time to time suffered from the fear of continental sovereigns to 
place before the public anything which may glorify revolution. At 
Berlin, for example, in 1830, the King Frederick-William IIL. 
would not allow the opera to be represented until the scene bad 
been changed to the Tyrol. William Tell then became the Tyrolean 
patriot, Andreas Hofer, who led the resistance to the armies of 
Bonaparte; Walter was converted into Josef Spechbacher, and 
Gessler became the wicked Luzziol, Marshal of France. Monarchs 
are not quite so particular nowadays. 
J. CUTHBERT HADDEN, 


THE LOVE OF LAMIA. 


ICT should stay,” 

Said Lamia, “here, upon this Aor of clay, 
‘And pain my steps upon these flow'rs too rough, 
‘What canst thou ‘ay or do of charm enough 

‘To dull the nice remembrance of my home? 
Thou art a scholar, Lyeius, and must know 
That finer spirits cannot breathe below 

Tn buman skies and live." 


HE poem known as * Lamia” belongs to the second period of 
Keats's career. Into the brief quarter of a century which 
formed the span of his earthly lot was crowded material enough for 
the threescore years and ten of an ordinary life. Some critics have 
spoken of him in pitying tones a8 having failed in his endeavours ; 
but when we remember that before the age of twenty-five he had 
qualified himself for the medical profession, passed through all the 
fret and fever of a passionate love, and made a brave fight with 
‘weakness and disease, we can only wonder at the richness and the 
extent of his poetic legacy. 

But the splendour of his poems, and the marvellous advance 
shown in the second period of a career which might well have 
seemed too brief to be marked by any development at all, are not 
the most interesting considerations in the study of Keats. There 
is one thought, one wonder, which surpasses every other, and which 
will never cease to arouse the interest of scholars, How was it that 
this young poet, totally ignorant of Greece and the Greek language, 
should have turned to Greek legends and ideas as to a natural 
clement? 

‘To write of a country without having seen it is a feat which has 
been accomplished by many, to write of a people without having 
mixed with them is also a frequent achievement ; but the wonder in 
‘Keats's case is not that he should have written of Greece, but that 
the should have written as with “the nice remembrance of my 
home”; not thet Greck subjects and Greck characters dnowld cxo#’ 
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his poems, but that his poems should reproduce the atmosphere of 
Greek life. 

ee ae ee Ele ee eee 
‘ings to account for this 

ra pocuuhsgaki wel bane bis Bobksiegat Wicee ee 
his mother was the daughter of a livery-stable kecper; honest, 
intelligent, energetic people both of them, apparently, but hardly 
likely to have the power of “opening magic casements" out of a 
hard and commonplace life. His education was better than might 
have been expected, and his friendship with the son of his school- 
master, Charles Cowden Clarke, had a lasting effect upon him ; but 
at fifteen he was taken from school and apprenticed to a surgeon. 

As for his surroundings, his childhood was spent in the City 
Road, and as soon as he left school he studied medicine for four 
years at Edmonton; the joy of ripening powers and congenial 
friendships which marked his return to London was all too brief, 
and the remaining years of his life were tortured by continual 
struggle and unrest of heart and brain, until the foreign travel of 
which he had so often dreamed carried him to his last resting- 


‘Where, then, shall we find the golution of the problem? It lies 
in the fact that Keats was himself a Greek. 

Plato tells us in his “ Republic” that men are born, some with 
golden, some with silver, and some with iron or copper souls, and 
that as the children do not always follow their parents, a golden- 
souled son born of a copper-souled father is to be raised among the 
rulers. In the same way, the nationality of men is not always 
determined by the particular race from which they spring: a wild 
gipsy spirit is sometimes born from parentage of the dullest 
respectability ; the most insular solidarity may produce a nature 
characterised by French gaiety and grace; the self-contained energy 
of a Western stock may throw off a product characterised by all the 
outworn languor of the East. 

Keats deserved the sneer of Blackwood in so far that, to all 
outward seeming, he was a cockney born and bred; but yet he 
was no more a Londoner than 

Fair Hermes, crown’d with feathers, fluttering tight. 
He went through the medical course at Guy's Hospital and passed 
the licentiate examination of Apothecaries’ Hall; but he was no 
more a sober English citizen than was his own Endymion, rapt by 
‘an immortal love from all possibility of earthly content, 


Se 
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But though Keats was thus born a Greek, his Greek soul must 
have pined and died of starvation if it had not received some 
sustenance. It needed support and development, an atmosphere 
in which it might unfold itself, a light and a music that should woo 
it ito song. Where was this atmosphere, this sustenance, to be 
found? He had never set his foot on classic soil; but Browning 
tells us how 


‘The inland hatched eea-creature hunts 
‘The sea's breast out, 


and Keats, though an alien and an exile, was destined to find his 
own way home, 

In 1815, his friend Cowden Clarke, who had already kindled 
his latent love of poctry with Spenser's “ Faerie Queene,” did him 
the inestimable service of introducing him to Chapman's translation 
of Homer, The effect was sudden and complete. Apollo's “ realms 
of gold” had long been familiar to him, but one kingdom had been 
for him, until now, an undiscovered country : 


Oft of one wide expanse had 1 been told 
‘That deep-brow'd Homer ruled as his demesne: 
‘Yet did T never breathe its pure nerene 

‘Fill T heard Chapman speak out lod and bold : 
Then (eit T tike some watcher of the skies 
When @ new planet swims into his ken, 

Op like stout Cortex when with eagle eyes 

He stared at the Pacific—and all bis men 
Look'd at each other with a wild surmise 
‘Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 


But it was not from books alone that Keats was to draw his 
inspiration. Every reader of “Childe Harold" remembers the 
burning lines in which Byron condemns Lord Elgin’s “ violation” of 
the treasures of Athena, 


‘Who, ofall the plunderers of yon fane 
On high, where Pallas lingered loth to flee, 

‘The latest relic of her ancient reign ; 

‘The last, the worst, dull spoiler, who wns he? 
Blush, Caledonia, such thy son could be t 

England, I joy he was no child of thine— 

‘Thy free-born men should spare what once was free : 
Yet they could violate cach savidening shrine, 

‘And bear these aliats o'er the long reluctant brine. 


‘Cold isthe heart, fair Greece, that looks on thee, 
Nor feels as lovers o'r the dust they loved ; 
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‘This lyric is exquisitely benutiful, and when we remember that 
Poe was only fourteen when it was written, its beauty is nothing 
short of marvellous. But Poe did not fulfil his early promise, whereas 
Keats developed surely and steadily throughout his brief carcer, 
while his unswerving devotion to Beauty gave a continuity to work 
that might otherwise have been fragmentary and discursive. 

Most of our great poets have dedicated themselves to some 
special object of worship and wonder. “ The soul—nothing clse is 
worth study!” was Browning's cry ; ‘Nature, that never did betray 
the heart that loved her!” was Wordsworth’s; Freedom was the 
guiding star of Shelley; Truth was the pearl of great price to Milton ; 
‘but Keats was the devotee of Beauty, “I have loved the principle 
of Beauty in all things," he wrote shortly before his death ; and in 
‘one of his letters he says: “With a great poet the sense of Beauty 
overcomes every other consideration, or, rather, obliterates all other 
considerations.” This idea runs through the whole of his poetry, 
from the celebrated first line of “ Endymion,” 


A thing of beauty is & joy for ewer, 


to the summing up of his philosophy in the “Ode to a Grecian 
Um": 


Beauty is Truth ; Treth, Beauty ; this is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 


But this devotion to Beauty must not be taken to imply, as it has 
been by some critics, that Keats had no mora! sense. Beauty, or 
Harmony, was the Greek idea of goodness and virtue ; and to Keats, 
as to the typical Greek, Love, Truth, Liberty, and the Divine Nature 
itself all appeared under this guise, and wore this radiant form. 

A criticism which is better justified is that which avers that the 
poct’s love of Beauty was not characterised by the sclf-restraint, the 
sense of fitness and proportion, which is to be found in the finest 
Greek writers, It is quite true that Keats loved to revel in images 
of perfect forms, of glowing graces and glorious riches; he lingers 
‘over his descriptions as though he loved the very taste of the words 
‘upon his tongue ; he heaps up the treasures of his fancy, not careful, 
like Eve, to bring 

‘Taste after taste upheld with kindliest change, 


but flinging all his fair fruits before us at once with prodigal 
Kiberality. 

Take, for instance, the description of Neptune's palace in 
“ Endymion,” 








‘Or the varied visions that meet Endymion's eye in his fairy 
journey : 


Enormous chasms, where, all foam and roar, 
Streams sibtereanean tease their granite beds + 
Then heightened just above the silvery heads 
Of a thousand fountains so that be could dash 
‘The waters with his spear; bat at the splash, 


Alike, 
Haply, like dolphin tumalts, when sweet shells 
Welcome the float of Thetis. 


‘There are many passages such as these, not only in the early but 
also in the later poems, and there is much in them that is open to 
criticism. ‘The chief defect of the celebrated “Quarterly Review * 
article was not that it accuscd Keats of faults, but that it did not 
accuse him of the right faults: superabundant images, fancies 
doomed to decay by their own ripeness, phrases overloaded with 
glowing colours, marred the perfection of his art, and might well have 
been castigated. But these faults are the faults of youth, and they 
prove no more than that the poet’s young brain was seething with 
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images and ideas ; he himself was fully conscious of them, and was 
not slow to apply his mind to their correction. “There is but ane 
way forme,” he writes to his friend Reynolds; “the road lics through 
application, study, and thought. I will pursue it, and for that end 
purpose retiring for some years.” 

To contrast “Endymion” with “Hyperion” or “Lamia” is 
to realise how much Keats had already accomplished in the short 
time given to him. ‘The opening lines of “ Hyperion” have all the 
severity and reticence of the true classical spirit. 


Deep in the shady sadness of a vale 

Far sunken from the healthy breath of morn, 
Far from the Bery noon, and eve's one star, 
Sat grey-hair’d Saturn, quiet as a stone, 

Still as the silence round about his fair 5 

Forest on forest hung about his head 

Like clond on cloud. No stir of alr was there, 
Not so much tife as on a summer's day 

Robs not one light seed from the feathered grass, 
But where the dead leaf fell, there dd i reste 
‘A stream went voiceless by, stilt deaden'd more 
By reason of his fallen divinity 

Spreading «shade: the Naiad "mid her reeds 
Press'd her cold finger closer to her lips. 


Tt is evident, therefore, that the later poems, and not the more 
widely read “Endymion,” should be taken as illustrative of Keats's 
genius; but, fine as the fragment of “Hyperion” undoubtedly is, 
there is one imperative reason which points to “Lamia” as the key 
wherewith to unlock the sécrets of his life and work. 

No fust estimate of Keats can be formed without giving full 
consideration to the love which glorified, but at the same time 
consumed, his life. Whether Fanny Brawne was worthy of the 
‘passionate devotion which he lavished upon her is a question that 
has often been debated. The general verdict seems to be that she 
was « beautiful but commonplace girl, attracted by the warmth of 
the poct’s heart, but incapable of understanding the rare quality of 
his mind. 

An answer to this accusation has been made by Miss Pertins, 
the daughter of Miss Brawne's great friend, who, writing to the 
editor of the * Literary World,” after the appearance of an article 
by Miss Tynan on “ Keats's Heroines,” in which Miss Brawne is 
spoken of as commonplace, says : “ You remark that this is hard on 
Fanny, It is more than hard; it is not true. Miss Brawne was my 
mother's great friend, and I knew her well up to the time I was 








forgive my troubling you 1 
but there are so few who knew her, and I did not li 
described.” ¢. _ 
Keats, there can be little doubt, was a wild and wearing 
but we must remember that he himself makes no accusations again 
Fanny Brawne, It was no want of appreciation on her part, no 
cold and slighting treatment, that drove him 


Into the depths of torment and despair. 


If his health had been good and his finances in a satisfactory state, 
so that he could have married her and settled down in a home of 
his own, he might have said with ‘Tennyson, “The peace of God 
came into my life when I stood with her before the altar.” The 
cause of his distraction is not far to seek: the ravages of disease 
had already affected him in body and mind, his work was beginning 
to be an effort to him, his prospects were gloomy, and the more he 
Joved the more agonising was the conviction that he should never be 
united with the object of his adoration. 

In these circumstances it is not to be wondered at that the 
subject of “ Lamia" should appeal strongly to his imagination. The 
Lamia, or woman-serpent, is a familiar figure in Greek mythology, 
and a belief in her powers of fascination over the sons of men was 
widely spread : 

Not a drop of her blood was human, 
‘But she was made like a soft, sweet woman f 


‘The details of the particular story selected by Keats appear to 
have been taken from Burton, who in his “Anatomy of Melancholy” 
quotes the “De Vita Apollonii” of Philostratus, This life was 
written about two hundred years after the death of Apollonius, at 
the request of the Empress Julia, her husband Severus having 
r the philosopher with great veneration. The socalled 
Life” is of a very mythical character; but this much is certainly 
true, that Apollonius was a man of much wisdom and great repata- 
‘tion, who had many pupils under his care, Among these is said to 
Tbave been a young man of the name of Menippus Lycius, who, 
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“going betwixt Cenchreas and Corinth,” met with a Lamia, or 
serpent in the disguise of a beautiful woman, who made fair promises 
to him, and so beguiled him of his discretion that he agreed to marry 
her, and made a great wedding feast, to which among other guests 
came his master Apollonius. ‘The philosopher, undazeled by her 
beauty or by the richness of her dwelling, looked steadily upon her 
and discovered her to be a Lamia, and the things by which she was 
surrounded mere illusions, The woman-serpent, seeing her trac 
nature unmasked in his eyes, wept and entreated his mercy; but 
Apollonius denouncing her sternly, she and all that she had vanished 
away and left the unhappy lover disconsolate. 

Such is the story which Keats has embodied in this poem, and 
a5 we read it we cannot but think of that fierce, strange passion 
which was destined to destroy the frail fabric of his life. The 
serpent was glorious in her fatal fascination : 


She was a gordian shape of dazling hue, 
Vermilion spotted, golden, green, and blue, 
Striped like a zebra, freckled like « pard, 

Mike a peacock and all crimson bare'd ; 
‘And full of silver moons, that, as she breath'd, 
Dimolved, or brighter shone, or interwreathed 
‘Their lustres with the gloomicr tapestzie— 
So rainbow-sided, touch’d with miseries, 
She ssemed at once some penanced Indy elf, 
Some demon’s mistress, or the demon's self 
‘Upon her crest she ware » wannish fire 
Sprinkled wich stars, tke Ariadne’s tar, 


‘The sight of the serpent in her woman's form conquers Lycius 
instantly and entirely : 
Soon his eyes had drunk her beauty up, 
Leaving no drop in the bewildering cup, 
And still the cup was full—while he, afraid 
Lest she should vanish ere his lip had paid 
Due addoration, thus began to adore ; 
Her soft look growing cay, she saw his chain a0 ature: 
‘Leave thee alone! Look back! Ah! Goddess, see 
Whether my eyes can ever tum from thes ! 
For pity do aot this sad heart belie— 
‘Even as thoa vanishest so I shel! die. 


In similar accents Keats, in his own person, tells Fanny Brawne 
that he had written himself her vassal immediately he saw her; 
and in a later letter he says: “You have absorb'd me, I havea 
sensation at the present moment as though I were dissolying—I 
should be exquisitely miserable without the hope of soon wane 
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you. I should be afraid to separate myself far from you. You 
have ravished me away by a power T cannot resist ; and yet T could 
resist till 1 saw you, and even since I have seen you T have 
endeavoured often ‘to reason against the reasons of my love.’ T can 
do that no more—the pain would be too great, My love is selfish. 
T cannot breathe without you.” 

‘The longing to forge the link of absolute union, a longing which 
Browning in his "Two in the Campagna” tells us can never be 
fulfilled by any human hearts, is expressed by Keats both in his own 
‘voice and in the voice of Lycius. To Fanny Brawne he cries : 

‘Yourselt—your soul—in ity give meal, 
‘Withhold no atom's atom of I die, 

Or living on, perhaps, your wretched thrall, 
Forget, in the mist of idle misery, 
‘Life's prposes—the palate of the mind 
‘Losing its gust~and my ambition blind, 


So Lycius entreats his love : 
My silver planet, both of eve and morn | 
‘Why will you plead yourself 90 sad forlorn, 
‘White Tam striving how to tl my heart 
With deeper crimson and s double smart ? 
How to entangle, trammel up, snd snare 
‘Your soul in mine and labyrinth you there, 
Like the sweet scent in an unbudded rose. 


Surrounded by a gay and dazzling throng, Lycius was still ab- 
sorbed in his beloved one, so that he 
‘Scarce saw in all the room another face, 


‘a description which reminds us of the letter written shortly after- 
wards to Fanny Brawne: “Upon my soul, I can think of nothing 
else... , [cannot exist without you. I am forgetful of everything 
‘but seeing you again—my life seems to stop there—I see no further. 
You have absorbed me.” 

But love such as this, enthralling and fascinating as it may be, 
brings its own suffering in its train, and the allegory of Lamia was to 
be only too well borne out in the life of the poct. Heart-struck and 
Jost, Lycius was condemned to watch the gradual fading of the fair 
being whom he loved : 

“Lamia 1!" he shriek’d ; and nothing but the shriek 
With its sad echo did the silence broak, 


* Begone, foul dream !"" he criol, gazing again 
In the bride's face, where now no azure vein 


The Love of Lamia, 


Wandered on fair spaced temples ; 00 soft bloom 
Misted the cheek ; no passion to illame 

‘The deep-recessed vision >—all was blight ; 
‘Lamia, no longer fair, there sat a deadly white. 


Even so vanished Keats's bright dreams of the future. The love 
which had seized upon him with such resistless force was never to 
find its earthly close, and as the prospect gradually faded his 
anguish became wellnigh intolerable. To his friend Brown he 
writes : “The persuasion that I shall see her no more will kill me— 
Tean bear to die ; Ieannot bear to leave her, O God! God! God! 
Everything J have in my trunks that reminds me of her goes through 
me like a spear. There is nothing in the world of sufficient interest 
to divert me from her fora moment, This was the case when I was 
in England ; 1 cannot recollect without shuddering the time that I 
was a prisoner at Hunt's, and used to keep my eyes fixed on 
Hampstcad all day. I am afraid to write to her ; to reccive a letter 
from her, to see her handwriting would break my heart: through 
the whole of nay illness this fever has never ceased wearing me out.” 
And again ; “The thought of leaving her is beyond everything 
horrible—the sense of darkness coming over me. I eternally see 
her figure eternally vanishing.” 

Tt may perhaps be straining the allegory too far to say that in 
the part played by Apollonius some allusion may be traced to the 
wamings of Keats's friends. Yet it is certain that they felt the 
gravest anxiety when they learnt the state of his feelings, not so 
much from any distrust of Miss Brawne as from a natural doubt 
whether his frail being could stand the intense strain of such an 
absorbing passion. Dilke’s comment is well known: “It is quite 
a settled thing between John Keats and Miss Brawne. God help 
them! It's a bad thing for them. The mother says she cannot 
prevent it, and her only hope is it will go off. He don't like anyone 
to look at her or speak to her.” 

Keats was dear to his friends, both for his own sake and for 
the sake of his splendid genius, and it was not to be wondered at 
that they regretted seeing him fall under the sway of this basilisk 
ailection, even as Apollonius moumed at the sight of his favourite 
pupil in the power of the Lamia : 

From every ill 


‘Of life have I preserved thee to this day, 
‘And shall T see thee made a serpent's prey? 








‘He look'd and look'd again a level-—Not 
© A serpent!" echoed be; no sooner sald, 
‘Than with « frightful scream she vanished ; 
And Lycius’ arms were empty of delight, 


‘On the high couch he lay ! his friends came roand-— 
‘Supported hlm—no pulse or breath they found, 
‘And in its marriage robe the heavy body wound. 


In the same way, the separation of Keats from the woman he 
foved was a blow that hastened his end He forced himself to 
consent to the journey to Italy, knowing that it was his only chance 
of life, but knowing also that it was a certain road to death, "I 
wish for death every day and night to deliver me from these pains,” 
he writes to his friend Brown, “and then I wish death away, for 
death would destroy even those pains, which are better than nothing. 
Land and sea, weakness and decline are great separators, but death 
is the great divorcer for ever, When the pang of this thought has 
passed through my mind I may say the bitterness of death is passed. 
I think, for my sake, you would be a friend to Miss Brawne when I 
‘am dead. You think she has many faults, but for my sake think 
she has not one." 

‘These pathetic words of the dying poet should surely screen 
‘the memory of the one he loved from blame. It is doubtless true 
that she did not appreciate him at his full worth, bur he yalued her 
love the more because it was given to him as a man and not ag a 
poet. “I have met some women,” he exclaims indignantly, “who, 
I really think, would like to be married to a poem and given away 
by a novel.” : 

‘The fault did not lie in her, but in himself As the whole of 
life’s music and mystery was for him summed up in the song of the 
nightingale, so that principle of Beauty which he had so long followed 
and worshipped was to hin embodied in the person of Fanny 
Brawne. His love for her was not the natural and ordinary love of 
man for the woman of his choice ; it was 4 desperate attempt to 
grasp the immeasurable, to fathom the unfathomable, to wed the 
finite with the infinite, and compass the whole scale of existence in 
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one frail individuality. It was little wonder that such an attempt 
ended in disappointment and disaster ! 

If Keats had possessed that desideratum of the ancients—a 
sound mind in a sound body—he might have come somewhat nearer 
to achievement, but in that case he would never have aspired. It 
was the wild strain of genius in his nature, and the latent seeds of 
disease in his constitution, which together gave birth to the craving 
passion of his heart and brain. He lived and loved “not wisely, 
but too well," flinging recklessly all that he had into the fire, so 
that the fames burnt up ever brighter and brighter, until, exhausted 
by their own intensity, they sank into darkness and death, His love 
was to him a veritable Lamia, and, devoutly as he worshipped, he 
yet rebelled against the charm that bound him : 


What can I do to drive away 

Remembrance from my eyes? for they have seen 
Aye, but an hour ago, my brilliant Queen t 
Touch has a memory. © say, love, say, 

What I can do to kill it and be free 

In my old liberty ? 

How shall I do 

‘To get anew 

‘Those moulted feathers and so mount once more 
Xbove, above 

‘The reach of fluttering Love, 

And make him cower lowly while I soar? 


‘The divine essence of Beauty is not to be grasped by mortal 
men ; earth's flowers are too rough, its floor of clay too poor and 
cold, to dull the “nice remembrance of celestial joys.” Those who 
have heard 

‘Some spirit lute touched on & spirit sea 


must bear the penalty of finding little sweetness in mortal music. 

‘With such a nature as his, no other fate was possible for Keats 
than that which overtook him ; and yet, if he had had a nature less 
delicately strung, he would not have been the poet of our wonder 
and our love, 


Finer spirits cannot breathe below 
Tn human skies and live. 


But though his life was consumed it was not wasted. All that 
he had he gave ungrudgingly, unhesitatingly, and two rewards he 
won in bis brief life that the longest span has still left some men 
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lacking—a woman’s love and an undying fame! Why should we 
weep for Adonais? 


He has outsoared the shadow of our night, 

Envy and calumny and hate and pain, 

‘And that unrest which men miscall delight, 

Can touch him not and torture not again 

From the contagion of the world’s slow stain 

He is secure ; and now can never mourn 

A heart grown cold, a head grown grey, in vain— 
Nor, when the spirit’s self has ceased to burn, 
‘With sparkless ashes load an unlamented um. 


MARY BRADFORD WHITING. 


VALENTINE GREATRAKS, ESQ. 


THE FAMOUS “TOUCH DOCTOR" OF 
THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY 


N these days of faith-healing, Christian science, treatment by 
massage, and other methods of procuring relief from pain and 
ill-health, it is rather curious to turn back to the cures stated to have 
been effected by a most estimable gentleman who lived in the days 
of Charles I, and who had the distinction of being presented to 
that monarch from the renown he obtained by the marvellous gift 
he possessed of stroking persons with his hand and thereby curing 


them of various disorders. Mr. Greatraks lived in an age of no 
Greater credulity than the present, and he bad to contend, moreover, 
with the reputation obtained by several false professors of similar 
powers; but while he did not succeed in every case that he operated 
on, there seems, from the evidence shown, no reason to doubt that 
he did produce in numerous instances an improvement in the patient 
and a complete recovery from many scrious ailments, The Greatraks 
family owned property near Matlock, in Derbyshire, where a district 
was called by their name, which is spelt in a variety of ways, the 
mode adopted in the present instance being that used by Valentine 
Greatraks in legal documents scen by the writer. The subject of the 
present brief memoir was born on February 14 (a date that accounts 
for his Christian name) in the year 1628; his parents were living at 
their scat known as Affanc, in the co. Waterford. They were 
persons of good position and means in Ireland, and their son 
Valentine throughout his life was regarded as a most worthy gentle- 
man, and enjoyed the advantages of casy circumstances, The 
troublous days of the Rebellion of 1641 caused Valentine Greatraks, 
when a boy, to be sent to his uncle in England to be educated, his 
mother, who was a daughter of Sir Edward Harris, Justice of the King's 
Bench, having, when left a widow, placed him in his earlier years at 
the school at Lismore. He later fought in the civil wars on the side 
of the Parliament, and returned subsequently to Affane, took up the 




















ties of a magistrate in his county, and was made a Clerk of the 
Peace at the Restoration. It will thus be seen that ‘quiet country 


impose 
and laborious task. “ About 1662," he says, “I had an | 
ach Cerne sway bs ied ot eae 


Evil!" He succeeded so well, it is stated, in his 
after he felt himself “ compelled ” to cure other 


benefit of Lady Conway, who suffered greatly from headache ; and 
although his efforts in this instance were not successful, it brought 
his name into more public notice, and even created a wish on the 
part of Charles IT. to sce a man who claimed to possess the gift of 
healing. Mr. Greatraks went to London, took lodgings in Lincoln's 
Inn Fields, and stayed some months in the metropolis, During 
time he received a large number of persons afflicted with various 
disorders, and a great many cures were certified to by some of the 
most eminent physicians and clergymen of the day, among whom may 
be mentioned Dr. John Wilkins, Bishop of Chester, Sir John Godol- 
phin, the Hon. Robert Boyle, and many others of note and renown. 
In Ireland Mr. Greatraks had met with unbelievers in his power, and 
the Bishop of Lismore had been asked to interdict his practices as 
“savouring of necromancy”; but in London he not only had to 
contend with doubters more numerous, but was a source of amtuse- 
to the gay courtiers of Charles 11, and was turned into 
by the witty St, Evremond. However, he quietly held his 
and wrote a long “Defence,” in which he gave a full account 
bis life and doings and the cures he had accomplished. He 
this “letter” to Mr. Boyle, who was a 
was one of the original members of the Royal Society, and 
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a son of the Earl of Cork. As Mr, Greatraks never took any fee or 
reward from the persons he cured, there could be no question as to 
the honesty of his motives and belief, and there have remained 
several records from disinterested people testifying that he gave up 
leisure and personal comfort in his efforts to alleviate the sufferings 
of mankind so far as lay in his power. Writing in May 1666, he 
mentions that “the King’s doctors (for the confirmation of their 
Majesties’ belief) sent three out of the hospital to me on crutches, 
and blessed be God they all went home well, to the admiration of 
all people, as well as the doctors.” A man named Anthony Nichol- 
son, who had spent more than a hundred pounds on medical advio= 
without avail, became cured under Mr, Greatraks’s treatment, and 
the “stroaker's” renown had spread to such an extent that when 
returning to Ireland he was asked to stop at Worcester, and was 
there handsomely entertained, the expense being defrayed by the 
citizens, many of whom professed to have found relief from their 
ailments. 

In several of the newspapers of the time, and in diaries and letters 
of the period, there are references made to Mr. Greatraks and his 
humane work, and some eye-witnesses give accounts of the crowds 
who flocked after him, whether at his own house or in Dublin, 
Clonmel, or other places, where cures were carried out in the pre- 
sence of worthy ladies and gentlemen, who had no possible object 
n reporting facts other than what they bad seen, The “Touch 
Doctor,” as he was called, is described as “a proper large man, very 
pleasant in conversation, His hand was large, heavy, and soft, and 
an aroma of sweet flowers came from it," while Evelyn mentions 
that “he had a remarkable countenance, which denotes something 
extraordinary.” Valentine Greatraks made many lasting friendships 
during his sojourn in England, and kept up a constant correspon- 
dence with many notable personages in London, one of the most 
remarkable being Sir Edmondbury Godfrey, whose death in connec- 
tion with the Titus Oates conspiracy became and remains one of the 
mysteries of the reign of Charles II. A number of these letters 
written to “the stroaker,” as he was affectionately termed, are still 
‘extant, and bear full testimony to the esteem and respect he in- 
spired and retained, while the accounts they contain of important 
events happening at the time, and the allusions made to prominent 
persons, make them very interesting reading. Mr. Greatraks would 
‘appear to have led a quiet happy life when residing on his estate 
known as Affane in the county of Waterford ; and as he was able 
in the Court of Claims to prove his rights to certain lands forfeited 
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during the Rebellion, he had ample means, and was free to devote 
his time and strange miraculous power to the good of his fellow-men, 
which he appears to have done most willingly. He married, first, 
Ruth, daughter of Sir William Godolphin, Knight, who was brother 
to the perhaps better known Sir John Godolphin, Judge of the 
Admiralty in the Commonwealth, and, later, Judge-Advocate in the 
reign of the King, He had two sons and one daughter. This lady 
died in 1675, and some years after Mr. Greatraks married the widow 
of Mr. Rotherham, of Camolin, county Wexford, to whom, when in 
November 1683 he passed away, he left, among many other gifts of 
money and goods, taking good care of all who belonged to or had 
served him, “ten broad pieces of gold and the tankard which she 
Drought with her.” 
A. PETER. 


SCOTCH LOCH FISHING. 


HE theory of holiday-making is very different before and after 
a man’s fortieth year. Before that time a holiday means 
prodigal expenditure of energy, hard riding, walking fast, flying on 
bicycles as far as is possible during cessation of work to the ends of 
the earth. After that age, rest, easeful pastimes, outdoor pursuits 
which minimise fatigue, are dear to a man. In particular, gardening 
should be mentioned. Golf is an example of all that recreation 
implies to a sexagenarian. It means moderate exercise, fine and 
cheerful converse with like-minded golf maniacs. It offers 2 man 
that moderate amount of chance and friendly emulation which 
swectens the bestloved amusements of life, A garden is never so 
delightful as when a man passes his half-century or (according to the 
Dean of Rochester's joke) is himself an octo-geranium. ‘There is 
‘even a subtle wisdom in lying upon one’s back upon the shingle, 
soothed by its gentle murmur, thinking upon nothing and throwing 
pebbles into the waves: 


‘Tam somni dulces denseqae in montibas umber, 


As a general rule, all amusements suited to the elderly should contain 
a fair spice of activity swallowed up in an ocean of rest, even of 
indolence ; a man’s working days have more or less passed away, 
His physical powers demand abundance of quiet, “Ihe much-desired 
“forty winks” of age is not an indulgence so much as a necessity. 
Scotch loch fishing may be mentioned as an excellent amuse- 
ment for the elderly. It is an excuse for permitting a man to lic 
fallow and absorb sunshine, while at the same time, if he chooses, 
he may trifle with the oars or his rod and line, A man can take 
wife and family with him if he likes fishing with ladies (only if he 
wishes to catch fish, should he be ruled by us, he will not do £0), and 
# constant succession of beautiful scenery passes before his eyes as 
the gillierows on ina monotonous and sleep-provoking manner. No 
tax is thus levied upon an elderly man’s enemgies, whether mental or 
bodily. Above all, let no man be so unwise as to suffer business 





Lent 


Shiel is another lengthy and prolific loch, set in a tich 
mountains. Others might easily be Pascale. 
comprises beauty as well as fish, for it may be presumed that a loch 
which enchants the eye with incomparable landscape possesses one 
of the first requisites for a pleasant holiday. 

his true that these lochs will each take at the least two days to 


and had better be avoided if possible, At any rate, in Perthshire 
and the Lowlands good fishing and plenty of lochs will be found, 
but, after all, there is nothing like the clear airand keen northern 
breezes of Sutherland, if a man can afford two days, or, better still, 
three, in which to reach it, A day or two, ft may be suggested, can 

be spent very pleasantly on the way to the North at Perth or 
Edinburgh. If for nothing else, they can be sct apart for purchase 

ing rods and flies, of which no true fisherman ever has enough. 

For those who do not yet know Sutherland no book gives 
more charming account of this lovely shire than ‘A Season in 
"(by T. E, Edwards Moss; Macmillan, 1888), while 

by the Lochs and Streams of Assynt” (Hicks, James, 

if the first book to treat the angling of the district, is still 

to the fisherman, St, John wrote specially of deer-stalking 

and, like all his works, this is now a mre and 

treatise. Naturally Mr. Lyall's book on Scotch fishing 
shooting will be in every sportsman’s hands, If a general 
on Scotch fishing be required, no more excellent manual can 





Scotch Loch Fishing. 
be recommended than J. Colquhoun's “The Moor and the Loch” 
(Blackwood, 1880). 

Shiel, # sea-loch in Argyllshire, is, we have suggested, another 
delightful district in which to settle. Access is easily obtained up 
this Jong loch, shut in by dark rocks and tracts of firtrees running up 
‘on cither side to deerforests. At its edge are shallows tenanted by 
mimic forests and the pale water-violet (/ottonia palustris) and depths 
which might hold salmon and ferox of huge proportions and fabulous 
strength. In autumn plenty of sea-trout run up the river Shicl. From 
Bonnie Prince Charlie's monument in Glenfinnan, at one end of the 
loch, to Castle Thiorin at the other, are numerous places of interest to 
the geologist and the artist as well as the dreamer. ‘The loch itself 
is rather a late one, which renders it a boon to men who cannot tke 
their holiday in June. This is, however, to our mind, the month of 
months for a holiday. If it has a disadvantage, it is that you wish 
for a second holiday before the summer ends. 

When the locality for a holiday is once settled, the most 
important point afterwards is to find a good gillie. Three or four 
lounge round every fishing inn during the season. They have left 
the sheep on the hills, or it may be the plough-tail, and, although 
always exceedingly civil and obliging, most of these are not born 
fishermen. They cannot quickly (if at all) hit out the expedient 
which the moment so often demands in angling. Manage to find 
the true angler, the particular Donald or Stuart who is the sharpest 
of the little company. It is generally an easy matter to find out the 
true sportsman and naturalist from an interview, where you lounge 
‘with him looking from the bridge and smoking many cigarettes, or, 
better still, you recognise him from theexperience of a previous season, 
When i gillie once knows a pleasant considerate master, he will be 
very anxious to show sport. He will watch his master’s: moods, 
temain silent when his “ gentleman” is thinking, and is not afraid of 
talking, at the propertime, to amuse his master, Occasionally he will 
tell a legend or two which are often well worth gathering up in the 
notebook when he is not looking. If you must put up with the 
‘ordinary gillie, let him carry coat and lunch and fishing things, but 
be sure that you take and keep command. It does not answer to let 
him row you about where he thinks good. 

As for the part which ought to be most carefully fished in every 
Joch, it ig not the open loch (which is probably of great depth and 
does not therefore furnish many bottor baits to trout), but the line 
where the gravelly or rocky edge breaks down suddenly into the 
depths. There the fish invariably lie on the look-out for food. 





troll a whole day without a single “ rugg” and in the 

Serle a good fh (which vay be lage esrace}ge Sues olen 
‘once broken because the line had been put away damp when last 
‘used a year or two ago. Regard not expense, therefore, in providing 


yourself with all running tackle ofthe best. ‘The landing-net must also 
be large and strong. A galf is a useful addition. Several “angels ™ 
and “phantoms” will also be needed. These should not be too 
small. Many think that these artificial lures do more execution than: 
live or natural baits. It is not always easy to procure the latter, and 
 guddling” for them wastes a good deal of valuable time in the best 
part of the day. The fisherman will require two trolling rods, with 
tackle for each, and his favourite fy-rod. Let him take North plenty 
of big loch files of gaudy colouring, especially “wasps” and 
“Zulus." ‘Trout in Scotch lochs are peculiarly fond of yellow flies. 

Should the holiday-maker set his heart on catching a ferox, let 
him first provide himself with a never-failing stock of patience, — 
together with a welbfilled purse, To troll for these creatures often: 
proves a tedious undertaking ; by good hap a “run” being obtained 
‘once in two days or thereabouts and perhaps being lost in a couple 
of minutes after all. No fish is so “dour,” so suspicious, or for its 
size so strong. The most cunning angler cannot understand its 
strange moods. It is apparently, too, the most suspicious of fish, and 
na day which seems the perfection of a fishing day, with soft grey 

and warm temperature, it is often impossible to obtain a 

We have known a /ervs-fanatic rowed about on the same 
for a fortnight day after day by two gillies and the results were 
disappointing. Again, we remember a perfect duffer at trawling 
caught a 13 Ib, ferox as soon as he had taken his place in the 
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‘boat on Loch Rannoch, perhaps the best Scotch loch for this kind 
of fish, and in consequence the loch in which they are most shy. 
‘There is a great amount of luck in taking ferax. There are no 
special rules for this kind of fishing except that of course the line 
must always be kept taut, the end of the rod up (in order that its 
strength may tell upon. the fish), and the quarry must be prevented 
at any cost from running under the boat. In a great sheet of water, 
remember, there is no need to hurry. It is better to spend an extra 
quarter of an hour on the capture of a good fish than run the risk 
of losing it through impatience. 

In late autumn pike will often yield excellent sport in Scotch 
lochs, and in such great reservoirs of water their presence often 
accounts for very large trout being taken. The small ones are 
killed off by the pike. Consequently, he is not an enemy to his kind 
who should introduce pike into such lochs, as a man would be were 
he to place pike in the Test or Monnow. On a cold bright day pike 
frequently take an “angel,” never caring how battered it is, and a 
man may catch several heavy fish during the day. A pike gag will 
be found very useful when the fish is inside the boat, and it is mer- 
ciful to have a “ priest" on board to put the pike out of its agonies, 
In some seaochs it is quite possible that a salmon may be taken 
while nominally trolling for pike. Indeed, the apparent chance 
which is connected with loch-fishing, together with the rest, the 
sunshine, and the fine mountain air, adds a strong influence to the 
rejuvenating of the holiday-maker, Whena * phantom ” or “angel” 
or strong tackle is first committed to an unknown loch the interest 
is extreme, and everything that the angler hooks (save the “Kingdom 
of Scotland ") forms a pleasant excitement. 

The fisherman will frequently approach some beautiful valley 
running down the hill into the loch as the gillle rows ahead slowly 


= ‘Nature, with ber plants and weeds and flowers 


And silent overgrowings : 

and he speedily finds here a quiet corrie, fringed with firs and lit 
up with purple heather, in which to land for lunch and a quict half- 
hour. The gillie meanwhile secures his boat with the painter and 
quickly secludes himself among the whins and tufts of bog myrtle, 
smoking his pipe almost before he has finished his sandwiches. 
His master then botanises, looks for oyster-catcher’s nests, or follows 
up his particular hobby, After luncheon he will find that the fish 
do not rise eagerly until the sun begins to sink over the hills, so he 
need not hurry over his philosophic meditations. Oftentimes the 
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‘gillie will take him to a neighbouring waterfall, to a * veetrified fort,” 
or perhaps to some old ruin with traditions clinging to it as thick as 
‘the moss and wild roses which mantle it, ‘These little visits form a 
welcome change to limbs stiffened by the boat. 

During the afternoon Donald will assuredly turn the conversation 
from the great fishermen with whom he has worked to some gable 
of a farmstead, or perhaps a dull square house dimly scen on a 
distant mountain. A tragic story connected with these is never 
forgotten, and so long as his master nods and says “yes” and 
“inderd” at the right time, it proceeds to an interminable length, 

“Yell be minding Mr. Robertson, sir, of Auldtroony, him as 
was out wi? the King in India? Weel, sir, he used to live up in those 
woods and he was jist an amu person. Many is the day he would 
fush here on the Sawbaths, while the leddies maybe would drive 
down, a’ silk and fal-lals, to Moffat. He married Kennedy's sister frac 
Pitlochry, and Miss Kennedy and anither half-sister lived wi’ them. 
‘They say that every night a muckle black hoond wi’ eyes as big as 
red saucers ran round the house wi’ terrible howlings. One night 
Miss Jane Kennedy ventured out and never came back. So oot 
gangs Mr, Robertson, and then Miss Kennedy, the half-sister T was 
talking of, and Mrs. Robertson and aiblins the butler went after 
them, but they say the dog then ceased barking and they never, 
none of them, ever came back or was seen again, but there was a 
gey and strong smell of sulphur. Ye'll mind it, sir, in the papers? 
They said the dog led them to the Deil’s Landing on the loch out 
yonder, and they flitted off in a lightning flash. The minister 
doubted it was for fushing on the Sawbath, and, douce mon that he 
is, he once spake to Miss Jane, who appeared as a purple bogle on 
Auld Hallowe'en,” &e. 

“ Havers " of this kind become amusing at such a time and such 
situation, and form no inconsiderable portion of the charm attached. 
to the long lazy afternoon. 

“These recitals are often broken by the pebble leaping off one of 
the lines trolled from the stern, Up Jeaps the angler also, and, it 
may be hoped, kills the coveted fish, a fox, And then evening 
draws on apace, 





And faintly from the faint etemal blue 
(That dim eweet harebell edour) comes the star 
Which evening wears. 


‘The wavelets on the loch subside and girls’ voices from the 
terrace below the big house opposite invite the fisherman to see 
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three or four ladies, hatless in the lustrous evening, enter a shallop 
and push off from the gilded railings. Then one charms the 
im gillie till he stops rowing and murmurs, “ Aye, that's 
bonny |” by breaking out in a rich mellow voice before the listening 
mountains : 

Mistress Jean, sho was making the elder-Hower wine, 

And what brings the laird at cio a like time? 

‘She pat off her wpron and on her silk gown, 

‘Her mutch wi’ red ribbons and gaed awa down. 


ae rae cele Minot alogetber Taaenaio tb the 


ete te lsd age (aoe tha Deil's !), and master and 
gillie leap to the grassy margin, pull the boat up a little way from the 
water and go up to the inn with a fair bag of fish and a great stock 
‘of contented enjoyment, After dinner comes a stroll in the gorgeous 
twilight, and then sleep remorselessly claims its victim even from 
the latest novel. Such are some of the quiet joys which loch fishing 
possesses for its votaries, When such simple pleasures are at hand, 
why seek Italy or Cairo among a motley crowd provided with 
coupons for every sight, while every hour of each day is mapped 
out for a man, lectures and sermons being thrown in? These are 
doubtless good in their place, but to our mind a holiday, if it means 
anything, means rest and the bow relaxed. We always look with 
awe upon the highly conscientious clergy who spend great part of 
their long vacation in the schools at Oxford and Cambridge, but 
always carefully avoid going there ourselves, 

It is worth while adding 2 few words on the capture of ferox 
written by that excellent angler, Mr. J. Colquhoun, to the “Field” 
paper in 2880, He deemed Loch Rannoch by far the best loch in 
which to take this fish, but the /erox has of late years, he says, been 
rendered lamentably shy by being pricked and harassed with spoons 
and other artificial baits. Loch Awe is another excellent loch for 
the predatory /erox. The largest he has known caught in it since 
his early fishing days was a little over 2x Ibs. in weight. On Loch 
Rannoch during the same time he remembered one of 23 Ibs., one 
of 22 Ibs., and a third of about 20 Ibs, “Although /eroxes from 
3 to 6 Ibs, are sometimes hooked with a trout fly,” he continues, 
“ T never knew a large one so taken, and the only verified heavy 
Serox \anded with fly was caught in the second pool of the river 
Awe with a large salmon fly, It proved a beauty of 17 Ibs." 
ee ase aren oe orca. el sled a placate 
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matters how small would be their chance of capturing a good ferox 
with a fy. The “Cardinal Fly,” a crimson monstrosity, is, however, 
recommended for Loch Laggan. We never raised a ferox with it. 
Others may have more luck. One more hint—when the angler has 
covered himself with glory by taking a ferux which is anything above 
a dozen pounds, let him not be so misguided as to attempt to eat it. 
It ought to be stuffed, and, like Mr. Briggs’s salmon, put in a glass 
case to stand in his hall above his “favourite spotted hunter.” 


PELAGIUS 


“SWEET LASS OF RICHMOND 
HILL.” 


A SONG WITH A HISTORY. 


On Richmond Hill there lives a lass 
More bright than May-day morn, 
Whose charms all other maids* sarpass, 

Avrose without a thom. 


‘This Inss so neat, with smiles so sweet, 


Has won my right good will ; 
T'd erowns resign to call her mine, 
Sweet Lass of Richmond Hitt! 


Ye zephyrs fair that fan the air 
‘And wanton through the grove, 

Ob, whisper to my charming fair, 
Td die for her I love, 


Tow happy will the shepherd be 
‘Who calls this nymph bis own t 
‘Oh, may her choice be fixed on me! 

‘Mine's fixed on her alone, 


‘This lass so neat, with smile so sweet, 
Has won my right good will 5 

Fd crowns resign to call her mine, 
‘Sweet Lass of Richmond Hill! 


HE history of this charming ballad, * The Lass of Richmond 
Hill"—of the fair lady in whose praise it was written, of 

the authorship of the well-known verses, and of the romantic circum- 
stances surrounding them—has lately formed an attractive subject of 
controversy. In spite, however, of all controversial questions con- 
nected with the song having been long time settled, the heresy that 
“the Lass” was associated with Richmond, Swvey, has again been 
revived by one of our leading comic journals; and recently we 
read the following in a well-known London evening daily paper: 

Copyright, U.S.A., by the Authors’ Associntion. 
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“Mysrzry or AN Oxp Battap. 


“Who was ‘the Lass of Richmond Hill'!? Theodore Hook's 
father set the ballad to music, and the great English tenor, Tncledon, 
was the first to sing it in Vauxhall Gardens in 1789. Leigh Hunt 
insisted that the original Lass of Richmond Hill was Lady Sarah 
Lennox. The Rev. Thomas Maurice maintained she was Miss 
Cropp. Sir Joseph Barrington was positive that Mrs. Janson was 
intended, and Lord Stourton, on the strength of the lines, ‘I'd 
crowns resign to call her mine,’ argued that she could have been no 
other than Mrs. Fitzherbert, whom George IV. morganatically 
married.” 


It is apparent, therefore, that the individuality of the fair original, 
and that of the author of the words of the song, are to the world 
in general wrapped about with some of the cerements of the old 
controversy. 

‘The fact of there being two Richmonds in the field of conjec- 
ture is responsible for some of the imaginings which have been 
allowed to run riot. The song and the subject of it have been 
associated with the loves of the Georges; and, in addition to the 
suggestion referred to above connecting it with Mrs. Fitzherbert, it 
was also suggested that the. heroine was none other than the 
mysterious Hannah Lightfoot, the fair Quakeress who, under the 
wegis, it is said, of George IIL, then Prince of Wales, so suddenly and 
mysteriously disappeared. 

Fair as may have been. both Lady Sarah Lennox and the young 
Quakeress, the objects of this princely admiration, they could have 
been no fairer than the real object of the song—the charming 
Frances I’Anson, of Hill House, Richmond, Yorkshire, daughter of 
the rich attomey of Bedford Row, Bloomsbury, and who also owned 
the above residence at Richmond, in the county of broad acres. 

‘That she was “very fair among women” we have it on the 
testimony of those who knew her in her youth and beauty, and her 
Jover, the author of the words of the song, although not of princely 
rank, was a man who made a name in his day. 

‘Leonard MacNally, the Irish barrister, was her devoted admirer, 
and bad written almost innumerable songs for Vauxhall, besides a 
comic opera entitled “ Robin Hood,” which is said to have made a 
great hit at Covent Garden, and figured the year after with Burke, 
Gibbon, Burns, and Sheridan, in a sort of “men of the time” 
volume. 
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No less well known and distinguished in his day was James 
Hook, the composer of the song, and father of the celebrated 
‘Theodore Hook, and also grandfather of Walter Farquhar Hook, 
‘the late Dean of Chichester and for many years Vicar of Leeds, 
‘and author of the * Lives of the Archbishops of Canterbury.” 

James Hook was musical director for nearly fifty years at 
‘Vauxhall Gardens (1773-1820), then in the last days of its glory. 
Tt is said that during that time he wrote the music for no less than 
‘one hundred and forty dramatic pieces, and composed over two 
thousand songs. Of these, how few survive ! 

‘The “ Lass of Richmond Hill” is one of these, and of the song, 
and of the author and composer, we cannot do better than quote 
the words of one who has written on the subject, and whose 
criticism is, we think, fair and perspicuous. 

After quoting from Tom Moore's diary, “Lord Holland much 
amused at my saying how much I used to look up to this Leonard 
MacN.," after a brilliant dinner at Holland House, our author (as 
yet unpublished) goes on to say > 

“When a boy who ‘lisped in numbers,” Moore had envied 
‘MacNally the authorship of some of his songs. As in the case of 
greater men—Fielding and Smollett for instance—MacNally’s verses 
were inferior to his really admirable prose, but the best of them 
‘were smooth and sprightly. ‘The Lass of Richmond Hill,’ though 
the sole surviving offspring of a prolific muse, scarcely does full 
Justice to a genuine lyrical talent, despite the special inspiration 
which we may presume to have occasioned the well-known verses, 
‘They are not devoid, however, of the characteristic energy and 
melliflucusness of the author's effusions, and their sentiment, still 
pleasing, and unusually natural for a time when even Vauxhall 
‘expressed itself in terms of tinsel classicism, must have contributed 
to the original popularity of the song, Dut it is undoubtedly to the 
familiar air alonc that the ballad owes its preservation for more than 
@ century. In Hook's bright and lucid melody the words arc 
‘enshrined like a fly in amber. 

“For the most part they (Hook’s songs) were merely songs of a 
‘Vauxhall season, perhaps a Vauxhall night ; but two at least of the 
‘two thousand have achieved a household immortality. Even these 
aré a remarkable example of the flexibility of the composer's talent. 
“Within a Mile of Edinburgh Town’ is a brilliant invention, 

i a Scotch in its character, as ‘The Lass of Richmond Hill’ 
is 


80 much for the authorship and composition of Yhe song, Wee 





law, and gained the love and esteem of Miss H 

daughter of Ralph Hatchinson of the old mansion. x 
she had many suitors ; but William I’Anson was the favoured one, 
and to him she gave her hand, and they were married at Barnard 
Castle in 1761, the bridegroom having just attained his twentieth 
year, Miss Hutchinson was a considerable heiress for a county 
eon and Bh ens take marca Se ace 


retaining Hill House at the same time as a country residence, and 
he became, in the words of the “ Gentleman's Magazine," “for many 
years an eminent attorney in the Court of King’s Bench,” and when 
he died at Bedford Row, Bloomsbury, he had become wealthy and 
had the estates of Cotgrove, Notts, and several in Yorkshire, including 
his property at Hill House, Richmond. 

Regarding the history of the family of the Richmondshire 
T’Ansons, we are indebted for the following to one of the family, 
William Andrew T’Anson, Esq., F.R.C.S, &c., of Ne 
and Denton Hall, Northumberland, who is directly descended from 
the “eminent attorney " of Bedford Row, and who has the additional 
distinction of being great-nephew of the “Lass.” We quote from 
the MSS, which he has kindly placed in our hands. 

“ The family of the Richmondshire I’Ansons is traced to Tudor 
times, ‘he peculiar form of the name is remarkable among English 

nymics, and lends support to 4 suggestion that it derives from 
Flanders. At any rate, there was a John I'Anson, captain in 

King’s navy, in the days of its first semi-organised existence, when 
‘the ‘Great Harry' rode the seas. The captain's son, James I’Anson, 

in Richmondshire in the first half of the sixteenth century, 
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but the generations next succeeding were merchants in London, 
with the English passion for land. Bryan I’Anson, born in. 1587, 
achieved both social and territorial position, for be held broad manors 
in Buckinghamshire, and married Ann Lee, of Beaconsfield, grand- 
niece of Sir Henry Lee, knight. The heir of this marriage was 
Sir Bryan I'Anson, one of the knights whom James I. may be said 
to have debited with the accolade. Of the knight's three sons, 
‘Sir Henry was a fellow of All Souls’ in 1681. . .. A second, Sir 
Bryan T'Anson, became a merchant in Cadiz, and married Donna 
Beatrix Rico—facts which enable us to understand how very much 
of a real type was the Castilianised Englishman satirised in the 
"Don Diego,’ otherwise Sir John Formal, of Wycherley’s comedy, 
*The Gentleman's Dancing-Master. . . . The third brother, 
William I'Anson, reverted to Yorkshire, and marricd a sister of 
‘Sir Marmaduke Wyville of Constable Burton.” 

“(A son of this marriage lived at Leyburn, and here another 
William T’Anson was born about the troublous times of the Whig 
Revolution of 1688. He married Frances Burnard of Doncaster, and 
‘had a large family, of which the eldest son was the father of the 
‘veritable * Lass of Richmond Hill." 

‘The Bryan I’Anson above mentioned who marticd Ann Lee of 
Beaconsfield, in addition to his purchase of the manors of Basscts- 
bury in Bucks, became owner of those of Southys and Ashby 
Legers in Northamptonshire ; was fined for Sheriff and Alderman 
of London, and became High Sheriff of the county of Bucks, He 
had five sons and five daughters of whom the names are recorded, 
besides others who died young or unmarried, His third son, Bryan 
(father of the Cadiz merchant, not the brother, as stated incorrectly 
in the above record), after being knighted by King James 1, had a 
warrant for baronet from King Charles I. during the Civil War, and 
after the battle of Worcester, which was fought September 3, 1651, 
Charles, his son, escaped to France after sundry adventures at 
Boscobel and elsewhere, sailing from Brighthelmstone, October 15, 
2651, and “thereby hangs a tale.” Soon after his arrival in Paris 
Charles 11. wrote a letter to Sir Bryan, in the following terms : 


“Sir Brian I’Anson,—The marques you have always given of 
your affection and fidelity to the Crown since the beginning of These 
‘Troubles, gives mee entire Confidence of the continuance of the same 
in the future : of w* I have likewise bin assured by your Sonne Dr. 
T’Anson, who is a person y* I esteem very well of. I write this to let 
you know soc muchand to assure you y* whatsoever marques of favor 





have bin conferred by my Father upon your selfe mn 

in point of honor or advantage, shall bee made good tc ® 

‘s00n as it shall please God to restore me to the power of doing it, 

and that you shall farther find upon all occasions that Tam truly 
‘Y" Assured Friend 


‘Cuartes R.* 
“Sr Brian T’Anson, 4 


“From Paris, December 28, 1653.” 


lately found among the papers of the Earl of Huntingdon, which is 
too long to give here in detail, but sets forth: “To all to whom 
these presents may come or concerne, greeting + 


dignity of a Baronet, which by reason of the late trouble have not 
been passed. ... Know therefore that We, taking into serious 
consideration his said many long, constant, and faithful services 
+ + ++ do by these presents give, grant, confer and confirm unto him 
the said St Bryan I'Anson K" of Ashby Ledger in the Com. of 
Northa . . . the said title and dignity of Baronet of our Kingdom 





which for want of convenience are not passed at this present 
time... - 

“ Given at the Louvre in Paris the 6th day of May, 1652, in the 4th 
yeare of our Reigne.” 

Tt has been mentioned that Henry, son of the above Sir Bryan, 
was a Fellow of All Souls’ College, Oxon, and he was also a Doctor of 
Civil Law ; and it adds to this episode in the family history to quote 
a letter written by his son, Sir Thomas I’Anson, addressed to Sir 
William Dugdale, and dated May 3rd, 1683, which is preserved in the 
family archives. He wrote thus quaintly : 

“Sir,—I have been in Warwickshire, where I have been informed 
‘that you are often pleased to reap up the Ashes of my Ancestors 
(vi!) my grandfather S* Bryan T’'Anson and my Father S* 
(who were persons of Honor and Qualitic & served theire Kinge and 


me 
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Country with great loyaltie & integritie to their utter maine they both 
beinge banished with theire Kinge from the beginninge of y* late 
troubles until his Maj" happy restoration) and never left theire 
Prince y* whole time of banishment suffering themselves to br 
tamed out of all & imbracing theire misfortunes and miseries w'® 
Joyful hartes cause twas to serve theire Kinge—Now, Sir, tis well 
known my grandfather sacrificed £4,000 P. ann. wholly for his 
Maj* (whom God preserve) he bringing the Kinge at one time 
610,000 in ready money to Oxon & on. Regiment of Horse all 
mised and paid out of his own Estate; and many other signal 
stvicis to longe to mencon here, for w® s# s'vicis his Maj'* at Oxon 
gave him a warrant for a Barr w* had passed immediately then had 
it not been for y* said troubles . . . in short there is never a Bar’ 
in England has soe much to show for being a Bar as myvelfe. . . 
‘My request to you fs that for the future you would stand my friend 
rather than my cnemie seeing I never deserved otherwise, but will 
upon all occasions show that I am truly 
“Your most humble Servant 
“ perpetually to command 
“T, T'ANson.” 


‘The above record may appear to be a long digression from the 
personal history of Frances I’Anson of Richmond Hill, but it is 
intended that, as an introduction to her collaterals, it should show 
the kind of stock from which she came. 

Born on October 17, 1766, the only daughter of William, the 
wealthy attorney, as recounted previously, she has been described as 
indeed very beautiful, u tall and graceful blonde, with brown hair, 
blue eyes, and an exquisite complexion. 

In the marriage register of St. George's, Hanover Square, for the 
year of grace 1787 there is the following entry : 


“Jan. 16, Leonard MacNally and 
Frances I’Anson.” 


The father of Leonard MacNally was a Catholic, who acquired 
considerable built property, but was denounced under the Penal 
Laws asa Papist, and stripped of it. The ancestors of MacNally 
possessed the castle and lands of Rahobeth, as is stated on the tomb- 
stone at Donnybrook. 

The boy was brought up a Protestant, and of his mother, 
Mrs. MacNally, O’Kiefe wrote as “one of the finest persons of a 
woman I ever saw; tall, fall, and majestic. Leonard bimsci «as 
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of this chief good of Ireland I will endeavour as much as in me 
Ties in my ability to forward a brotherhood of affection, an identity 
of interests, a communion of rights, and a union of power among 
Irishmen of all religious persuasions, without which every reform in 
Parliament must be partial, not national, inadequate to the wants, 
delusive to the wishes, and insufficient for the freedom and happiness 
of this country.” 

‘This remarkable declaration of the members of the United Irish 
Society indicates the quality of MacNally’s political conscience, and 
we find him engaged as one of the counsel for the celebrated Napper 
‘Tandy, in his action for false imprisonment against Lord West- 
morland, and in November of the same year he published some 
rebellious verses in the “Northern Star," the organ of the United 
Irishmen, and it was in vindication of that body that he invited 
‘Sir Joshua Barrington to meet him at nine paces in Phoenix Park. 

‘Sir Joshua’s own account of this celebrated duel is recorded in 
inimitable style in his “Recollections.” He records that his ball 
eppeared to have hit the buckle of MacNally’s suspenders (ew/gariter 
“gallows "), and that his second inhumanly exclaimed: “ By ——, 
‘Mac, you are the only rogue T ever knew was saved by the gallows!” 
‘Sir Joshua says of himself; “On returning home I found I had not 
got off quite so wellas I had thought. The skitt of my coat was 
perforated on both sides, and a scratch just enough to break the 
skin had taken place on both my thighs!" 

After this MacNally became almost a popular idol, holding 
@ brief with Curran for the defence of nearly every great State 
trial, and was regarded, it is said, “as second only to Curran him- 
‘self in his fearless patriotism and forensic eloquence,” At this 
time his house in Dominic Street, Dublin, was a scene of lavish 
hospitality. 

A letter of his is preserved, addressed to his brother-in-law, 
Lieutenant Ralph I’Anson, at that time of H.M.S. “ Vesuvius," and 
sometime in the Russian Navy, in which he say 

“Your promotion gives one infinite satisfaction, and I doubt 
not but your spirit and conduct will ultimately raise you to the first 
line of your profession, and that we may yct salute you Admiral... 
‘The prospect you hould out of visiting us here I shall continually 
Took to with most anxious hope, and your sister and I have very 
often indeed wished for your sccicty. . . . You will mect a kind 
reception and every attention within our power to render Ireland 
agreeable . . . and when we get you amongst us, if your heart be 
disengaged, if no ‘black-eyed Susan’ has laid hold of your affec- 





ise "he 


‘tions, who knows, Tsay, how we might send you home a Benedict, 
‘coupled to an Hibernian ten thousand pounder! . . . 

Your sister is, T hope, in good health and spirits. She is much 
admired, and, what is still more pleasing to me, is much respected. 
‘My relations love her most sincerely, and if they did not, I should 
‘hate them from my heart. Seven years have now nearly elapsed 
since our marriage, and though we have experienced some severe 
tubs, [can say for her, as T can sincerely say for myself, there has 
‘not been a moment of 

‘The notice of the death of Mrs. MacNally, “The Lass of 
Richmond Hill,” appearsin the "Gentleman's Magazine" of October 
1195: 

After 1800 MacNally received a regular pension from the 
Government of £300 a year, and was also paid the sum of £2,500 
for his compilation, “ The Irish Justice of the Peace.” 

“The end of this strange career came at last” (to quote from the 
‘writer to whom we have already referred), “and was in keeping with 
this man’s extraordinary double-mindedness." He bad been brought 
up a Protestant and always professed that religion. 

On February 13, 1820, Father Smith, of Townsend Street 
‘Chapel, was summoned in haste to “The Councellor's" house, and 
‘was met by Mrs. MacNally, a daughter of the Reverend Robert 
Edgeworth, whom her husband had taken to wife in 1800, about five 
years after the death of his first wife. She told the priest that 
MacNally was now asleep and must not be disturbed ; but her own 
‘son (by MacNally) came downstairs and roughly bade bis mother let 
Father Smith enter, ‘When the priest came to the bedside,” says 
the narrative, “the sick man craved to be received into the Catholic 
Church. The last solemn rites were administered, and within 
an hour thereafter Leonard MacNally was dead.” Thus ended 
solemnly, and almost dramatically, a chequered but brilliant career, 
and he was buried in Donnybrook churchyard, near to the grave of 
Doctor Madden, the historian of the United Irishmen. Of him 
it has been writren = 

“MacNally must be allowed by his harshest censor to have had 
the quality of valour, which goes for something to the better side of 
‘a man's account, however deeply he may stand the devil's debtor on 
the other side, His remarkable courage, his effusive convivality, his 
profound dissimulation, were equally genuine elements of the same 
extraordinary character. Judgment upon this man is not to be 
stencilled out in the staring black and white of the crude moralist, 
‘It demands the large canvas, the subtle brush, the (ull palette.” 


i 
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The references in the foregoing to MacNally’s “ 
double-mindedness” and “profound dissimulation” were doubtless 
prompted by the supposition that he had been in receipt from the 
‘Government of occasional remittances as an “informer” until he was 
regularly pensioned. 

In conclusion, it remains only to make short reference to the 
other members of the family of William I’Anson, the “wealthy 
attorney of Bedford Row, in the parish of St. Andrew's, Holborn, 
Solicitor of the Court of King's Bench," of which Frances, his only 
daughter, was the youngest member, 

He died at his residence, Cotgrove Place, in the parish of Cot- 
grove, co. Nottingham, on October 26, 1800, and was buried at 
Cotgrove, His eldest son, William, a brother of the Lass, was 
attorney-at-law of the Court of King’s Bench and Common Pleas 
‘at Westminster, and councillor-at-law for the State of Rhode Island, 
U.S.A. Itis also on record that he was at one time ensign in the 
‘Westminster Regiment of Middlesex Militia, He was the author of 
“The Stranger in America,” “ Edward Fitz Yorke,” and other works, 
and died March 13, 1819, and was buried at St. Mary’s, Islington. 
He married Maria, daughter of Thomas Walker of London, and of 
Wishaw Hall, co, Warwick, who soon after the death of her first 
husband took to herself a second in the person of Mr, Ridley 
Surtees, 

The only son of William T’Anson of Islington was the late 
William Andrew I'Anson, of Arthur's Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne, 
M.R.CS, England and L.S.A., who died April 4, 1872, and whose 
second and younger son, William Andrew T’Anson, of Westgate Hill 
House and of Denton Hall, co. Northumberland, M.R.C.S. England 
and L.R.C.P, Edinburgh, continues his late father’s professional 
practice in the metropolis of the north at the present day, his elder 
brother, Thomas I’Anson, M.R,C.S., of Westgate Hill House, having 
died in 1881, leaving a son (William Andrew “the Third,” born 
1867), besides a younger son, Thomas Charles, and three daughters, 
by his wife Elizabeth, daughter of George Young, Esquire, of Boldon 
House, co, Durham. 

Amongst the collateral branches of this North-country family it 
may be a matter of interest to the general reader to mention the 
T’Ansons of Malton, whose training stables there are so well known 
to the patrons of the Turf, more particularly as one member, the 
Jate William I’Anson, distinguished himself as a winner of the Derby, 
which stables could not be in better hands to-day than in those 
‘of Miles and Robert I’Anson. The “collaterals” include also the 


TAnsons of | ji f 
of the time of “Bluff King Hall,” who came’ 


of Darlington and senior partner in the firm of Charles 


& engineers and railway plant | and who 
died in 1834, was of the John above 
his immediate having established and carried on the 


localities, which was the doom of that industry at Darlington. 

Although the Darlington branch, of which the writer of this 
notice is one, were most of them members of the Society of Friends, 
this was not universally the case, as one of them was a Congrega- 
tionalist, and was responsible largely for the first Independent chapel 
built in Union Street, Darlington, 

Ie may be interesting also to the general reader to know that 
Hill House, Richmond, passed into the hands of Sir Ralph Mik 
banke, whose daughter, Lady Byron, was also celebrated by a more 
famous poet than Leonard MacNally. The house is, we belicve 
now the property of the Earl of Zetland. 

J. COVENTRY MANSON. 


CLIFFORD HARRISON. 


‘HE retirement of Mr. Clifford Harrison from public life fore- 
shadowed the sorrowful fate which has lately overtaken a 
brilliant personality. ‘The public—especially that section of it which 
frequented the Steinway Hall recitals with undimmed enthusiasm 
year by year—knew itself deprived of an altogether unique experience, 
a thing never to be replaced, For no work was ever more intimately 
expressive of a dominant individuality, At every point it was 
vitalised by the peculiar genius of the man. If it was subtle, his 
thought transcended the utterance; if a light or familiar theme 
‘equired a new significance, his dramatic sense was in part responsible 
for the interpretation, which was in its turn completed by his con- 
summate musical gift. It was the union of these characteristics that 
gave its unique character to his work: other reciters there will 
doubtless be of equal force and insight; followers, perhaps, and 
imitators of his own peculiar artistry; but among them all, there 
shall scarcely be found another in whom the gifts of the mystic, artist, 
and musician blend in so remarkable a degree. It was the perfect 
‘naturalness—inevitableness, one might almost call it—of his per- 
‘sonality that struck me when I first made his acquaintance seven 
years ago, Whether upon the platform of Steinway Hall, or in 
his own house, or out of doors, he was essentially the same. In 
ordinary conversation, each well-known and dramatic habit of speech 
fevealed itself. It could hardly be called mannerism, for it was free 
from any hint of artificiality; but it did in a measure render him 
distinct and unusual, a result to which his perfect unembarrassed 
‘ourtesy contributed in an age when beautiful manners are rare. 
Conversation with him, especially when in argument it touched 
Gebsteable ground, was in the highest degree stimulating. At such 
times, the habitual reserve that fenced about the sanctuary of his 
fnner life and thought was apt to break away a little; and occa 
tionally he would “score a point” with an eager, almost boyish, 
fmpetuosity. But at no time were the severities of limitation and 
restraint abandoned, His satire, for all its keenness, was vadom 








And it was not until after mature deliberation that the most 
suitable resting-place—outside in a pot on the yerandah—was finally 


cipated spiritual thought" brought into conspicuous relief the ad- 
mirable balance—the intellectual “ sophrosyne” so characteristic of 
his mind and character, He was too delicate a humorist ever to 
run into extremes; and although he rejected all claims to scholar- 
ship, his wide cultivation kept him in touch with all that is most 
valuable in the ancient or the modern world. A letter written in the 
spring of '99 is particularly interesting, referring to the recent publi- 
cation of his “ Notes on the Margins.” E 

“T can indeed have no better pleasure than to know of the 
answering thought of thoughtful minds, When 1 published the 
‘Notes,’ I knew the book would receive but scant notice : silence 
and rejection is the fate of such writing, invariably. But I have had 
many expressions of sympathy and understanding, some of which 
have greatly pleased me; and now this article of yours pleases me 
more than all. You will readily understand that my pages do not 
greatly satisfy the professed ‘occultist’ or ‘ theosophist,’ as they do 
‘Hot go far enough for them, while they go too far for the ordi- 
nary reader! 1 am glad that you think there are such distinet 
‘signs in our day of a set towards spiritual and mystic thought, and 
the intelligent acceptance of ancient wisdom. To me one of the 
_ most beautiful signs of the times is the decreasing dogmatism and 
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advancing vision of science, I sometimes wonder if the word for 
which the world seems to be waiting will not be spoken by Science— 
to its own astonishment! It is sure to come from the ‘ Bethlehem" 
most despised and least regarded by the religious world! Even 
now the facts of science seem to me as radiant with hope as the 
‘truths’ of any ereed. If Science will only—as she will surely— 
free herself from her temptation to dogma (dogma as hard and cruel 
as any church’s creed), she will rise to knowledge which we can yet 
only dimly apprehend. Do you not think so? . . .” 

Another letter contains a delicate criticism ofa contemporary 
writer who, in his judgment, “went too far.” 

“I do not myself find his essays so fruitful and suggestive as the 
critics led me to suppose. The deeper thoughts are simply the ever 
young truths of mysticism dealt with from the modern point of view. 
I did not find any new discovery in them. And occasionally the 
‘infinite’ becomes the ‘ indefinite,’ and the ‘ mystic’ the ‘misty.’ 
‘This my regard for true mysticism makes me greatly dislike. For 
as Kingsley said years ago, ‘these mystics are desperately practical 


With obscurity of utterance or style he had no sympathy. “ Mrs. 
— always oppresses me,” he wrote on another occasion, “in spite 
‘of her cleverness and charm. 1 feel a little baffled by her conscious 
‘superiority,’ and by the obscurity of her style.” 

‘This desire for the simple and intelligible permeated all his 
work. Save for an occasional “dark saying,” or flight of fancy, his 
“mystical” writing, like his talk, was marked by a lucidity and 
common sense which went far to augment its influence. “To forget 
what Is in visions of what might and may be, is clearly « grave 
mistake, all the more serious from its frequency.” 

‘Thus he had written in the “ Notes on the Margins.” It was a 
mistake from which his sense of proportion held him back. 
Between the two fatal extremes associated with mysticism—the self- 
annihilation of the Eastern, and the self-assertion of the Western mind 
—he struck a balance in his own personality. From the fertile error 
of both systems—the deification of all human thought and the invest- 
ing it with divine authority—he was again preserved by a disciplined 
intelligence ; although, in common with all mystics, he gave Intuition 
the most honoured place in the history of mind. It was, I believe, 
his enthusiasm for the idea of wnéfy that was responsible for his 
intellectual bias towards mysticism. He desired for the world a 
‘common basis whereon all the antagonistic lines of thought might rest. 
‘He saw in mysticism di iaretasiogs OF BN the, Sania oh ee 
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final—interpretation of the mysteries of life ; bringing us “something 
that entered our thoughtatmosphere with the light and energy of 
the sunshine." 

This is not the placo—nor have I the authority—to follow out 
the apparent result of these convictions in his method of daily life. 
But one thing at least was obvious—must have been obvious—even 
to the most casual observer. I mean, the conquest of the spirit over 
the physical disabilities and adverse circumstances of life. Courage 
and endurance are oftentimes brought out by suffering; a cheerful 
serenity not infrequently accompanies the most cheerless fate; and 
‘every one is familiar with the influence of a strong will and buoyant 
temperament in overcoming pain and sorrow. But in looking back 
across the last years of Mr. Harrison's public life, one is fain to 
admit that the “ conquest ” of that strong spirit was exceptional. To 
understand it at all, one simply had to admit the action of exceptional 
powers, acquired through long habits of self-discipline. 

‘Those who enjoyed the privilege of his friendship can best 
testify to the rare influence which his personality inspired ; but that 
influence will not be limited to them. It reached far and wide 
among his hearers, Few probably who listened to the wonderful 
music which was perhaps the highest expression of his uncommon 
gift, were insensitive to its deep, weird beauty. That those subtle 
harmonies should have passed into silence beyond recall seems to 
Some of us a loss unspeakable. 

Tt were of course impossible not to regret that a life so brilliant 
‘both in promise and achievement should prematurely have passed 

* The Cabale, Clifford Haavinon, 
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away. But his work remains—a pure and beautiful memory ; and 
bis written word will, I think, never lose its interest for the few, 
‘though it will not appeal to the many. 

Among the circle of his friends and acquaintances, conscious ot 
deprivation, there will probably be many who will recall the verses 
of his own “Post-boy”; words which, I cannot doubt, would most 
accurately express his inmost desire and feeling. 


T would say to those who love me— 
Do not mourn for me, 

Clean forget ; or elve, remember 
When ‘tis well with thee." 

Let remembrance sing; and singing, 
Sualle, her own tears scoening 1 

Let her sing as sang that post-boy 
On that bright May morning. 


** Listen ! we remember you, 
Because the day is bright 1 

Listen | we remember you, 
Because oar hearts are light ! 


“You who made our tives the brighter, 
‘Take the love we're giving ! 

By the love we give you s 
Siilll we know you're liv 
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will appear as strong and vigorous as ever in the succeeding 
summer. 

On the wheat-ficld which lay alongside he pointed out to me the 
“couch,” or couch grass, which comes up in patches here and there 
—patches that never fail to prevent the upgrowth of the wheat. 
Further on still, and we were passing the sweep of grassland and the 
dip of valley which lies between the railway and Little Missenden, 
Little Missenden lies cosily in the bosom of the hills, the woods 
growing closely above, a dark brown field showing in strong contrast 
below, with the silver gleam of a lake in middle distance, 

Further still, the glitter of a shallow pool, with scintillating 
shafts of sunlight playing all over it, greenish plants growing thick on 
one side of its bank and a skimming water bird above. Everywhere 
—over everything—was flung a glorious wealth of colour, flung 
royally, lavishly, unstintingly. 

Purple of scabious, rose pink of valerian, scarlet of poppy ; while 
every now and then the rarer crimson of foxglove showed up at the 
border of a wood. 

Away on the left could be seen the grey brown roofs of the 
village of Great Missenden, clustering together in the valley nestling 
under the shadow of the Chilterns, 

Then presently, beyond the station, came rows of respectable 
utilitarian vegetables, in their conventional staid dull-coloured dress, 
while, behind them, lay a wide meadow of red-brown Indian wheat, 
backed by a hazy wood shimmering in a blaze of heat—a streak of 
sainfoin binding it all round like a fair silken ribbon. High above 
all, one marked the straight swerve of a hawk, and now and again the 
heavy flight of a company of magpies. 

It was all a transfigured radiance of dazzling embroidery of 
colours : vivid green, vivid yellow, vivid red, scarcely a “crumbling 
pageant " as Dryden said of old of another scene, but a very quickly 
fading one all the same. 

After Great Missenden comes Wendover. 

Just before one reaches the little station there comes in sight on 
‘one’s right the rounded shoulders of what must evidently have been 
an old British encampment, beside which passes the line of theancient 
Roman Icknield, which ran through Buckinghamshire to Berkshire. 

Lipscomb, in his “ History and Antiquities of Buckinghamshire," 
‘says that unquestionably Wendover was once a British trackway. 

Tt is not until one has left the station two or three minutes 
‘behind one, that, turning 2 sharp corner in the road, one gets one’s 
first glimpse of the village of Wendover, 
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scot tape en8, prensa 
The village is bait on a gentle slope, and is made up of old 


deep eaves: there are raised pathways on either side the street, 
‘edged with slopes of grass, while in the far distance stand protect- 


heavy with fruit ; over others, trailing roses, 

Everywhere brooded a deep peace ; everywhere an air of pro- 
sperity seemed to reign, The whole scene made a vivid, undying 
picture in one’s memory, At the foot of the High Strest—which 
gives a sort of effect of having been built in two parts—there isa 
fine old red brick house (Bosworth House) which has a curious 
pointed moulding under the roof, running along the whole front- 
age 

Leland describes Wendover thus: ‘A pretty Through-fayre 
Towne havinge 2 streets well builded with Tymbre. There is a 
Causey made almost through to passe betwixt Alesbury and it, els 
the way in wett tyme as in a lowe Stiffe Claye were tedious and ill to 

‘The Townlett Selfe of Wendover standeth partly upon the 
N.E. Cliffes of Chilteme Hilles. The Residewe and N.W. Parte 
standeth in the Rootes of the Hilles. Looke as the Countrye of 
the Vale of Alesbury for the most part is cleane barren of Wood, 
and is Champaine ; soe is all the Chilterne well wooded, and full of 
enclosures.” 

Wendover in Domesday Survey is recorded as the King's Manor, 
tated at 24 hides. 

“There was land for 26 ploughs, In the demesne there were 
three. There were 26 villeins and 6 bordars having 17 ploughs. 
‘There were two mills of ros, rent." (Wendover to-day boasts of one 
‘old watermill.) 

“Pasture for three teams, and 20s, overplus, wood for 2,000 
hogs. 

“Altogether it was estimated at £38 annual rent in legally as- 
sayed money. 

Bya charter of doubtful date in the reign of King John, King 
Stephen seems to have exchanged the manor of Wendover to Hugh 
de Gurney, or Gurnace, In 1216 the King gave Wendover to 
William de Fednes, or Fiennes, and in 1218 William de Cantilupe 


_ = 


An Old Buckinghamshire Village. 279 


obtained all the lands which then were in the hand of his son Hugh 
de Gurney. 

Tn the sixth year of John’s reign, Wendover had been enumerated 
among the lands of the Normans, as late belonging to Robert de 
‘Tibevill, or Turberville. 

“Henry Brudenell, of Amersham, died seised of lands in Wend- 
over, which he directed inter alia to be sold to raise money, to be 
distributed for his soul, the souls of Edmund his brother, and 
Alice his wife, and of his father and mother.” 

King Henry VIL granted in 1492 the borough of Wendover and 
Lordship or Manor of Wendover Forens to Elizabeth. (Anglo- 
Saxon ‘ foran” signified before,” and in its original sense “ beyond” 
—consequently Wendover Forens was a kind of outer parish, 
Wendover Dean is a small hamlet in the near neighbourhood, and 
was of old in possession of the Danes.) 

“Tn 1544 the King, by Patent (to Henry Bradshaw, to whom 
he had lately granted the Rectory in consideration of £301 25. 342), 
assigned a meadow called Castle Ditch meade, a close of pasture 
called Spittle Pond, a piece of land of § acres in the Bury field, a 
close called Well Head Croft, arable land called Fowslow Downe, 
another piece called Otehill . . . a croft called Shallork-Wike . . . 
@ load of wood for fowell, yearly to be taken out of the wood growing 
upon Backcomb ., « parcel of the late monastery of Great Missen- 
den.” 

T consulted a miller coming along in his cart (who very kindly 
gave me a “lift along the country lane) about the whereabouts 
of all these local spots, but he did not know the names of 


He told me that the mill stream rose in Well Head Croft, and 
that it was a few yards beyond the old Rectory. 

™ Queen Elizabeth by Letters Patent dated November 23, 1562, 
reciting the demise of Henry VIII. to John Wyre of two water mills 
in Wendover, one a brest mill, and the other an overshott mill.” 
‘There is to-day a quaint old water mill standing back from the road, 
which I photographed. 

“Tn 1666, Ordered that any of the inhabitants of Wendover 
Forens shall have free access unto the Cage and Stockes within the 
Burrowe of Wendover, and to putt their prisoners into the said Cage 
‘or Stocks as often as they bave occasion soe to do, without any lett 
or hinderance of the inhabitants of Wendover Burrowe, uppon paine 
for any that shall hinder them. . . ."” But now for many a long year 
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ruption, to set up and keep a lecture every Thursday weekly in the 
said parish church of Wendover.” 

Here again, To-day has no more to say to yesterday,” and some 
notable “interruption,” of what kind no one perbaps will ever know, 
must have occurred at some date, also unknown, to prevent 
“preachers of good conversation” from keeping up the Thursday 
evening lecture. 

Near the church is a large meadow called “ Witchall” meadow, 
about which there still hangs a curious old tradition quoted in 
“ Notes and Queries,” and the Rector told me that many of the old 
inhabitants have retailed the same story to him. 

According to this tradition, the church “was to have been placed 
on a field adjoining the town, and there the building was begun, 
but the materials were all carried away in the night by witches, and 
deposited where the church now stands.” 

Apparently the punishment threatened on a signboard I noticed 
in Wendover, the day I was there, was not effectual with the movers 
of church materials. 

“ Persons removeing Gravel, Sand, or other Materials from the 
Highways will be prosecuted.” 

‘There seemed a covert slight intended for trespassers on 
another signpost which stood in a certain meadow close by the 
(a , and encouragement for the humble mushroom ! 

will be prosecuted.—Mushrooms cultivated.” 
ate the old watermill is a pretty bit of landscape: a clump of 
white willows, and a three-comered space full of yellow marguerites. 
Just there the mill-stream spreads into three ; two clear, limpid, brown 
rills, and one soft velvety green and partially dried up, while over 
the little weir the softest musical patter of water fell with a gentle 
rhythm on one’s car. 

‘The church itself was restored soon after the present Rector took 
charge of the parish, and is in beautiful order. It is a church of fine 
Proportion, and is exceedingly prettily situated. 

‘The registers date back to 1600, and there are some curious 
entries among them, ‘These were some among the burials: 

” Aff, dat, January 30, 1678. Edward King, General Trooper.” 

“Af dat. Jan. 23. Alice, the daughter of John Davey, Chair- 
smaker,” 

AG, dat. ffet 8. William, the son of William Gurden, Trooper, 

» 


“March 31. Rose, the wife of Matthew Chargo, day labourer.” 
“Joseph, the son of Francis Wells, Shoomaker.” 
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ror jeanne July 10, 1680, ‘Thomas. Colndridge, 
me eiNer: 23. ‘Thomas, the son of ‘Thomas Fellows, Pattin- 


‘solemnaker." +i eoesed 
eae Aug. 18. bth, dager Wil Mend Poh 


oad iliry oer er of Sane 

“shoomaker" as above, others “ shooomaker,” | 
Seach toute ch oariteas ae eee 
maker which led to such gross overfeeding of the word with “‘o'x" 

‘Then again comes : . 

"Thomas Darval, unt, wollen-draper:* 

“Noy. 22, 1680. William, Free Glazier.” (Query, what ina 
“free” glazier?) 

“ Anne Graystock, of Harwich parish, by Banner.” 

At the bottom of many pages are the words, “ "Seen and Awad 
by us," and three names signed. 

Ts an OM! vegiier in tha woatty 1 found al GlReaeeato 
dated 1678, in black letter: 

“Caroli IL Regis, 
An Act for Burying in Wollen, 

“Whereas an Act made in the 18 year of His Majesties reign is 
now entitled for Burying in Wollen only was intended for the lessen- 
ing the Importation of Linen from beyond the Sea, and the en- 
‘couragement of the Wollen and Paper manufactures of this Kingdom 
had the same been observed, but in Respect there was not sufficient 
Remedy thereby given for the discovery or prosecution of offences 
against the said Law, the same hath hitherto not had the effect 
thereby intended,” and goes on to say that nothing made or 
“mingled with flax, hemp, silk, hair, gold, or silver, or any other 
thing whatsoever than what is made of Sheep’s wooll onely" should 
be used.” 

‘This is interesting when one remembers that in 1638 the woollen 
manufacture was so much looked upon as #&e chief industry of 
England that all others were sacrificed to it. People had begun to 
manufacture other materials, but at that time, whenever their interests 
ran counter to the woollen trade, it was considered by the Govern- 
ment as the most economical course to pursue, to destroy them 
ruthlessly. It seems inevitable that in all ages, and in all human 
affairs, there should be a large number of people in authority wha 
cannot see beyond to-day; so hopelessly shortsighted are they to 
‘what the future is preparing for the progress of the country. 
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In Wendover Church is a very curious old brass of Charles TI’ 
time, which the present Rector told me he found, when the church 
was being restored, in the belfry, and had brought it into the body of 
the church. 

Away to the north of Wendover is Stoke Mandeville. 

‘Stoke Mandeville was one of the manors of the Bishop of Lincoln 
at the time of the Norman Survey. 

Leland says that “ Bierton was originally a chapel of ease to 
Aylesbury, and its revenues were annexed to that prebend in 
Lincoln Cathedral by Richard Gravesend, Bishop, with the chapels 
of Quarendon, Buckland, and Stoke Mandeville by patent in 1266 
++. and farther by Henry VIII. in 1524 to Longland, Bishop of 
Lincoln. Stoke Mandeville was only a daughter church to Bierton. 
The Aylesbury Hundred is formed by union of three ancient 
hundreds, Elesberie, Risberge, and Stane, and still retains formally 
the appellation of the Three Hundreds of Aylesbury. . . . Elesberie 
contained Zsvone, called now Aston-Clinton, Bierton or Burton, with 
Buckland or Srodere, now Broughton, Hulcott and Stockes, since 
called Stoke Mandeville." 

At Stoke Mandeville one can the better ses the two spurs of the 
hills, supposed to have been the British camp, with the fosse covered 
with woods lying between, and clumps of dark growing furze lying 
thick upon the slope, 

The whole effect of the hills seen from the station is most 
picturesque, especially when seen on such an emotional, impulsive 
afternoon as the one on which I was there, when the successive gleams 
of sunshine were climbing the slope swiftly in and out of the furze 
‘bushes, until, having reached the summit, they suddenly vanished, 
leaving all beneath uncertain in outline, sombre and mysterious. 

At Stoke Mandeville arc a number of fine old barns, and some 
interesting old cottages, particularly one called Yew Tree Farm, 
where a quaintly cut yew tree almost shields the house from the 
road. 


The vicarage looks new, and is not attractive from the outside. 

Some little distance from the village, standing, as an old record 
says, “in a low, watery meadow,” is the old church, now practically 
aruin. The “watery” meadow is charming, with a little stream 
meandering through it, sentinelled by rushes, and much frequented 
by wheatears, Service is never held in the church now, but ina 
new little building nearer to the station. A labouring man of whom 
I asked a few questions told me that twenty years ago a service 
was held in itonce a year, but that now it was too much dilapidated 
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following = 
“In the’ granted int. al. to Sir Edwand 
Tented Seam 
sere of meadow in Stokenanfield, the occupation of 

Serko toe mane Cha ree . 


‘The record goes on 

To the ald Bdwd, Joho, and Jobs, andthe heir and amigas 
of J. Thornton and J. Danby for ever, of the manor of East Green- 
wich, by fealty only in free soccage.” 

‘Here again, as I said before, one can find no trace of the date 
when the daily light in the church passed into desuetude, 

“By an indenture, April 16, 1649, Edward Wade, of Elles: 


‘The church is dedicated to St. Mary, and it stands about three 
furlongs south of the village. In the south wall, Lipscomb mentions 
there is a piscina under a bracket arch, and an altar tomb of stone, 
above the figures on which is written in Roman capitals : 


Creal death by mortal blades, 

Hath slaine foure of my tender Babes, 
Whereof Mary Thomas and Dorothye 
‘Within this place their bedies lye, 

But God which never man deosaved, 

‘This death (o them is greates payne, 
Increasinge ther jay freeing them from payne, 
© Dorothye my blessed Childe, 

Which lorngy re and dye yl 
‘Thou wert my tenth even God's owne choyee, 
On Good Friday at night my Dot! depted, 
Adew my sweete, and most true hearted, 





Hopeing through Christ He will provide, 
For my Soule w* thyne in heaven to skyde, 


ying 
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And I your Father Edmund Brudenell, 
Untill the Resurrection with thee will dwell 
And so adewe my sweete Lambes three, 
Untill in Heaven I shail you see 

Such is my hope of Richard my Sonn. 


“In 1276,” so runs the record, ‘a fine of messuages, lands and 
rents, in Stoke Maundewyl, granted by William Geve, of Stoke, clerk, 
to Master Roger Geve, of the same, for life.” 

The Edmund Brudenell mentioned above died seised of the 
manor of Newbury in Stoke Mandeville parish, having by his testa- 
ment (of 1425) bequeathed an annual rent of ten marks out of the 
manor for a chaplain to pray for his soul and the soul of Alice, his 
‘wife, for thirty years, It docs not appear why he would only need 
prayers for that fixed number of years, 

Another record says that “ King John having exchanged part of 
Risberge . . . for certain lands in Stoke Mandeville ; one moicty of 
the manor was held in 1302 by William de Kirkeby, who died seised 
of it in that year... . The site of the lands among the hills and 
woods is near Prestwood Common, between Missenden and 
Hampden, on the left-hand side... near Rignall on the north 
and Honour End Farm on the south, being an insulated portion of 
Stoke Mandeville parish, and by a memorable circumstance con- 
nected with English history, as the land assessed for ship moncy 
when in possession of the patriot Hampden ; giving rise to the trial 
which brought Mr. Hampden into great celebrity, and was ultimately 
Productive of such important consequences to the King and the 
nation, as well as to Hampden himself.” 

As we left the station on our homeward journey a wedding party 
‘was being sent off amid showers of confetti—with the fash in the 
pan of the sudden, hastily struck-up jest ; with the lingering clasp of 
hands that, perhaps, had lain close, the one in the other's, in the old 
life that was done with ; with the farewell message of old friendship 
in the eyes that the lips could not trust themselves to say. 

The guard signalled, the train moved out of the station, the 
last showers of confetti were flung hastily and laughingly, and we had 
looked our last on the pleasant old village among the hills. 


1, GIMERNE StRVEKING, 
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November of the same year, with a remarkable and excellent Latin 
translation of “Chevy Chase.” After being a contributor to “ Black- 
wood” for some time from Cork, and wearying of the monotony of a 
teacher's life, he went to Edinburgh in May, 1820, and introduced 
himself personally and in a characteristically humorous fashion 
to William Blackwood, whose guest he remained for six weeks, 
during which time he revelled in the society of Professor John 
Wilson ("Christopher North”), John Gibson Lockhart, Gillies, 
Hamilton, and other literary notabilities. Blackwood declared him~ 
self “delighted with bis wild Irish assistant,” whose social qualities, 
constitutional gaiety, convivial pleasantry, and flow of conversation, 
at once learned and witty, were such as could not fail to render him 
a favourite in cultured circles. Here is a pen-picture of him at this 


“All were listening to someone who sat in the middle of a 
group. A low-scated man, short in stature, was uttcring pleasantries 
and scattering witticisms about him with the careless glee of his 
country. His articulation was impeded by a stutter, yet the 
‘sentences he stammered forth were brilliant rcpartecs, uttered without 
sharpness, and edged rather with humour than with satire. His 
countenance was rather agreeable than striking; its expression 
sweet rather than bright. The grey hair coming straight over his 
forchead gave a singular appearance to a face still bearing the 
attributes of youth. He was thirty or thereabouts; bur his 
thoughtful brow, his hair, and the paleness of his complexion, gave 
him many of the attributes of age, His conversation was carcless 
‘and offhand, and but for the impediment of speech would have had 
the charm of a rich comedy. His choice of words was such as I 
have rarely met with in any of my contemporaries.” 

Jobn Wilson Croker, writing to a friend, thus describes him :— 

On the few occasions of my having the pleasure of being in his 
society, his conversation was very lively and original—a singular 
mixture of classical crudition and Irish fun. There was a good deal 
of wit, and still more of drollery, and certainly no deficiency of what 
is called conviviality and animal spirits. remember on one occasion 
having beard from some common friend, that he seemed to be 
throwing away a great deal of talent on some ephemeral productions. 
I took the Ifberty of advising him to direct his great powers to some 
more permanent objects, and he told me that he contemplated some 
serious work, I think on the Greek drama, but of this I am not quite 
sure, It might have been the Greek orators. I had a high opinion 
‘of his power to illustrate either.” 
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‘Three years later he marricd a lady named Ellen Bullen, 
described by Jerdan as an excellent woman, and finding the income 
from the school inadequate to support a wife, he severed his con: 
nection with it and proceeded to London, resolved to devote himself 
to literature. He soon became intimate with Theodore Hook (a 
Kindred spirit), and wrote for the “John Bull,” a political journal, 
which was soon abandoned at a heavy loss. A similar fate awaited 
the “ London Literary Journal,” with which Maginn was associated, 
also in conjunction with Theodore Hook. Maginn'’s facile pen had 
attracted the notice of John Murray, and he found employment on 
the “ Quarterly Review.” All this time, however, he was a continual 
contributor to “Blackwood,” scarce a number of which did not 
contain one or more articles from him, and in its pages he, with 
Wilson, originated the celebrated “Noctes Ambrosianm,” a very 
large share of which was all his writing, as was also the famous 
Greek motto with its exceedingly free translation: 

‘This is a distich by wise old Phocylides, 

An Ancient who wrote crabbed Greek in no silly days; 

Meanings ‘*'7is right for good wine-bibbing people 

Pare Tiber rae oar ioe ey 
But guily to chat while discussing their tipple,” 

An excellent nile of the hearty old eeck "tis, 

And a very fit motto to pat to our Noctes. 


Readers of ‘‘ Father Prout” know how that worthy delighted to tum 
some of Moore’s melodies into French, Latin, and Greek verse, and. 
then playfully accuse their author of plagiarism! Maginn, in the 
character of the learned Dr. Pandemus Polyglot, performed similar 
feats with equal skill and dexterity, He translated Canning’s 
“Needy Knifegrinder” into both Greek and Latin; George 
Wither’s “The Shepherd's Resolution," Waller's “ Rose," Henry 
Phillips's admirable ditty “Woman,” Ben Jonson's “Take, ob, 
take those lips away,” and a host of others, into excellent Latin 
verse. Here is a verse from his Latin translation of “ The glasses 
sparkle on the board,” which he humorously assigned to an Alcaic 
poet, one * Crcsius Bassus”: 
‘The glasses sparkle on the board, 
‘The wine is ruby bright ; 
‘The reign of pleasure is restored, 
‘Of ease and gay delight. 
‘The day is done, the night's our own, 
‘Then{let us feast the soul 5 
Should any pain or care remainy 
‘Why, drown it in the bowl. 


x 


Doctor Maginn. 


Caxuen: AvoTors Crsto Basso. 
En pocla mensis compositis micant 
Vini refulget purpureus color 1 
Regnant volaptates, feruntque 
Gaudia delielasque secum. 
Invitat Euhoo! nox ext 5 abslt dies; 
Indulgeamus nunc genium mero, 
‘Mergamus et eure vel atei 
‘Quod superest eyatho doloris. 


Whether it was traceable to the attraction which the sparkle of 
the glasses had for hitn or not it is not now easy to determine, but 
certain it is that in the beginning of the year 1830 he quarrelled 
with his friend Blackwood, and the intimacy which had grown and 
lasted during ten years was interrupted. There was no interruption, 
however, to Maginn's literary labours, for he worked as hard as ever, 
if not harder, 

As a magazine writer his like has never been seen. His fertility 
and variety were inexhaustible ; nothing came amiss to him. So 
richly stored was his mind and so ready his pen, that he could with- 
out effort write articles of sound, earnest, well-reasoned criticism, 
political articles and parodies, poems and translations, He always 
appeared master of every subject, recondite or familiar, and yet, 
according to an eyewitness, "he seldom wrote except in company, 
and generally in the midst of tumult, In the middle of a sentence 
he would relieve the strain of thought by throwing himself back in 
his chair and telling a humorous story; then, while his companions 
were convulsed with laughter, he would suddenly break off in his 
talk and resume his pen.” Goethe, it would seem, was right when he 
said, “Rapid change from seriousness to trifling, from sympathy to 
indifference, from joy to grief, must lie at the foundation of the Irish 
character.” 


One of his jovial companions was a briefless barrister and man 
about town named Hugh Fraser, and to him Maginn proposed, after 
his quarrel with Blackwood, that they should have a magazine of 
their own. Fraser was quite agreeable, and they both made a 
selection from their papers, with which they filled their pockets, and 
sallied forth to find a publisher. Going down Regent Street, the 
name Fraser over No. 21§ attracted Maginn, who said to his 
companion, Here’s a namesake! of yours, Fraser; let’s try him," 
‘They entered, and submitted their proposal, which was adopted 
without hesitation; and in February 1830 appeared the first 
namber of " Fraser's Magazine for Town and Country.” To say that 


+ Ir was the shop of Mr. James Frocer, publisher, Hugh Fraveve rtien. 
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and 
writing ; but as his native modesty would not permit him to write 


romance, ballad, squib, pasquinade, and epigram; in Greek, in 
Hebrew, in Latin, in Irish, in Italian, in English, and in slang, but 
no interference with the calm pursuits of the scholar or the graceful 
amenities of the gentleman, Take things easy after seven o'clock ; 
from that hour till two in the morning be your own man; from two 
to ten be your own wife's man ; from ten to seven again be the man 









and demeanour. Be a Bentley if you can, but omit the 
lity; rival Parr, eschewing all pomposity; outlinguist old 
‘hi, and yet bea man of the world ; culate Swift in satire, 
suffer not one squeeze of his seva smdignatio to eat your own 








heart, Be and do all this, and the Doctor will no longer be 
unique. 

“ Whether shining a precocious gem in Trinity College, Dublin, or 
illuminating the young ideas of the Corkers, or sustaining the power 
and glory of Blackwood,’ or now co-editing the grand, unrivalled, 
staunch, sturdy organ of orthodoxy, the ‘Standard ' (we say nothing 
of a casual contribution to ‘Regina’),! the redoubted Ensign and 
Adjutant Sir Morgan O'Doherty* has always been, is, and ever will 
be, the jovial, also the simple-hearted, the careless, and the benig- 
nant. Moreat Doctor! Long may he continue at once the star of our 
erudition, our philosophy, and our dialectics, and, in his own immortal 
words— 


‘A randy, handy, brandy, a0 dandy, 
Rollicking jig of an Irishman 
Long may his voice be heard in the land, now pouring out a rich 
flood of hexameters, and now cheering the festive circle with the 
hearty, jolly, soul-stirring chant which he indited in the day of his 
youth : 


Drink to me only from » jag, and T will pledge in mine, 
So fil my glass with whiskey punch, and I'M not ask for wine.” 


‘These sketches, known as the “Gallery of Illustrious Literary 
Characters,” created quite a sensation as they appeared, for Maginn's 
sarcastic personalities, united to Maclise’s pictorial mastery, formed a 
combination perfectly unique ; and what makes it all the more 
remarkable is, that Maginn wrote them in Fraser's back parlour, 
“over,” it is stated, “such supplies of liquor as would totally 
incapacitate all other men from work.” It was under similar con- 
ditions that he wrote his celebrated review of the novel “ Berkeley 
Castle," which involved him in a duel with its author, but, happily, 
no blood was shed. It served to show, however, thal, no matter 
what the consequences to himself, he had the courage of his 


“In the bowl,” as he said himself, “he sought sweet oblivion of 
all woe”; and that such a brilliant genius and profound scholar 
should have done such great injustice to his marvellous intellect is 
all the more to be regretted when we regard the excellence of his 
serious work. His “ Homeric Ballads” prove bim to have been a 
scholiast of worth, and his less-known “Lucianic Comedicttas” 
(reproductions of Lucian's “ Dialogues” in the form of blank-verse 
comedies), published in 1839, but unfortunately irrecoverably lost, 

* Araver’s Magasine. * His mow de swerve, 
ae 








“Sane ‘He had projected a translation of 
the “Iliad” and “Odyssey,” and, indeed, had made some progress 
with the first book ; but it was thrown aside, and no more was heard 
or seen of it, 80 impossible had sustained application become to 
him. His Shakespeare papers arc almost all excellent, that on 
“Lady Macbeth" especially being full of fine thoughts felicitously 
Sealing parresg aon did ppaapeeneer 
the “Essay on the Learning of Shakespeare,” that extraordinary 
farrago by old Farmer, Master of Emmanuel College, upon whose 
“peddling pedantry " and “*fat-headed and scornful blockheadism ” 
he poured a full measure of his contempt. 

Another proof of Maginn’s great literary powers is the fact that 
immediately on the news of Byron’s death reaching England, John 
‘Murray selected him to prepare and edit the poet's memoirs, journals, 
and letters, a labour that would have been in every respect worthy 
of Maginn ; but when he came to examine the materials that had been 
placed in his bands, he found that besides the nature of much of it, 
the destruction of the autobiography had caused too great a lacuna; 
‘80, after consultation with Murray, he returned all to him, and, as we 
know, it was Thomas Moore who eventually gave to the world the 
biography which has never quite satisfied it. 

When John Murray was foolish enough to start a newspaper, “The 
Representative,” Maginn acted for a time as Paris correspondent, but 
haying developed intemperate habits he was recalled to London, and 
appointed editor at a salary of £700 a year. The enterprise was not 
successful one for Murray, who found at the end of six months that 
he had lost about £20,000, In conjunction with Dr. Stanley Lees 
Giffard (father of the present Lord Halsbury), Maginn was joint 
editor of the “ Standard" on its foundation in 1828, but with his 
characteristic restlessness he severed his connection with it after a 
short period. So far as he had any settled political opinions, thcy 
were supposed to be Tory, as indeed his connection with the 
journals ecto et but hear what he said himself on 
‘this point 

aay pollseeeaiat then? I am, externillly at least, a Tory ¢ 
toute outrance, because my father and my grandfather (and I cannot 
trace my gencalogy any higher) were so before me, Besides, I think 
every gentleman should be a Tory ; there is an easiness, a suavity of 
mind, engendered by Toryism, which it is vain for you to expect 
from fretful Whiggery or bawling Radicalism, and such should be a 
strong distinctive feature in every gentleman's character. . . » But I 
haye dirtied my fingers with ink, you say, and daubed other people’s 


_ 


Doctor Maginn. 


faces with them. [admit it. My pen has been guilty of various 
political jeux @'esprit, but, let me whisper it, on Josh sides, Don't 
start ; it is not worth while. My Tory quizzes I am suspected of ; 
suspected, 1 say, for I am not such a goose as to let them be any 
more than mere matters of suspicion ; but of quizzes against Tories 
Tam no more thought guilty than I am of petty larceny. Yet such 
isthe case. I write with no ill-fecling ; public men or people who 
thrust themselves before the public in any way I just look upon as 
phantoms of the imagination, as things to throw off commonplaces 
about. . . . In point of fact, men of sense think not of such things, 
and mingle freely in society as if they never occurred. Why, then, 
should I be supposed to have any feeling whatever, whether of anger 
or pleasure, about them?” 

His facility in this respect enabled him to write for the “Age” 
when cdited by the rather notorious C. M, Westmacott, and later for 
the “True Sun,” a “bawling Radical” organ ; but consistency in 
the sense of being tied down to one particular set of views was a 
virtue to which Maginn laid no claim. He always spoke out what 
he had in his mind to say, and said it in the racicst manner. Having 
made friends with Blackwood in 1834, he reappeared in the Ebony,” 
as he facetiously called it. 

“The great superiority,” he wrote, “of ‘ Blackwood’s Magazine 
over all others of our time is that one can be allowed to speak one’s 
mind there. There was never yet one word of genuine, unsophisti- 
cated truth in the ‘Edinburgh,’ the ‘Quarterly,’ or, indeed, in any 
other of the periodicals—in relation, I mean, to anything that can 
be called opinion or sentiment. All is conventional mystification, 
except in ‘Ebony,’ the jewel, alone. Here alone can 2 man tell smack 
out that he is a Tory, an Orangeman, a Radical, a Catholic, any- 
thing he pleases to be, to the backbone. No necessity for conciliatory 
mincing and paring away of one’s own intellect. I love whiskey 
punch ; Tsay so. I admire Wordsworth and “Don Juan’; I say so. 
Southey is a humbug ; well, let it be said distinctly. Tom Campbell 
is in his dotage ; why conceal a fact like this? 1 scorn all paltering 
with the public; I hate all shuffling, equivocating, trick, stuff, 
nonsense. I write in ‘ Blackwood * because there Morgan O'Doherty! 
can be Morgan O'Doherty. If I wrote in the ‘Quarterly’ I should 
be bothered (partly with, and partly without, being conscious of it) 
with a hampering, binding, fettering, nullifying sort of notion that I 
must make myself, pro ¢emfore, a bit of a Gifford; and so of every- 
thing else.” 


\ This was his favourite pen-name. 





: —— 
204 The Gentleman's Magasine. 


While he continued to illuminate the pages of “Fraser” with his 
genius month after month, he kept the readers of ' Blackwood” 
convulsed with laughter with “A Story without a Tail,” “Bob 
Burke's Duel with Ensign Brady of the 48th" (which is not only 
‘one of the raciest Irish stories ever written, but is a masterpiece of 
humorous fiction), and various other contributions, amongst which 
‘mention must be made of the Tobias Correspondence,” a rematk- 
ably clever production, which he wrote in a garret in Wych Street 
(London) in 1837, where he was hiding from bailiffs, to such a pass 
had his financial affairs come. In it he assures us will be found set 
forth from his own experience “the whole art and mystery of editing 
@ newspaper.” There can be no question but that his experience 
was both large and varied enough to qualify him to instruct others 
to their profit, The pity of it was that it brought him neither riches 
nor wisdom ; he was what the Germans call wavorsichtig, and he 
Hives for all time in Thackeray's Pendennis" as Captain Shandon, 
“the learned and thrifiless, the witty and unwise,” 

Shattered health now necessitated the dissolution of numerous 
literary engagements, and frequent imprisonments for debt culminated 
in his having to invoke the aid of the Bankruptcy Court—in the 
beginning of the year 1842. His liberty thus restored, he retired to the 
pretty little rural village of Walton-on-Thames, where, in the company 
of his wife and his two daughters, his remaining days were passed. 
His affection for his daughters is happily expressed in a few verses, of 
which I give one; 

‘Kalt to me in love and duty 
lave you been, sweet pets of mine ! 
Long in health, and joy, and beauty, 
‘May it be your lot to shine! 
And at last when, God commanding, 
T shall feave you both behind, 
May I feel, with soul expanding, 
I shall leave you gocd and kind ! 

When the distress into which he had fallen became known, one 
of the first to come to his assistance was Thackeray, who, with 
characteristic generosity, gave him a few hundred pounds. The 
‘Tory party, for whom he had fearlessly worked with his pen for a 
quarter of a century, seemed strangely oblivious of his needs; but 

+ It was Mahony ('*F ™) who introdaced Thackeray to Maginn, 
The introduction ae prapigayt e ‘Tavern, Vinegar Yard, 
Lane, Thackeray, who liked him for his wit and good feeling, tells us how 
‘Maginn read Homer to him, and pointed out beauties that he had never perceived, 
and ‘bound me over," he adds, '*to read some Homer every day.”” 
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Doctor Maginn. 


not so was the man whose policy Maginn had equally fearlessly 
assailed ; Sir Robert Peel had, in 1840, when a subscription was 
started to assist Maginn, subscribed £100, with a stipulation for 
secrecy as to his being the donor, Now, when he learned how sad 
was his plight, he sent a similar sum. No need is there to mention 
that John Gibson Lockhart befriended him, as likewise did so 
exalted a personage as the King of Hanover, who had sympathy for 
‘the misfortunes of the imprudent genius, Broken as he was, he still 
retained much of his old cheerfulness, and, though no longer able 
to write, he dictated to his daughter some articles for magazine and 
newspaper. Consumption, however, was rapidly shortening his 
days, and the end came on August 24, 1842. 

Here we sec “the tragedy of imprudent genius, struggling for 
years with paltry pecuniary difficulties, at last sinking, chilled, 
exhausted, and fruitless, like a giant slaughtered by pins.” 

It was a sad close to a career that might have been productive of 
something truly great, for with his vast learning and his marvellous 
intellectual gifts there was no work that would have been beyond 
his compass, But he was utterly devoid of ambition ; that last 
infirmity of noble minds troubled him not at all ; his wide knowledge 
and extensive learning cost him no effort ; he acquired both as easily 
as his mother tongue and used them as easily and as lightly, The 
temptations to which he was exposed in the literary and Bohemian 
circles into which he was so early introduced, combined with his 
‘convivial proclivities and fondness for social relaxation, were more 
than his character was proof against, and eventually worked to his 

“To scorn delights and live laborious days” was never a 
part of his creed, but emphatically the contrary ; and if with Gay 
he held that “life is a jest," he at least made us sharers in much of 
his mirth, and his laughter was always good, honest, hearty laughter, 
that left no pain behind it. "Many worse, better few than bright, 
‘broken Maginn,” declared Lockhart as he saw him laid in his grave, 
and there, with no stone to mark the place, “he rests among the 
dead.” 

P. A. SILLARD. 
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On the breaking out of the revolution in Poland, the sympathies of 
the youths in Mayence were roused by their being asked to help in 
making lint for the wounded. Louis one day rushed into his 
mother’s room joyfully with the news that General Diebitsch Sabal- 
kanski had died of cholera, and immediately received a box on the 
car as a reminder that one ought not to rejoice at a death, even that 
ofa Russian officer, 

‘Together with his companions, Louis loved to watch the drilling 
of the Prussian recruits garrisoned at Mayence, but he felt highly 
indignant at the manner in which the young officers treated their 
men. By contrast the Austrian officers were kind and easy-going. 

At Louis’ school—to give an idea of the reading matter— 
the higher classes went through Klopstock’s “ Messiah " and Tiedge's 
“ Urania.” 

Louis’ master had a French sisterin-law, who taught the boy to 
read the “ Henriade” and the “ Memoirs” of Victor Hugo's father ; 
and also to hate Hudson Lowe, who, she said, had poisoned 
Napoleon I. 

Later on the boy became interested in the O'Connell agitation, 
and in the Parliamentary struggle in France. 

Becker's “Song of the Rhine," and Alfred de Musset’s response 
to that poem, foreshadowed the possibility of war, and the building 
of fortifications seemed to confirm the apprehension. 

In 1842 Bamberger went to the University of Giessen, and passed 
three terms in “that horrid little nest.” He had an introduction to 
Moritz Carriére, under whose guidance mesmerism and clairvoyance 
were examined and rejected, philosophy studied, and disputes in 
Jaw and property carried on with such vehemence that the students, 
during their walks, could be heard shouting Jong before they were 
seen. After one such dispute Louis was scized with spitting of 
blood, but a fellow-student comforted him by the remark, “ What 
does it matter whether you die sooner or later? ‘Time is nothing in 
itself ; it is only a point of view |" 

At that time Jacob Moleschott was Louis’ fellowstudent, He 
helped to confirm the young man’s interest in philosophy and science. 
Darwin was not yet talked of, but at the students’ debating club 
the question of auf generatio aguivoca aut omne viowm ex ove used to 
be eagerly discussed. 

‘The light reading of the students consisted of the works of 
Eugtne See, Dumas, and Balzac, by whom the young men were 
fascinated. 


In 1844 Louis Bamberger went to Gottingen to prepare for his 
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friend shut themselves up in their: 
from 7 Af. to noon, and again from 3 to 8 P.M. u 
they spent their evenings in ee Jee 
At the end of the term Louis passed 
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philosophical 

At the end of February he went to visit some friends at 
Briss sot one. 7 Ne Deu. saeen cole aaa 
window. Looking out, he saw a fellow-townsman, who cried, “ Only 
think ! Satie cee ee 

Louis was much excited, for he was full of a purely ideal 
enthusiasm for republicanism. 

Shortly after, he went to Strassburg as member of a 
of students. On proceeding next day to Carisruhe, they on 
a ee  oomngne Oe 
The following day, Louis returned to Mayence, where he attended 
many political meetings, and was witness of the it pros 
cessions and other festivities held there on March & His 
feelings, he relates, were divided between delight in the newly wor 
freedom and interest in a young girl whom he took care of in 
crowd, 

By this time Bamberger had turned to journalism, and an 
article in the “Mainzer Zeitung" published on March 10 and 
entitled “The French Revolution and the Feeling in Germany,” 
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painted black, red, and gold, and the new men made speeches. 
Robert Blum and others, I thought, spoke far too confidently of the 
future, I had had no intention of taking an active part in the pro- 
ceedings, for I was quite unknown ; but something the orators said 
suddenly roused my spirit of contradiction, and before I could 
reflect I was on my legs. I don’t remember what I said, but it was 
certainly violent in character, and excited the attention of the 
mecting. Quite unused to public speaking, and fall of ficry 
conviction, a feeling came over me which I can only compare to a 
burning pain which flashed through my whole body. When I left 
the platform, a friend from Mayence, who had been standing close 
by, cried out in astonishment, ‘Is it you? I did not recognise you |’ 
80 much had excitement and exertion transfigured my features.” 

‘This was Bamberger’s first public speech. The seoond time he 
spoke was at a public dinner. He tells us that he trembled with 
excitement, but that it never happened afterwards. He observes 
that the critical moment in public oratory is that before commencing, 
Once the first words are uttered, all disagreeable feeling is overcome. 
Without a certain accelerated circulation of the blood no really 
earnest speech can be delivered, especially in Parliament. Pleading 
before a court of law, he declares, or speaking at a public meeting, 
bas no perils to be compared with the rocks ahead in the Parlia- 
mentary ocean. He remarks that he never succeeded in speaking 
from his carefully prepared notes. After the first few sentences he 
lost his patience, and forgot to look at them. Therefore ever after 
he contented himself with writing down, without order, a few dates 
and ideas. He fixed nothing in his mind beforehand except the 
beginning and end of his speech, for he considered it important to 
‘be as calm as possible at those particular moments, especially if the 
specch were likely to be long. “ Oratorical prudence,” he observes, 
“demands that the peroration, so important, should be left as little 
as possible to the spontaneous impulse of an overheated brain and 
fatigued body. Intcrvening moments may offer endless hindrances 
to preconceived utterances, but with a little tact the orator can 
easily slide again into the prefixed conclusion. 

“Speaking in the open air,” continues our author, is not 90 
difficult to a man with a weak voice as might be thought. The pure 
air filling the Jungs is an advantage far outweighing the convenience 
ofan enclosed space, where the air is inevitably corrupted.” 

At an advanced age Bamberger was able to speak with comfort, 
and make himself heard, in the open air, even, as once happened, in 
the midst of a snowstorm. 
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By April 16, 1848, Louis discovered that he had become popular 
in Mayence, and confesses that the fact did him good. His delight 
in speaking and writing, and witnessing the victory of his opinions, 
‘was as lively as his sense of personal success. From that time he 
was regarded as the principal representative of the party of freedom. 

His hair being of a red tinge, he was nicknamed “the red Bam- 
berger,” and being also pale and thin, it was said that his extreme 
republicanism was only the result of a sickly physique which could 
not long endure. People frequently prophesied that he would die 


young. 

‘On May § he ceased to contribute to the “ Mainzer Zeitung.” 
At this time women were admitted to political meetings, and they 
proved both useful and ornamental. Mayence was celebrated for 
beautiful women, and a large contingent became enthusiastic sup- 
porters of the republican party. They appeared at meetings in 
handsome toilettes, and at the same time their great earnestness 
gave dignity to the assembly. 

Excitement in Mayence reached its height on May 1, when fights 
‘took place, and the result was that the garrison was strengthened by 
an Austrio-Italian regiment, Louis had long had doubts as to the 
success of the whole movement, and wrote in that sense to the 
newspapers. Still, during the summer he and his friends strove to 
Propagate the movement in the next province. On September 18 
he heard that a revolt had broken out at Frankfort, and on his way 
there was met by a friend who told him that a writ was out for his 
arrest. He therefore turned back, and renewed his contributions to 
the “ Mainzer Zeitung.” 

Not long after he was sent to Berlin to report on the sittings of 
the Democratic Congress, He had never been in Berlin, and found 
the city “empty and gloomy.” The sense of an approaching cata- 
strophe weighed on the spirits of the people. He describes the 
violent debates held at the Congress, and the principal personages 
present; on his return to Mayence he wrote five long articles on this 
totally fruitless affair. 

On November 1, the official notice of the execution of Robert 
Blum struck horror to the hearts of the Democrats, Never had Louis 
seen men so bitterly surprised and downcast; they would not belicve 
it possible, Bamberger was often asked what would have become of 
Blum had he outlived that stormy epoch, and in this connection 
relates a conversation he had on the matter with Bismarck much 
later, It was at Versailles, when Lasker and party were opposing 
the far-reaching special rights it was proposed to accord to the 
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southern States, and especially to Bavaria, in the projected con- 


between his Parliamentary friends and Bismarck. 
Phy he relates, “Bismarck was much excited by this opposition, 
the soul of which he knew was Lasker. ‘If Robert Blum were alive 
‘now,’ exclaimed the great Chancellor, * most certainly he would be 
far more moderate than Lasker,’” 

At the end of 1848, Bamberger, in a leading article, alluded toa 
Russo-French alliance, and from the year 1849 there are numerous 
quotations in the book before us from his journalistic articles, which 
show the attempts to establish a German Empire, his own iilusions 
with regard to the movement, and the definite refusal of Frederick 
William. 

Bamberger mentions the quarrels which then and ever after 
‘broke out in the German Liberal party, and which explain, as he 
remarks, the continual non-success of the Liberals. 

In May 1849 what was called the German Revolution reached 
the stage of “ galloping consumption,” and on the r1th of that month 
Bamberger published his last article, a report of the great meeting 
held two days previously, at which he had presided. A few days 
later he heard that, with several others, he had been indicted for 
high treason. 

In the next pages Louis relates the story of his first and only 
Jove. It was a beautiful cousin who captivated his affections, but 
‘not under the usual circumstances of a child-intimacy, Her parents 
were practically separated, and the mother, Louis’ maternal aunt, 
lived in Mayence, while the father lived at Alzey with their only 
child, a daughter. There was some mystery about the arrangement, 
‘and the father was regarded in the family as ‘a kind of wicked 
magician.” So it was only when the girl was fourteen years old that 
Louis first saw her, on the occasion of accompanying his aunt to 
Alzey to attempt a reconciliation between husband and wife. 

‘Two years later, when Louis was studying in Heidelberg, he 
heard that Miss Belmont (that was her name) had been sent to 
‘board at « farmhouse near Mannheim, and he took the opportunity 
‘of renewing the acquaintance. He found her transformed from a 
thin little child to a tall blooming girl with wonderful eyes. He fell 
in love with her, and frequently repeated his visits. He proposed 
and was accepted, but eight years passed before they were married ; 
‘eight years of struggle with harassing circumstances, under which the 
young girl suffered severely, tossed as she was between father and 
mother. “ Our literary friends,” remarks Louis, “to whom my wife 
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later on described many episodes of her early life, urged her to write 
her story; how it was passed in the miserable abode of a poor 


In November 1849 Miss Belmont came to Mayence, and the 
pair passed a happy three months, mixing politics and lovemaking. 
Then the daughter again left her mother and returned to her 
father, and now began a series of most melancholy letters, written, 
on Louis’ side, at dead of night after the day's hard work. 

A long separation ensued when Louis went to London at the 
end of the year. He had passed the previous summer in Switzer- 
land, where he met with an old Heidelberg fellow-student, a colonel 
in the Swiss army. To him Louis confessed his embarrassed cir 
cumstances, and followed his advice to go and settle near him at 
Zurich. Louis took a modest lodging in the outskirts of the town, 
and the lovely mountain and lake scenery, seen for the first time, 
seemed to soothe and console him, During his life there he learned 
what hunger was, but afterwards looked back with envy at the 
experiences of that youthful period. He accompanied the painter 
Kaufmann and others on a tour in the mountains, and proved him- 
self an ardent climber, his light weight and great activity generally 
carrying him far in advance of his companions. The novelty 
of scene and climate made him forget all past troubles and 
future cares, and he was very happy. He met on the tour many 
German fugitives, one of whom said that he possessed only a single 
sock, which he changed every few hours from one foot to the other. 

Afterwards, Louis settled in Geneva with his friend Sit, and 
there made the acquaintance of the Russian author, Alexander 
Herzen ; he who brought up his children to be atheists, but when his 
daughters arrived at a marriageable age caused them to be instructed 
in religion by a Protestant parson, in order that they might mect 
with no difficulties should they enter into matrimony. One of the 
younger girls being asked by the parson whether she had ever heard. 
of Jesus Christ, answered, but meaning no irreverence, “Oh, yes ; 
papa says that Jesus was a gent ” These girls and their 
brother turned out well and were much respected. 

‘Through his friend, Morits Hartmann, Louis became acquainted 
with the family of Prince Nicholas ‘Trubeizkoy, whose daughter, 
Princess Catherine, a very interesting, warm-hearted girl, later on, 
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as Princess Oloff, charmed Bismarck at the time when he met 
Napoleon III. at Biarritz. There then commenced an “elegant” 
Mirtation between the already elderly diplomat and the lively young 
ywoman, which was continued afterwards at Paris, Louis also got to 
know George Herwegh, whose poems, “ Gedichte eines Lebendigen,” 
filled him with admiration, Herwegh was a very elegant, handsome 
man, with the smallest hands and feet. 

While in Geneva Louis conceived the idea of emigrating to 
America, but his meeting his old friend and relation, H. B, Oppen- 
heimer, altered his decision for the present. He went with him to 
Bern, and met there a number of interesting men, among whom 
Carl Vogt reigned supreme. As the summer drew to an end Louis 
again determined to go to America, but receiving the offer of a 
situation in London from his youngest brother, and England being 
‘on the road to America, he decided to accept it. 

He had some trouble about a passport, and was obliged to take 
a roundabout route through France, being forbidden at Besancon to 
0 ofa Paris, At Besancon he had an amusing interview with the 
prefect, who, looking at him from head to foot, exclaimed: “ Vous 
avez donc renversé des gouvernements?” “Alas! Monsieur le 
Préfet,” replied Louis, “unfortunately not sufficiently !” 

‘The route through Paris being declared impossible, Louis went 
ia Chalons and St. Quentin, whence he took the rail to Calais, 
‘There he was hospitably entertained bya newly made French friend, 
and for the first time in his life made acquaintance with the 
“comfortable, homely appearance of an open fireplace.” 

As reading for the journey Louis took with him the works of 
Bastiat, whom he learned to love, and of whom he says that, though 
modern political economists shrug their shoulders at the “shallow 
man,” Bastiat possessed more sense and wit than a dozen modern 
hanghty exponents of social politics, who ride the high horse of 
sentimental ethics. 


‘Louis crossed the Channel and took up his abode with his 
brother at lodgings over an upholsterer’s shop in Osnaburgh Street, 
Regent's Park. ‘Their landlord was very uncasy at his new lodger’s 
hairy Hips and chin, for beards and moustaches were then regarded 
in London with abhorrence, 

A friend of Louis once took some refugees to hire rooms at his 
own lodgings, but the landlord refused, saying he had none empty. 
Knowing that this was not true, his lodger asked the reason of his 
refusal “Oh !” replied the landlord, ‘I like a clean face !” 

Among the refugees in London, Bamberger liked Louis Blanc 





‘the best. “He looked like a boy, with rosy checks and smooth 
‘black hair, a pretty but comic figure, and at the same time solemn 
and eamest.” An exact opposite was Ledru-Rollin, “a big stately 
man, who, staying in England only a few weeks, is 

‘@ Toluminous book entitled ‘ De la décadence de l’'Angleterte'!” 

‘Of Mazzini, whom he also met in London, Louis Bamberger says 
that only by the fire of his brilliant eyes did the small frail-looking 
patriot betray his immense energy. 

‘Louis was present at a long discussion on the revolutionising of 
Ttaly. The whole plan was ready in Mazzini's mind ; even the con- 
fiscation of ecclesiastical property was foreseen. Mazzini it 
Louis most favourably, and when the latter went to Belgium Mazzini 
gave him many letters of introduction. 

In less intimate circumstances the figures of Freiligrath, Kinkel, 
Carl Marx, and other refugees are seen in the pages of these recol- 
lections. And here is inserted a little anecdote. “One day," Louis 
relates, “I went to Madame Tussaud’s intending to see the cele 
brated Chamber of Horrors. At the ticket office I was surprised to 
find the show closed, and asked the reason. ‘Oh!’ was the answer, 
“you know that the Queen mother died yesterday, and in consequence 
all the waxworks are to be put into mourning. While this is done, 
the show is closed.’ As I had not much liking for sightseeing,” 
concludes Bamberger, “I went away and never returned.” 

On the other hand, he was fond of visiting the courts of law 
and the House of Commons, where he once heard a long speech by 
Cobden, whose simple, transparent oratory afforded him extreme 
pleasure. He loved, too, to talk with the working classes, and one 
day an omnibus-driver, complaining of the high taxcs, asked him 
whether he also did not think them excessive. 

Bamberger replied that he was a foreigner, and did not feel the 


© Oh, sir,” remonstrated the driver, “how can you saythat? Do 
you not pay the taxes in everything you buy?” And Bamberger felt 
ashamed of his book-learned politics by comparison with the political 
maturity of the Jehu. 

Instead of turning to the practice of law, Louis had accepted a 
post in the banking-house of Bischoffsheim, and relates somewhat of 
its history, 

‘The heads of the firm were Louis’ uncles, the sons of his grand- 
mother, who had lost her husband in the plague following the 
disastrous retreat of the grande armée in 1813. The widowed 
grandmother, Madame Bischofisheim, brought up her five children 
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with patriarchal severity. Her wise sayings were long quoted in the 
family. It was characteristic of her that she was so convinced of 
her matemal rights, that she attempted to. exercise unlimited con. 
‘wol over even hen married and long since independent sons. The 
eldest, the head of the large banking business, lived in Amsterdam, 
He determined to. send his son to Paris to finish his education, 
Mentioning this intcation to his mother, she declared herself entirely 
opposed to it, and said that if it were persisted in, she forbade her 
son ever to see her again, Nevertheless, the boy was sent to Paris, 
but all attempts of the father to reconcile his mother were fruitless, 
She lived on for fifteen years, and when on.her death-bed still refused 
to allow her son, who was in the next room, to see her. She treated 
a daughter who had disobeyed her in like manner, and, in ber will, 
forbade that daughter to wear mourning for her. In spite of this 
harshness, Madame Bischoffshcim used to shed tears over sentimental 
romances, but when she read the Memoirs of Las Casas and the 
description of St. Helena, she refused to be softened, and only said, 
“Tt served Napoleon right!” She was a self-saczificing mother, 
and was venerated by her children, 

The story of the firm of Bischoffsheim, Goldschmidt, & 
Avigdor is. told by our author, and. we may glean some particulars. 
Avigdor was the son-in-law of Sir Isaac Lyon Goldschmidt, and 
had been taken into the firm to please that gentleman, but was 
pretty soon politely dismissed, for he proved to be more of a gay 
cavalier than a banker; the one brilliant point in his life was a ducl 
ho bad with Cavour at Nice, which resulted harmlessly. At that 
time Cavour was a journalist. 

Avigdor met Louis Napoleon when the latter fled to London 
from Ham, and later on made use of this circumstance, during the 
‘Third Empire, to obtain the office of ambassador to Paris from the 
Republic of San Marino, with the title of Duke of Acqua, but he 
failed to distinguish himself in diplomacy, 

‘Louis describes: how he toiled in the London bank from 9 A.M 
to 9 P.M. He enjoyed the Sunday's leisure, and employed it in 
literary work, contributing articles to a German. paper published in 
Paris, In 1850 he accepted an offer to join a brother who had 
undertaken the direction of the Antwerp branch. On the way 
thither he met his betrothed at Ostend, and as both could now 
look forward to near union, it was a very happy meeting. 

Louis’ farst experience of going on ‘Change ” at Antwerp made 
a very disagreeable impression on him, and both then and afterwards 
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be could never reconcile himself to the shouting, tumult, and 
rudeness of the scene. 

“At that time his firm made use of a pigeon.post, for the day of 
‘telegraphs was only just beginning to dawn. The fogs so frequent 
im the Netherlands were the pigeons’ greatest enemics, but this was 
compensated by the fact that only a few firms employed the pigeon- 
post, and therefore had the priority of news. Just at that time 
Reuter's telegraphic agency was opened, and its story is told. This 
service commenced on March 15, 1851, on which day the first direct 
‘Tessages were sent to Berlin and Vienna. 

Louis declares the years he spent at Antwerp, from 1850 to 1852, 
‘to have been the dreariest of his life. Hefelt terribly lonely, lost his 
appetite, and experienced strange attacks of debility. His betrothed 
also led a wretched life with her father at Alzey, and was quite out 
of health. Their correspondence expressed their misery. “During 
the course of my life,” remarks Bamberger in this connection, “T 
have become more and more convinced that cheerfulness is one ot 
‘the greatest blessings, and I now find it difficult, while reading the 
old letters, to realise the melancholy of those days.” 

‘His experience in London and Antwerp convinced Louis that he 
had no talent for business, and he disliked it especially when it 
absorbed his time so as to leave no leisure for intellectual work. At 
Antwerp he lived the life of a student with limited means. His 
lodgings, with extras such as light and fire, only cost him 25 francs 
a month ‘Life here means work,” he wrote to Miss Belmont; 
“from 9 to 3 office, from 3 to 4 on "Change ; then dinner, and office 
again from 6 to 8 or 9 o'clock. I fear all this will result in short 
letters. What delightful idling by comparison is a learned pro- 
fession | But do not pity your faithful business man - ¥ 


In 18st, Bamberger went to Rotterdam to establish a branch 
house. It was a very modest beginning. His maternal uncle lent 
him 2 small capital, and his father shared in the new venture to the 
limited extent of 5,000 guilders. The house of Bischoffsheim also 
took some part, and the firm of Louis A, Bamberger & Co. was created. 
Its representative had to take a furnished lodging of a very modest 
kind. He had a bedroom, parlour, and office on the first story of 
‘a house, and the entrance to the office was through the shop of a 
hairdresser on the ground floor. In this way Louis Bamberger made 
his entry into / Aawte finance. His sense of the comic won the 
victory over the mediocrity of the situation. He had just arrived in 
his apartment and was sitting on his unpacked trunk, when the clock 
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of @ neighbouring church chimed the hour of three, and similar 
chimes ever after awakened the feelings of that day. 

Bamberger took a great interest in Holland, and in the spirit of 
its inhabitants. The total separation existing between Jews and 
Christians was very disagreeable to him. His stay in England and 
Belgium bad caused him to forget the social meaning of confessional 
differences. Still there was no trace in Holland of race-hatred, and 
no envy, for there were many rich Christians and many poor Jews in 
the land. Nor could the separation be attributed to vulgarity in the 
Jews; for though the German-Polish contingent was on a very low 
stage of education, the Portuguese Jews were highly cultured and 
did honour to their noble names. The separation was the more 
striking because the Dutch law gave not only equal rights, but Jews 
could also Gill civil and military posts of importance. The Minister 
of Justice was a Jew, and there were many Jewish officers in the army. 
‘The explanation of the difference lay in the extreme piety of each 
party; Protestants and Jews were so completely identified with 
their own religious convictions, that it sccmed quite natural to 
confine themselves to their several camps. But the word anf- 
semiticm had not been invented. 

Louis’ greatest comfort at all times was literature. He reckons 
his reading of Gutzkow’s nine volumes, “Die Ritter vom Geist,” to 
have been one of the most delightful employments of his leisure at 
this time. “Books,” he remarks, “ cannot make a man happy, but 
‘they can and do give him many happy hours and days.” 

He took great pleasure in the Duteh picture-galleries and 
concerts, and fully appreciated the peculiar charm of the Dutch 
‘scenery, He was delighted above all with a river trip in a 7reA- 
schuit, Having gone to Maestricht on business, he took a fancy to 
goto Luttich by river. “The quiet gliding along on the smooth 
water in the peaceful landscape,” he says, “had a wonderfully 
‘soothing effect. Except the small crew and myself, no one was on 
board but a German workman. I had an interesting book to read. 
‘At every village the driver of the horse which dragged us stopped to 
drink schnapps, and I was sorry when we reached Littich.” 

Bamberger now began to make preparations for his wedding, and 
took a small house. He imparted his Intention of immediate 
marriage to his future father-in-law, though convinced that he would 
receive a denial, which was actually the case. But as Miss Belmont 
was of age, her father’s consent was not legally necessary. However, 
the lovers had still to wait three months for the completion of 
formalities. Mr, Belmont gave his only child no dowry but a curse. 
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As Bamberger was an exile, there were also difficulties on that 
account, bat finally, on May 5, 1852, the wedding took place very 
quietly at Rotterdam, in the presence of a very few friends and 

Bamberger’s new happiness was increased by news which eame 
from bis brother in Paris on the following July 8. He was offered 
an advantageous situation in the branch firm in the French capital. 
He showed the letter to his young wife, remarking that the offer must 
be considered. 

“There is nothing to consider,” she cried ; “we must scize hold 
of it at'once 1” 

She was delighted at the prospect of a change from Holland, a 
country she disliked: By the middle of August everything was 
settled, but there was still some trouble in procuring a passport for 
the political refugee. Finally it was‘managed by influential friends 
that Bamberger should go to Paris ostensibly a& an official messenger 
bearing despatches (which consisted of a mock parcel containing a 
brick) to General Fayel, the then’ Dutch Ambassador at Paris, 


LILY WOLPFSOHN. 


LOVE. 


Tr love were a dream that is over and gone 
When the sleeper awakes from his slecp, 

O well might the rosy blush of the dawn 
Be stajn'd with tears, and pale and wan 
The world might weep ! 


More sad than a bird in its covert bare, 
A moss-grown grave, a stagriant stream, 
This world would be, and we should wear 
The thoms that bind the brows of care, 
If love were a dream ! 


ROKERT BIRKMYRE 
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of the Renaissance scholar gave way to quartos, which in their turn 
‘were abandoned for octavos and duodecimos, and 90 on, until we 
reach the exquisite lithe volumes such as the Virginihus 

of Stevenson, mentioned previously, which can be slipped into the 
pocket of one bent on ramble or travel, without forming any percep- 
tible addition to the weight to be carried. Such, moreover, is the 
perfection to which typography has attained that a hook such as I 
‘mention is legible—more legible, indeed, than others thrice its sizc. 
Sixpenny editions of novels which may be read and thrown away, a8 
Buonaparte used to throw away the volumes he read on his journeys 
and sometimes cut open with his fingers, find their admirers, who, of 
‘course, are scarcely to be regarded as genuine book-lovers ; and there 
is & large—perhaps an increasing—class which for railway reading 
will never go beyond a trivial paper such as, horresco referens, the 
Pink 'Un. Those, however, who purchase these things have not 
Previously entered into the category of readers. At their best they 
are descendants of the squires whose libraries used to consist of a 
Bible, a treatise on farricry, and a sct of the Racing Calendar. 
Reviews, quarterly or monthly, have a place in literature, and serve a 
@istinet purpose, though the scholar will not be content with such, 
‘xcept in the case of matters of temporary interest or writers of 
subordinate rank. There was never, surely, a cultivated man who 
‘would accept as adequate to his requirements a review article on 
‘Shakespeare, Bacon, or any master of thought. 


Weat WorkInG Mew Reap. 

EW men belonging to the operative classes read books ; and 
‘such as do, choose rather works of solid and practical informa- 

‘tion than the masterpieces of literature. I gave once to the most 
sensible, well-informed, and in every way trustworthy workman I ever 
employed, an edition of Shakespeare in several yolumes—it was one 
‘of Knight’s editions, which at that timestood well in general estima- 
‘tion—and am bound to say that my gift evoked no display whatever 
of gratitude. ‘This has always been so, and there is no falling-off 
in recent years—rather the reverse. At the same time, there are 
wonderful exceptions to the rule in working-class readers, The 
‘man best acquainted with Tudor literature I have ever met was at 
one time « private soldier, and is now ina station not far superior. 
Tt is mentioned that one of the officers of the regiment in which 
Coleridge was at one time a soldier found him studying AEschylus 
—in the original. In like fashion an officer in a West India 
regiment might have found one under his command studying 
Chapman or Marston, Such cases are naturally few, but that I 





street was deep in the study of Tennyson. 
MEN WiLL ConTiINU TO Reap Books. 


THINK, then, the fear that men will either in thirty-seven years, 

ack. spat fi span. lett of Di ERY, Peea Tao. 
Renan, or in any period whatever, cease to read books may 
missed ee Not even a revolution in modes of thought, 
speech, and study, were one conceivable, could, I think, work 
such a change. Invention may possibly dry up as regards pure 
fiction—it seems already to be doing go as regards the highest 
class of drama—and the taste for novels may be impaired 
There will never be a time, however, when the scholar will cease to 
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Comedy ; Pantagruel; Hamiet ; or Atalanta in Calydon. “The range 
Toffer, it is seen, is wide. There are nowa hundred readers of Dante 


quote lines about books from the Eider Brother of Beaumont and 
Fletcher, act i, scene 2, Those already familiar with them will 
their repetition. Rebuked for his love of books Charles, 
the elder brother, says : 
Give me leave 
‘To enjoy myself; that place that does contain 
‘My books, the best companions, is to me 


And sometimes, for variety, T Lary 

With kings and emperors, and weigh their counsels 5 
Calling thele victories, if unjustly got, 

Unte a strict account, and in my fancy 

Deface their ill-placed statues. Can I then 

Port with such constant pleasures, to embrace 

Uncertain vanities ?_ No, be it your care 

‘To augment your heap of wealth 5 it shall be mine 

‘To increase in knowledge, Lights there, for my stvdly 1 


If this be a heresy, there are those who will maintain it in face of 
pessimistic prediction, 
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4 PAINTER Of SHRINES. 


By Rosert Bowman. 


N a far-away corner of the Government of Viatka, in North- 
eastern Russia, where snow lies full seven months, and in the 
mush of a fortnight gives place to the full greenery of spring; where 
the four torrid months of summer give so sharply to the winter 
that stray blossoms of Jate-flowering plants are folded beneath the 
swift-coming snow, to bloom again for one brief hour in the first 
beam of the following spring before finally shrivelling to decay ; 
where life moves far removed from the rush of the world, and 
where human passions stir and are shown in all their crude 
primal colours, unknowing of the softer—and perhaps more dangerous 
shades and half-tones of civilisation; here, on the edge of a bare 
and crumbling ravine, worn through the red sandy clay by rush of 
melting snows, straggles the village of Oost Linka. 

The low out-ofplumb gables of its weather-worn wooden houses 
abut on either side of the long wide street which runs parallel to the 
ravine. Atits upper end stand the better houses of the village— 
though, indecd, all are poor enough; and here, set back from the 
roadway and filling the far end of a square, is the great church— 
looking immensely out of proportion to the little village around is, 
its whitewashed walls and green-painted dome forming a landmark 
for many miles around. Lower down, the street diminishes into a 
macre track leading into the ravine itself, where the huts are of the 
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very poorest type, being built mostly of wattle and clay, though 
‘without any appearance of squalor. 

At one of the corners formed by the street and the square was 
the one painted house of the village—the house of Philemon Naker- 
fitch. Its flat window frames were painted in stripes of blue and white, 
and in the little gable—which in this instance fronted the square—a 
rade barbaric design in blue and orange had been begun but never 

‘The floor of the house was raised some five feet from 
the level of the street by a looscly built stone foundation, and was 
reached by a short flight of stairs set sideways to the wall. The house 
was a small one, and contained only two rooms—one, the kitchen 
and general room, opening immediately from the verandah at the 
top of the steps ; the other—used by Nakectitch as awork-room and 
sleeping-room combined—opening out of the former. 

‘Save the time—once in every three or four weeks—when be took 
his wares to the merchant in Shoomrinsk, about thirty miles away, 
Nakectitch spent nearly all his time in this latter room, bending over 
the smooth wooden panels upon which he painted the interminable 
succession of saintly heads, the turning out of which by so many 
dozens a year formed his dull daily routine from January to December, 
‘The work had long since ceased to give him that exaltation of mind 
which one might think it would tend to give; it had become to him 
mere mechanical thing, the chief interest in which lay in the 
number produced. Years ago he had realised his entire inability to 
paint in reality the glorious heads of his imaginings ; and now the 
memory of the long tale of failures often served to quieten the many 
fits of restlessness which came to him through sheer weariness of his 
work and its narrow limits, 

‘The light of a late winter afternoon was beginning to fade as 
Philemon bent over his work. As the colours began to lose their 
distinctness with the dying day, he Jooked up, and with a deep 
breath slowly put aside his brushes. Having arranged them care 
fully in the little box where he kept his few painting materials, he 
rose, stretched himself, and went into the other room in search of 
tea, The old woman who did his cooking, and who waited upon 
him generally, had gone out, but the samovar, with the little white 
teapot perched upon the top of it, still stood upon the table. He 
felt it and found it was almost cold. Removing the teapot, he 
peered down into the inside cylinder. Not a spark was to be seen 
among the halfconsumed sticks of charcoal! Turning to the stove 
with the intention of getting a live coal to rekindle them, he found 
there only the grey-white ash of a long-since-expired fire. He struck 
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‘one or two sulphurous-smelling matches, and dropped them one by 
ome among the charcoal in the cylinder ; but they only flickered 
and went out in their own smoke, So, resignedly replenishing the 

from the lukewarm samovar, he poured out a glass of straw- 
coloured tea, and stood as he drank it, looking out of the window 
across the square and down the street. 

He was a pale-faced man of nervous thinness. A mzor had 

never touched his face, for the hair on his cheek was litle 
more than an indefinite line of flaxen down, separated fram the ear 
by a bare space so white and soft as to look almost babyish. His 
beard was better, though still scanty; but his moustache, of a 
darker shade than the rest of his hair, curved over his mouth in 
two thick sweeping curves. Though retaining the high accordion 
Pleated boots of the peasant, hedid not wear the peasant’s distinctive 
garb, but was attired in the thin loose jacket and waistcoat as affected 
‘by the townsfolk of Shoomrinsk. 

‘The outlook from the window was somewhat dreary. The snow 
was trodden into a dirty grey colour, and great mounds of it were 
piled in front of the houses. Though only the nearer of these 
could now be secn, Philemon knew them all to be speckled and 
blotched with black and brown stains, making them drearily un- 
sightly. The brown sledge-track winding down the centre of the 
street lost itself in the dusk. A little way back from the street, a 
‘thin streak of bluc smoke from the village bath-house rose vertically 
against the shining yellow of the sky, and a couple of figures with 
towels and bunches of twigs in their hands, crossing the street just 
‘on the edge of the dusk, reminded him that to-morrow was the 
first day of the Carnival, and that the bath-house would be busy 
to-day. Ah! perhaps that was where Sasha had gone. He looked 
across to the priest’s house opposite, The priest was the only one 
in the village who possessed a bath-house of his own, and Sasha 
wat a great friend of Uliana, the priest's housekeeper, and thus 
‘enjoyed the privilege of going each week with her to the bath, and 
oni a long and perspiring gossip around the samovar after- 


Philemon had had his bath yesterday in Shoomrinsk. He 
generally managed to find time for that on his visits to the town, 
as he preferred to bathe even in the presence of strangers rather than 
with his fellow-villagers, who kept up a constant round of chaff and 
jokes about him the whole time. 

Away in a corner of the field beyond the church a yellow 
flicker of light told that some one was lighting the smithy fire, The 
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shame that he could not be like the others in their rollicking enjoy- 
ment of the day. It must be his own fault, he supposed ; yet, when 
in past holiday times his longing for companionship had sometimes 
urged him from the house to join them, they had never seemed to 
treat him as they treated each other; they were a brotherhood, 
he one alone and apart. Whatever he did, he did it somehow 
unlike any of the rest, and it was sure to be turned to laughter 
and become the source of jokes against himself, And he could 
never banter joke for joke in the easy laughing way that others 
did. Once or twice, when he had attempted it, his words in spite 
of himself had seemed unkind, and had cut far deeper than they 
were intended to do. There was Big Peotra, the Svarosta’s son, 
‘one of the group now by the smithy fire, who he knew disliked him 
to this day, because two years ago, at the marriage of Nicoli 


which had not yet died; and Peotra had never forgiven him. 
‘Well, sooner or later, he would find an opportunity to do him some 
little service that would help to put things right again. 

‘The street had now grown quite dark. The stars had come 
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out, and the smithy fire caused the angles of the church to stand 
out in bold relic From the priest's yard-gate across the square 
came a figure. It was Sasha returning from her bath and gossip. 

“Oi! oi! Philemon Nakeetitch,” she exclaimed as she entered 
the room, “why do you stand there all in the black darkness ? 
‘Could you not have lighted the lamp?” 

“T did not require it," returned Philemon, putting down his 
empty glass and returning to his work-room, Sasha waddling after 
him with the lamp. 

As she fitted the little oily blue-glass cistern into its frame 
suspended from the low ceiling, she said, “Uliana Ivanovna has 
asked me to go across to cat d/enie and fish with her to-morrow 
night. I thought perhaps I might go. Every one goes somewhere 
to-morrow.” 

“Why should you not go?” returned Philemon ; “I shall not 
need you.” 

“Yes, but I have been so many times to drink tea with 
‘Wiiana Ivanovna, and I thought I would like to ask her to come 
and eat dente with me during this Afas/ynitsa—only we have no 
fich.” 

“But fish can be bought! If you wish you can take Lofka and 
drive into Shoomrinsk to-morrow and buy yourself some caviare. 
Here are two roubles; start early or the shops will be closed, 
‘Then invite Uliana and any other friends you wish. With a 
bottle of vodka, Séeemie, and caviare and tea, you should enjoy 

» 


“Caviare |” gasped Sasha—she had perhaps tasted it twice in 
ther life—“caviare1 Spaseedo, spaseebo (Thank you, thank you), 
Philemon Nakeetitch. ‘This indeed will bea good holiday. But 
you? Are you not going anywhere to-morrow ?” 

“No, I shall remain at home.” Then, as an after-thought, he 
added, while pretending to search for something among his painting 
materials, “ Or I may perhaps go to look on at the sports.” 

“What |” exclaimed Sasha, looking at him in surprise. “ Where 

* wrill you go?” 

“ Perhaps to the sports.” 

“Oh |" returned the old woman as she waddled out of the 
room. 

So the next evening Sasha went to eat d/eende with the priest's 
housekeeper ; and Philemon sat alone in his room, fitfully making a 
stock of cigarettes. This he did by rubbing a few handfuls of dry 
tobacco over the end of a bundle of empty paper tubes, and then, 
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taking each tube separately, ramming the tobacco home by means 
of a little rounded stick, and finishing it off by the insertion of a 
shred of cotton-wool. As each cigarette was finished, it was added 
to the loose heap on the table, until the pile contained some two 
hundred or more. The smoking of these cigarettes was one of 
Philemon’s two luxuries, and during the day's work he got through 
® large number of them. 

At last, with a sigh, Philemon straightened bis bent shoulders 
‘and lighted the cigarette last made, idly breaking the match into 
little pieces afterwards between his thin paint-stained fingers. His 
evenings generally were occupied in outlining upon the wooden 
blocks the work he was to paint upon the morrow. To-night he could 
not settle to the work. ‘There was a holiday fecling in the air ; and, 
though the street was silent and deserted, every window in the 
village shed its little ray of light out upon the snow, and Philemon felt 
himself to be the only one in all the village who sat alone. 

He had been to look on at the sports in the afternoon, but had 
been made to feel, or at any rate had felt, quite out of touch with it 
all, The fun and lighthearted laughter werenot for him. Even his 
approach to the ground had not been casy, for all the way down the 
street he had been in full view of the merry-makers congregated at 
the bottom, and had known that they were commenting upon his 
coming ; and as he had drawn nearer he had seen the questioning 
looks of one to the other. If he could have been planted down in 
the midst of them all, it would have been easier; but this slow 
approach alone made him self-conscious and uncomfortable, Then 
he had offered to drag Masha Gavreclovna’s empty sledge up the 
hill for her; with a laugh she had accepted his offer, but when he 
had got two-thirds of the way up the slope his foot had slipped, and 
the sledge, swinging round, had come in contact with one descending 
containing Big Peotra and his fiancée ; and Peotra had complained 
loudly of his awkwardness, and there had been a general Iaugh at 
his expense. He also had tried to laugh, in spite of his flush of 
annoyance ; but the incident had spoilt the afternoon for him, and 
shortly afterwards he had edged out of the crowd, glad to get back 
to the house again. 

‘The work-room where he sat was of fair size, with plenty of room 
to move about in, for in addition to the stool and bench in front of 
the window where he painted it contained only a small table and a 
couple of chairs, a cupboard, with a row of shelves at one side of it 
holding his painting materials, and a medley of odds and ends; a 
row of small oblong crates of various sizes containing his stock of 
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wooden panels, and, in the corner of the room furthest from the 
bench, a small truckle bed. It was in connection with this latter 
that Philemon had his other luxury, in the possession of a costly rug 
which he had bought about three years previously from some Bash. 
keers in Menzalinsk, and which he used asa coverlet. It was of 
vivid colours, in broad even stripes of orange and blue, and often 
during the day he would pause in his painting to look across at it. 
Sometimes, indeed, it would so distract and disturb him in his work 
that he would rise and cover it with the under and plainer rag. It 
was, however, im the evening, when he had time to rest from his 
work, that he got his chief delight from it. He would then some- 
times sit for hours silently looking at it, and, idly dreaming, become 
almost unconscious that he saw it. The vivid stripes lost their dis« 
tinctness as their sensuous power crept over him, and, drinking in the 
emotional excitement of their colour, his imagination opened for 
him the possibilities of the world, and he would throb with dreams 
of happiness and delight. The dull room faded, and the panels, 
‘with their number done and their number yet to do, were forgotten. 
For him, too, was success and happiness possible. The Christ Face 
of his dreams was painted, and men bowed in worship before it. 
His name was honoured, and he was the cherished one of some fair 
Sweet woman. With welcoming arms she would meet him, and her 
answering eyes would look up in love to his own—the love that 
wouki lead him higher. The fame of his painting would ring 
through the land, and together they would bring brightness into the 
lives of the lowly and comfort those who sorrowed. There would 
be no more weariness for him, for her caresses would ever await 
him. They would never more be parted—their days would be days 
of joy, and their world a world of warmth and colour and love. 
‘Then with a start he would awake to find himself shivering, and he 
would get up and pace the floor until he got himself in hand once 
more, He rarely, however, let himself drift so far as this. Such 
orgies of colour were not good for his work next day. So now he 
took his delight at rarer intervals; though each evening he found 
in the bands of rich orange and blue a nepenthine power to assuage 
the dulness of the day. 

‘Tonight Philemon felt indescribably lonely. The feasting and 
‘tmerry-making going on in the village intensified his own isolation. 
‘The light from the lamp, which Sasha had lighted before going out, 
teached but dimly into the corners of the room, and left the mg out- 
‘Side its circle, He rose and arranged its folds against the wall so 
that they shone in the light. Then he sat down by the table, with 
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his head upon his hand, and gave himself up to the power which the 
colours held for him, 

‘Tt was after midnight when Sasha returned. Her steps, always 
more or less tottering, were now more uncertain than ever, and as 
she put her head in at the door of the room an odour of vodka 
passed in before her. Philemon was still sitting by the table with 
his head upon his hand. 


I. 


‘The long seven weeks’ fast which followed the Camival came 
to an end, and on the following Easter morning Philemon received 
amesiage from Lydia Ivanovna at the Big House, asking him to 
go up there at once, Her brothers, home from Moscow, had 
‘brought friends, and they were arranging to have a sperfacle, or 
comedictta, performed on the two following nights, and it was 
necessary to have an old drop-scene repaired. Philemon remem- 
ered the canvas well. Nicoli Urieff, his old master in Shoomrinsk, 
had painted it about eighteen years before. It represented a grey- 
bearded Boyar, dressed in the barbaric splendour of the past, 
surrounded by his household, welcoming the priest to his house on 
Easter morning. 

Tn response to the message, Philemon at once sct out for the 
house, which stood about a couple of versts from the village. In 
the days of the serfs, Ivan Ivanitch, its owner, had been lord of the 
land for many yersts around ; now, however, largely owing to the 
difficulty the Slay nature finds in accommodating itself to altered 
circumstances, his possessions had shrunk, and land had been sold 
to meet the yearly expenditure, until only a vestige of former 
dominion remained, and Ivan Ivanitch found himself a compara- 
tively poor man, though still looked up to by the villagers, and 
called by them ‘ /fozyien,’ or Master. 

Philemon found the canvas which he was required to repair 
hanging at the end of the hall where the little stage was erected. 
As he glanced at it, he remembered how he had admired the 
drawing when it was being done, and how he had envied old 
Nicoli his power, But the colours had never pleased him. They 
were crude and jarring ; and the dust and fading of eighteen years 
had failed to soften them. A hole some ten inches in diameter 
had been rat-eaten through the centre of the Boya:'s robe; new 
canvas had been patched over this, and Philemon was required to 
paint it in harmony with the rest of the robe, It would take him 
perhaps an hour to do, and he at once set to work upon it. 
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He had got more than half the space covered when he paused. 
‘The whole colouring of the robe was wrong ; it ought to have been 
a rich purple, whereas it was a jarring green. How it would be 
improved if it were painted purple! Philemon hesitated a moment; 
then, cleaning his palette, he quickly mixed the colour he wanted, 
and began at the top of the robe. 

‘The work, however, took him longer than he had anticipated, and 
when his dinner tray was brought in the robe was only half covered. 
And it was another two hours before the work was completed, the 
softening of the new colour to the old requiring much care and 
patience. The robe was now changed from green to purple, 
bringing a harmony into the whole which the picture had before 
entirely lacked. Philemon looked at his work and was satisfied, 
But, as he began to put his brushes together, it occurred to him 
that what he might think an improvement might be to others the 
very reverse, and that it was a considerable liberty he had taken in 
making so great a change. Lydia Ivanovna had met him in the 
morning when he came, and had shown him what was wanted to be 
done, What if she were to be angry now? No, he could not 
imagine her angry, she was so sweet and gracious, Why, she must 
have been born the very year this drop-scene was painted! He 
‘was with Nicoll Urieff at the time, and remembered the event quite 
well. As he stood thinking and fearing, the door at the far end of 
the room opened, and Lydia Ivanoyna and her father came in. As 
they came hand in hand up the room, Philemon went on collecting 
his brushes, dreading to took up. 

“Why, Nakectitch,” he heard Ivan Ivanitch exclaim, “ what 
‘Ihave you done to the picture? I remember the thing very well. It 
used to be a poor affair—ard now it looks—oh, it looks quite 
decent.” 

“Oh, Papooshka! He has altered the Boyar’s robe from green 
to purple, and it looks just beautiful,” he heard Lydia Ivanovna rejoin, 
in sorprised, delighted tones ; and he looked up and met her pleased 
smile. 

“Yes," she continued, “you have changed it to purple, Oh, it 
is beautiful! Whatever made you think of it, Philemon?” 

“The green was all wrong,” he replied, ftushing. 

“That may be,” put in Ivan Ivanitch, “but if I had looked 
at the thing for a hundred years 1 could never have told what was 
wrong with it. It has not taken you long to find out. Why, Nakee- 
titch, you are an artist. You ought to be in Moscow t” 

‘Then Ivan Ivanitch was called away. 
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“What my father says is quite true,” said Lydia Ivanova. 
Yes ought 10.99 Menon, Peonom, Philemon. You are indeed an 


etgeric tested sak Sosvede een ete 
with pleasure ; ‘I cannot draw, I can only colour.” 

“But the way in which you have improved this piewre is 
wonderful.” 

It was sweet to receive praise from onc so beautiful! Her 
delicate femininity made him Aush hot and go cold in rapid se 
quence ; his hands trembled, and he was afraid to meet her eyes. 
‘He longed to get from the room, though her presence gave him 
keen pleasure, 

“You have never been to Moscow, Philemon?” 
“No.” 

“You should go, even if only to sce the picture gallery and the 
churches. Ob, the churches! ‘The paintings there are beautiful, 
lovely!" She clasped ber hands together and raised them to her 
breast in her enthusiasm. 

‘The painting materials were now packed, and Philemon stood in 
a hesitating way with his little leather-bound box in his hand. 
Tt seemed ungracious for him to go, leaving her alone in the great 
‘empty room—alone with the picture. However, she turned to him 
and held out her hand, “You must see Moscow some day,” she 
said. “And thank you so much for what you have done.” 

‘That night Philemon thought much on what had been said to 
him, Why should he not see Moscow? He had often longed to 
do so, And she had said how beautiful the pictures and churches 
were ; and what she—herself so lovely—said was beautiful must be 
beautiful indeed! Why should he not start to-morrow? He had 
worked hard all during the fast, and had a little store of money by 
him, And this was a holiday week, and holidays were always his 
most lonely time, The journey would be a long one—three whole 
days at Ieast—bat he did not mind that, for two of those days 
would be passed on the Volga—Mother Volga, which he had never 
scen. 

Yes! He would start in the morning! 





‘The first ten days that Philemon spent in Moscow were full of 
new sentations. Hesaw the Kremlin, and passed day after day for 
a whole week among its holy memories. He stood in the Church 
of the Assumption, awe-stricken amidst its blaze of jewels, and his 
eager eyes ached with the pictures and mosaic. He saw the golden 
domes of the Palace flash and burn in the midday sun, and, when 
the sun had set, watched them shine, as with a light of their own, in 
the pale evening sky. His imagination was stirred by the wonder of 
the long vista of lamp-lit streets stretching away into the April night ; 
and he wandered those streets, thrilled with the mystery of a great 
city. 
Towards the end of his second week fell a saint's day, and 
Philemon attended service at the Church of the Annunciation, He 
had decided that he must leave Moscow that evening. He had 
had ten happy, wonderful days ; and the beauty of the service that 
morning would, he felt, be a fitting close to it all. 

‘On coming out, he wandered about the streets for a while, quietly 
enjoying the warmth and sunshine. Finding himself, aboat noon, 
near one of the numerous little pleasure gardens that are dotted here 
and there around the city, he entered and ate his simple dinner at 
its open-air restaurant, He left the garden by a different gate from 
that by which he entered ; and after walking about for an hour or 
more he turned out of the main street, which he had been following, 
fnto one running at right angles to it, which he thought would lead 
back to the centre of the city. The houses in this street stood 
flush with the roadway, and he had passed down it some little way, 
when at a lower window on the opposite side he saw a woman sitting. 
She seemed to be occupied with some needlework, and sat close to 
the window as if to catch the light. As bis eyes met hers she smiled 
and nodded to. him. Philemon paused, feeling certain that he knew 
‘mo one in Moscow. She rose from her seat and stood in the full 
light of the window, still smiling and nodding. She appeared to have 
a handsome face, with heavy masses of hair falling loosely upon her 
shoulders. He crossed the road, and as-he did so the figure left 
the window ; as the kerb was reached the door of the house opened, 
and she stood with fluttering ribbons, a bright patch of colour 
against the dusk of the passage. Philemon entered, and the door 
closed behind him. 

About midnight, a week later, Philemon landed at the wharf at 
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Shoomrinsk, and, putting aside the offers of a couple of drosky 
drivers, set out to walk the thirty versts lack to Oost Linka. As he 
passed through the town he wore his cap pulled over his brow, as if 
to hide some disfigurement of which he was ashamed, though the 
streets were silent and deserted, and there was not a soul to sec 
him. The soft spring night was full of scent, and in the twilight 
sky a thin bright moon gleamed, Just topping the line of weeping 


‘The jangling bells of a rapidly driven soika, going towards 
Shoomrinsk, roused him from his sleep. It had been his first sleep 
since leaving Moscow, and thus it was his first experience of waking 
from happy unconsciousness to meet his present misery, He glanced 
at the sun, and knew it must be about eight o'clock, and that there- 
fore he had slept for nearly six hours. Replacing his cap, and 
pulling it down over his brow, he uttered a low moan, Away to- 
wards Oost Linka he could discern a long string of carts moving on 
the white roadway ; having watched them for a while, he saw that 
they were going in the direction of the village, so that about an hour 
ago they must have passed the spot where he lay. Perhaps there 
were some amongst the drivers who knew him. He wondered 
whether they had noticed him or not. If they had, and he had been 
lying with his face exposed, word of his return and of his red brow 
would now soon be in Oost Linka. Well, after all, what did it matter ? 
It was only a small thing compared with the greater, and could 
barely add a pang to his present self-abasement, During his 
homeward journey, he had tried to keep from thinking ; though he 
rather encouraged than otherwise the dumb reproach which held 
him. And oh, how hehated himself! He magnified his humiliation 
until he felt it to be such that when on the boat he heard talk of 
cholera rapidly advancing up the Volga, he had wished that he 
might be one of its first victims, so that he could have done with 
it all. 

Now he was once more among the familiar fields—with the 
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sunlight all around, and the fringe of pines on the hill which he 
knew from every point on his constant journeys to Shoomrinsk. 
‘They were still the same, but he was different. In his selfabase~ 
ment he scemed a stain upon the sunlight, and to taint the very 
‘breeze as it passed over him. Ob, to have cared for such a creature 
even for a day !—for he had cared for her. But hers had been the 
first woman's arms to caress him, and her words had been so 
soft! Then the Inst screaming fury of her face again rose before 
him. He drew his knees up to his chin and looked around with 
a drawn, weary face. Ob, that he could be again as he had 
been that last morning at church! The longing brought a choking 
into his throat, and he turned over and pressed his face into the 


Tt was almost noon when he drew near Oost Linka. He took a 
by-path which brought him in behind the church, and s0 to his door, 
without the necessity of passing up the main street. Sasha was out, 
but the door stood open and he passed into his work-room. He 
looked around, expecting to see it altered in some way, and almost 
felt surprised that it was just as he had left it, And the quiet 
sameness of the room reproached him, It had been content to go 
‘on in its unchanged existence ; and during those hideous three days 
the sun had shone into it, and it had drowsed off into the dusk of 
evening, and waked again in the morning to a new day; while 


Aftera while Sasha came in, and welcomed him with loud-voiced 
exclamations. As she spread his meal, she told him how, on the 
moming he left, Lydia Ivanoyna had called to ask him up to the 
Big House to watch the theatricals, and on hearing that he had left 
for Moscow she had been surprised and glad, and had hoped he 
would enjoy the visit, but said she was sure he would do so. She 
had come into his work-room, and Sasha had shown her some icons 
that were ready to be taken to Shoomrinsk ; but she did not appear 
to be so interested in them, Sasha thought, as she had been in the 
room itself, for she had stood looking around it for quite three or 
four minutes, Philemon listened in silence to all the old woman 
had to say, then, when she was gone, he took the icons from the 
bench and thrust them into a drawer. 

A month passed; during which Philemon did not touch a 
brush. He merely existed, eating little and rarely leaving his room, 
‘but passing day after day sitting by the stove or stretched upon his 
bed, 


‘Then Sasha reported that she needed tea and flour, and that 
t 
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they had no meat in the house. So Philemon took from the drawer 
the icons which had been shown to Lydia Ivanovna and despatched 
them to Shoomrinsk. 

Another fortnight passed in the same way; when one morning, 
as he pasted through the outer room, he noticed Sasha silently 
crying by the table. What was the matter? he asked, stopping in 
front of her. Without looking up, the old woman began to sob 
aloud. “The matter! O Philemon Nakeetitch !" she jerked out 
in broken sobs—“O Philemon Nakeetitch, may God be merciful 
tous! There is no bite of food in this house; and you that used 
to work even in the holidays have not lifted a brush since you came 
‘back from Moscow! O Philemon Nakeetitch, what has come over 
you?” And Sasha broke into a wail afier the manner of her kind 
when in trouble. 

Philemon went into his room and drew out the drawer where his 
money was kept. A rouble and fifty kopecks were all that remained. 
With this he returned to the outer room. 

“Sasha,” he said, ‘I shall never paint again. I shall never paint 
another icon. After a while I will get work in the fields. So—per- 
‘haps——” he hesitated a moment, for the old woman had been his 
sole companion for many years—“‘perhaps you will be better else- 
where than with me, See, this is all that remains; but the fifty 
kopecks are enough for me.” He placed the rouble beside her on 
the table. “You can take Lofka, for I shall be going no more 
to Shoomsinsk, Sell her for what you can; she is a good mare, 
and should bring eighteen or twenty roubles in the town, With 
care that should keep you for a year, and then—well, a year is 
a long time.” 

But Sasha had stopped her weeping, 

“That will 1 not do, Philemon Nakeetiteh,” she replied, with 
wrinkled, stern-set chin. “I have leoked after you for fifteen years, 
and you have been a kind master to me, and now—before God I will 
not leave you, Philemon Nakeetitch. I am an old woman and eat 
but little, and the bit of black bread and tea that T require, with a 
taste of stc/ice' on odd days, Uliana will find forme ; there is enough 
comes from the priest's table to do that and he never miss it, and 
pollong as my eyes can sea and my bones bear me I will stay with 
you, 


Making no reply, Philemon went back to his room and closed the 
door behind him. An hour later he was sitting at his bench with a 
panel propped in the old painting position before him. 

* Cabbage soup, 
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But when the dusk came the panel was still untouched. During 
the afternoon he had heard Sasha come into the room, but, on seeing 
‘him at his bench, she had softly closed the door and gone away again 
‘without a word ; and now the thought of her disappointment when 
she should find that no work had been done, added to the weariness 
with which he looked at the vacant block. But he shrank from his 
work and dare not paint. The work which his hand had done before 
in such a monotonous, mechanical way, that which had been to him 
a simple effort of patience, a mere drudgery of numbers, had now 
become a sacred thing that only the pure might do. And between 
him ond the Head of Heads that his imagination strove to sec 
came that woman's face. When he took the chalk in his hand, and 
tried to force himself to work, that face watched him, and that voice 
stayed his hand. When he closed his eyes, that face of fury, as she 
staggered towards him that last afternoon, was still above him. And 
in that presence, how dared he attempt to paint the faces of saints? 

Philemon had ceased to make any moan over what had hap- 
pened. He had brought himsclf, humbly and with a dull shame, 
to accept his life as he had made it. But now a spirit of resistance 
came over him. Why would this devil’s face not leave him? Had 
it been tangible, he could have scized its round throat, and have 
flung it from the room. For six long weeks it had never left him, 
and its subtle haunting now roused him to rebellion. 

Dusk shrouded the room, He rose and hurriedly lit the lamp ; 
returning to his stool, he took up a pencil. His mouth was shut, 
and the quivering muscles of his cheeks held his teeth strained together. 
‘With steady hand he began to draw. Towards midnight he rested 
from his work and stretched himself upon the bed. The first glint 
‘of sunshine coming through the window next morning found him at 
work. Ali day he painted eagerly and without a break, save when, 
his brow grown damp with the fervour of his work, he paused to 
throw back his hair or draw his open hand across his forehead. 
‘Late in the afternoon he threw down his brushes, crossed the room, 
and with his back to his bench stood looking down into the empty 
stove. Then he tured, and across the breadth of the room viewed 
his work. His face shone with a sense of triumph and power ; and 
he knew that never had he painted as he had painted that day. The 
bead upon the panel seemed to live and strain from its setting. It 
was the face of the harlot ! 

‘Two days passed ; during which the sense of power that had 
come with the binding down of the face to the wooden block served 
Philemon well. The haunting thing that had followed wherever he 
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moved was no longer there. It was his prisoner now! He could 
move it about as he wished and place it where he pleased. He could 
caver it up or hide it away ina drawer. He could strike it with his 
hand, or leave it helpless upon the bench. 

On the afternoon of the third day, Lydia Ivanoyna and her father 
drove into the square and stopped at his door. As they entered his 
room Ivan Ivanitch paused and uttered an exclamation of surprise. 
“Good God ! Nakectitch, what a terrible face |" he cried, pointing 
tothe panel. “Is it your work?” 

“ Yes," answered Philemon, trembling. 

“ How ever came you to do it? I would not have such a thing 
in my room for worlds ; or, on second thoughts, yes indeed I would. 
My God t it’s a wonder! 1 must buy it." + 

“Tt is not for sale," said Philemon, with downcast eyes. 

“Oh, nonsense !" Ivan Ivanitch impatiently retorted. “ You do 
not paint a thing like that for the mere pleasure of keeping it. OF 
course you will sell it.” 

“You may have it if you wish, but I cannot take money for it,” 
Philemon answered in a low voice — 

“No, no, To give it is too much! Name your price, man?” 

“Tt has no price.” 

“ Well, if you persist, then, I will accept it asa gift. Whatever 
do you call it?” 

Philemon was about to answer that it had no name, but he sud- 
denly changed his mind. “You may call it ‘Eugene,’” he said, 
scarcely above his breath. 

Ivan Ivanitch looked sharply at him fora moment. “Well,” he 
said, “if that has been painted just from your imagination, you are 
a wonder! I will send it to Moscow, A thing like that will become 
famous.” 

Lydia Ivanovna stood silently by her father’s side, After her 
first look at the face, she had kept her cyes on the ground, only rising 
‘them once or twice to glance momentarily at the panel as if fasci- 
nated by it. Her fathernow held it in his hands. “What do you 
think of it, Leeda?” he said, turning it towards her. 

“Tt is wonderful! But I—I don’t like it,” she replied. Then, 
turning to Philemon, she continued : “How you, who have painted 
the heads of saints—and—of Jesus "—here she paused to cross her- 
sclf— could have imagined a thing so terrible, Ido not know.” She 
went oyer to him and placed her hand upon his arm. ‘ Don't paint 
anything like that again," she said softly. “And my father came to- 
day to ask you to paint an icon for his club in Moscow.” 
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“Yes, yes, that is so,” put in Ivan Ivanitch, “I have promised 
to present an icon to my club ; and I thought I would let you paint 
it. You must do something good, Nakeetitch.” 

“Tam sorry, but I cannot do it for you," replied Philemon in a 
low, trembling voice. “I shall do no more painting,” 

“What! You mean you are going to give up icon painting?” 
exclaimed Ivan Ivanitch. 

“That"—Philemon pointed for a moment to the panel—‘is 
the last thing I shall paint.” 

“Why, Nakeetitch, you are a fool!” Ivan Ivanitch retorted angrily. 
“You have just painted a thing which might be worth a fortune to 
you ; and you will not sell it, you give it tome! Then when I order 
you to paint an icon, an icon which will be taken to Moscow, 
you say you are going to give up painting! Why, man, you are 
a fool! What are you going to do, then? Are you going to 
starve?” 

“Twill got work in the fields,” answered Philemon. 

“Work in the fields 1°” mimicked Ivan Ivanitch. “ Will you or 
‘will you not paint this icon for me?” 

“1 cannot,” answered Philernon distressfully. 

“Then come along, Leeda. Itis no use wasting time over a 
fool” And Ivan Ivanitch marched from the room; and Lydia 
Iyanovna, to whom the whole short scene had been a bewildering 
surprise, sorrowfully followed him. 


Iv. 


Early upon the following morning Philemon sct out to get work 
in the fields, As the hay harvest was in full swing, he knew he 
would have no difficulty in getting engaged ; but he shrank from 
the surprise and talk that would be caused by his offering his 
services in Oost Linka. It would he easier, he thought, to make 
his first attempt further away. So he walked to a village some 
six versts distant, where, as he had surmised, he was at once en- 


For the first few hours of the morning the delicious sweetness 
of the grass as it fell in curved ridges at the sweep of his scythe 
made him forget the hardness of the labour, But by noon his back 
and head ached ; he trembled in every limb, and felt sick and giddy 

. from the heat of the sun. However, he diligently kept his scythe 
‘swinging all through the blazing afternoon, until, towards evening, 
to the pain of his aching body was added the torment of clouds of 
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who was always, in her dainty friendly way, so gracious to him—made 
bim hurry on. 

She held out her hand to him with a smile as he came up the 
stair, but the smnile quickly faded as she rose from her seat. 

“T have come to say,” she said, “that my father has decided to 
leave for Moscow next week. He is much concerned about the 
cholera being so near to us ; and he is still very angry at your refusal 
to do this icon for him. It was, Indeed, only after much pleading 
that he allowed me to come to-night to ask you again about it. I 
said I was sure that you would not refuse me, You will paint this 
icon for him? Will you not, Philemon?" 

“TL said last night—that—I—could not,” he answered in a 
halting way. 

“ Yes, yes, I know ; but you will do this one, even if it is to be 
your last ?” she urged. 

“There are hundreds of others who can paint it far better than I 
could ever hope to do.” 

‘That is just what my father says. But I—I want you to 
paint it, Philemon,” she said, looking pleadingly into his face. 
“Philemon |” 

He stood nervously twisting his hands upon the wooden hund- 
mail. Her wish seemed almost to make it possible, When she came 
to him, pleading in her sweet voice, how could he refuse? It 
‘seemed that there could be no wrong in doing what she—with her 
pure heart—wished him to d 

Again her voice came : “Philemon, you will paint this icon?” 
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He turned to her slowly. ‘Yes, tell Ivan Ivaniteh that I will 
paint it.” 

Philemon did not go to the hayfields next day, He had given 
his word that he would, if possible, have the icon ready for Ivan 
Tyaniteh to take with him to Moscow. He rose next morning as the 
twilight night began to brighten into dawn, and, with a sense almost 
of elation, he selected the largest of his panels. Lydia Imnovna’s 
srish and pleading had strangely coincided with an irresistible desire, 
which had grown within him during the lust day, to test the power 
that he now felt he possessed, the power to paint the Divine Face as 
he knew it in his dreams and longings—something far different from 
that which he had spent his life in multiplying in ceaseless routine 
upon endless panels, a shining Face of Mercy, of understanding 
sympathy, and pity. 

He felt full of a strange new strength. He was no longer an 
icon painter; the narrow limits of his craft held him no more. 
‘And with the painting of the woman's face—with the knowledge of 
what had given that face its coarse brutality—had come the greater 
knowledge of how a human face might be given a perfectness that 
man, with his feeble imaginings, would call divine. The power of 
inspiration was upon him. 

He worked until the dusk of the summer evening, then rested 
for the two hours of twilight which made the night, and towards the 
evening of the second day his work, save for a few last touches, was 
completed. 

During the day there had been consternation in the village. 
Cholera had shown itself, and in two houses in the street had done 
its work with hideous rapidity. The villagers came home early from 
the fields, and stood about in groups, with white bewildered faces. 
Later came a clattering of many hoofs, and the dust and noise of 
wheels, and the rapid beat of érvike bells. It was Ivan Ivan- 
iteh and his household starting out for Moscow. ‘The leading 
pavoske stopped at the corner of the square, and Philemon saw that 
it contained Lydia Ivanovna and her father. The latter alighted 
and came bustling into the room with red perspiring face. 

“See, Nakeetitch," he cried, * we go at once to Shoomrinsk, and 
will take to-morrow’s boat for Moscow. I suppose you have hardly 
got——" Ivan Ivanitch stopped suddenly as he saw the icon 
resting against a wooden block on the bench. He went over to it, 
and, after a first glance, put his heels together in military fashion, 
and stood before it with bowed head, crossing himself repeatedly. 
Then he went to the window and flung it open. 

Aaa 
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“ Leeda,” he called, ‘come here.” 

Philemon saw her throw back the heavy leather apron of the 
carriage and spring to the ground, She was dressed for the journcy 
in a hood and long fawn-coloured covering cloak of camel’s-hair, 
which, as she burried into the room, fluttered open and showed her 
white dress beneath. 

“ Look !" said Ivan Ivaniteh. 

‘She approached the icon ; and then, with the same instinct that 
had moved her father, knelt with bowed head, and made the sign of 
the cross, Fora moment no one spoke. Then Philemon broke 
the silence, saying that the icon was not yet finished. 

“ Then you must yourself bring ft to Moscow?” Ivan Tvanitch 
“T cannot do that," replicd Philemon gently; “another hour's 
work will finish it, and 1 will bring it to Shoomrinsk in the morning 
in time for you to take it with you.” 

“But you must come on with us to Moscow,” Ivan Tvanitch 

“This will make your name there! Besides, in another 
week Oost Linka will be rotten with cholera 1" 

“No, I cannot come to Moscow; but you shall have it in time 
for the boat to-morrow,” said Philemon again. 

“As you please, then, as you please.” But there was more 
of disappointment than of anger in Ivan Ivanitch’s voice. 

Lydia Ivanovna’s words were few, “Philemon,” she said, “TE 
think it is almost more beautiful than anything I have ever seen.” 

He watched them drive away; then the repression of weeks gave 
way. He flung his arms aloft, and fell on his knees by his toil- 
worn stool, crying in a voice, through the sadness of which ranga 
note of triumph ; “Let the past be past. Through the face of the 
harlot have I come to paint the Face of God.” 

Alter a while tears fell from beneath his closed lids, and broke 
in glistening streaks upon his scanty beard, He knelt until the 
dusk began to creep into the room. Then he arose and bathed 
his face and hands, and dressed himself in his best clothes, in 
readiness to finish his work when the short twilight had passed. 
‘There were only a few touches needed to complete it; and while the 
sun was cool next morning the panel was ready packed for the 
journey in a light wooden crate. But the paint was still wet, and 
the dust and heat of the road would be great. Philemon hesi- 
tated a moment, then he took his treasured rug from off the bed, 
and, folding it lengthways, wrapped it round and round the crate, 
As he did so, the orange and blue of the stripes seemed to waver 
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before his eyes and to ran together and become blurred. With the 
crate upon his knees he sat down, wet with a sudden drenching 
perspiration, Sasha brought him a glass of tea, and he quickly 
recovered himself. As he drove out of the yard, the old woman 
stood on the steps nodding to him. She called something after him, 
‘but he did not catch her words, 

On passing the Starosta's house lower down the street, the door 
opened and the Sfaros/a's wife came rushing out, wailing and wringing 
her hands. She flung hersclf on the roadway, causing Philemon to 
pull up sharply to avoid passing over her, 

He guessed the meaning of it 

The day was evidently going to be very hot. The birds, after 
their morning twitter, had gone to rest again. The white dusty road 
could be seen for miles away. Philemon felt he could drive only 
slowly this morning ; and it took him nearly two hours to reach the 
point where the weeping birches began. Presently he gave a sud- 
den sharp scream—suppressed almost before it was uttered. He 
dropped the reins, and the next moment lay quivering and fighting 
in the bottom of the p/atyonka. The pony, feeling itself free, stopped 
and then edged away into the shade of the trees and began nibbling 
the thin dry grass. After a while Philemon looked up and slowly 
raised himself to the seat. With a hand on cither side of the 
Pletyonka he held himself in a sitting position, with feet stretched 
‘out, and his head sunk between his shoulders. The pressure of the 
erate at his side reminded him that it had to be in Shoomrinsk 
before the boat left. If only some one would come along the 
road, perhaps they would take it for him; but he could not think 
very clearly. His lips were beginning to crack with thirst. Then 
his knees were convulsively drawn upwards, and his head fell back. 

‘The road lay deserted all through the torrid day. Towards even. 
ing came the beat of slow marching feet, and against the setting sun, 
over a rise in the road, came a squad of soldiers going towards 
Shoomrinsk. They were returning from an outlying village, where 
the peasants, unable to get medical help for their stricken village, 
had been roused from their patient sheeplike suffering, and in 
panic, believing that the doctors themselves had brought this scourge 
and were now leaving them in sport to their fate, had tumed 
riotous ; and the soldiers had been despatched to shoot them into 
obedience. 

“Halt |” cried the sergeant in command, when his men had 
approached to within a dozen yards of the f/atyonta. “Here's 
another of them, sure enough !” 
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The pony Jooked up for 2 moment, then went on 
feeding. Over the back of the g/efonéa hung a livid face, with 
tunwinking eyes fixed upon the setting sun As the pony moved in 
its grazing, the head swung helplessly from side to side; and already 
two great black flies had settled upon it. 

‘The sergeant ordered two of his men to fall out, instructing them 
to take charge of the thing, and convey it to the cemetery shed at 
Shoomrinsk, 


Allowing the rest of the squad to pass out of sight, the two 
men followed with the f/atyerka, one at cach side of the pony's 
head. 

“1 say, Cola,” said one of the men, after looking over his shoulder, 
“he ts holding something in his arms!” 

“He may hold what he likes for me,” returned the other. “I 
only wish Gavreelitch had been burning before he set me this job to 
do” And, with a growl, he unslung from his belt a small coil of 
rope, and put one end of it through the snaffle-rings of the bridle ; 
thus, by bringing the two ends together again, he and his companion 
could march on in front with another thirty feet or so placed between 
them and the helpless thing behind. 

As they came in sight of Shoomrinsk a deep rut in the road gave 
an extra jolt to the wheels. ‘The first speaker again looked over his 
shoulder. 

“Why, Cola, it is an icon he is holding !” 

So itwas. Philemon must have torn the crate open, for he had 
died with the image of God convulsively clasped to his breast, 





THE BRIDGE. 


BRIDGE is one of those few common things which man 

does not always us¢ in an unheeding way merely because they 
are things of plain and everyday utility. Most of us, passing over a 
bridge, feel an unaccountable desire to slacken our haste, yea, to 
linger, even on London Bridge. On such a site Macaulay makes 
his anticipated antipodean soliloquise—when a broken Nelson’s 
Column would have been more convenient, or the ruins of the 
‘British Museum more central. 

In the country there are few more delightful spots to rest or 
idle at than some unfrequented bridge. In the South Down 
country, where so much still lingers which clsewhere has passed 
away for ever, where toil the great black oxen, where flails still 
sound on thresliing-floors, and where men are called by names 
which “Domesday Book” records, there are many ancient bridges, 
some crossing crooked streams, some bridging brooks that have 
not time to become rivers before they mingle with the salt waters 
of the Arun, the Adur, or the Ouse. Few of these bridges are 
beautiful as architectural works, though most are set in pleasant 
places, and overshadow no unlovely streams. One I wot of spans 
a river flowing through a valley where, long time ago, a mightier 
‘water carved its channel through the chalk hills to the sea, Near by 
‘on the summit of the Downs a windmill whirls its by no means silent 
sails; on the water a solitary boat lies moored ; while across the 
river comes the pleasant music of the sheep-bells, wafted bya thyme 
scented south-west wind, a wind as soft and sensuous as that which 
Solomon evoked when he sang, “Come, O thou south wind, and 
blow thou west, and breathe upon my garden, that the scent thereof 
may outflow.” 

But it is more than its fair surroundings, more than its own out- 
lines, which make the beauty of a bridge. It has a beauty which is 
independent of these, a mysterious charm which it shares with a 
few primitive things made to minister to man’s primordial wants. A 
plough, a boat, a windmill, a bridge, each was fashioned by man's 
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brain and hand in some prehistoric time, and with these he made 
the earth, the aiz, the water subservient to his wants, It can 
scarcely have escaped the notice of such as have the seeing eye that 
the rudest plough or boat, windmill or bridge has a certain strong, 
‘not quite accountable, element of beauty in it, The plough and 
the boat, whose origins are lost in the mists of antiquity, are not 
only full of the lines of beauty in their structure, but they also 
throw the very elements in which they move into lines of beauty. 
‘Those of the way of a boat through the water, the undulating lines 
of its swell, are well known as beautiful movement, The plough, 
though nowadays it moves straightly to its furrow-end, is even yet 
not destitute of beauty of motion; while in ancient agriculture the 
furrows of its selions swept onward from a furrow-foot a3 slightly 
curved as the entasis of an antique column to a furrow-head 
which diverged more decisively towards the other side, forming 
furrows like the long “s's” of our grandparents’ caligraphy, The 
windmill, though its origin is not so remote as that of the plough, 
is yet of great antiquity, in the east if not in the west, and at least 
ministers, as a supplement to the plough, to a primitive want of man- 
kind. The beauty of a windmill is composite, and lies partly in its 
circumstances ; in the ever-varying changes of light and shade about 
it, as it stands a dark mass silhouetted against the evening sky, or 
gleams white upon the background of some dark bank of cloud, a 
beauty in the subtle curves and planes of the surfaces of its sails 
Hence windmills have always formed favourite subjects for the 
painter's art, who have, however, indulged themselves very often in 
an exaggeration of eccentricity, in the outlines of the sails in 
particular, so that we are sometimes confronted in a picture with a 
representation of something as much like some gigantic and Titanic 
arachnid as a mill. 

The beauty of a bridge, too, is very much concerned with its 
circumstances, and, except in townsand cities, is far from being built 
into its architecture, In the country, nature plays a predominant 
part; and a bridge, for instance, encompassed with trees and 
encased in ivy, is proof against merely architectural criticism. But 
there is, as it were, a generic beauty about bridges, as with other 
primitive achievements of man over nature and circumstance ; for 
‘as the plough and the mill minister to him by enabling him to draw 
sustenance from the earth, so the boat and the bridge subserve his 
need of transit at his will from one place to another over the 
‘opposing and dividing element of water, 

When the first bridge was built is a question too obviously 
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unanswerable to be asked. Without doubt, nature was its architect ; 
its material some tree fallen felicitously bridging some brook. In 
tropical countries the strands of luxuriant creepers, flung by the force 
of forest growth from tree to tree across some stream, may have 
suggested the principle of the suspension bridge, which, indeed, in 
a rude form has existed in the East from very early times In 
‘China, in the province of Yunnan, is onc to which the date of 65 A.D, 
is assigned. A fabulous age is attached by the natives to one in 
‘Thibet. These suspension bridges were made of ropes or chains 
supporting bamboo or other wooden beams as roadway. 

From the same mysterious East medisval missionaries brought 
back stories of great bridges ; of one in China, extending from one 
‘mountain to another, with a span of more than seven hundred feet, 
and of an equal height. Whatever the nature of those built by 
primitive man, bridges soon came to be regarded as of such great 
importance that, when we come to historic times, we find them 
invested with a semi-sacred character; as a result of which, to 
Priests were committed their construction and control, religious 
emblems embellished them, and chapels were incorporated in their 
very structure. It is needless to remark upon the part which 
bridges have played in the progress of mankind, upon their value 
‘as means of intercommunication, of commerce, and all that makes 
for prosperity and peace. History has many instances of the im. 
portant rv they have taken in many a fierce battle in ancient and 
modern war, Historic or not, the tale of how Horatius kept the 
bridge will be told from generation to generation ; and the story 
of the bloody bridge of Arcole, and of Lodi, will be ever memorable 
in the records of Napoleon's extraordinary career. Little less 
known, and hardly less sanguinary a scene of combat, is that spot 
in the sublime surroundings of the St Gothard Pass where the 
Devil's Bridge spans the river Reuss, Twice within one month 
did a fierce encounter take place here between the Austrians under 
Suwarrow and the French, in one of which an arch of the cause. 
way to the bridge was blown up, with scores of combatants upon it. 
‘As we have noted before that many bridges owe their origin to 
ecclesiastical architects, it is not surprising to find that this celebrated 
Devil’s Bridge affords another instance of this ; the lower arch, now 
superseded, being the original structure, built by Abbot Gerard, of 
Einsiedeln, in 1118. 

Remote as is the origin of bridges in the East, there are no 
records or remains by which we can assign to those of Europe a 
corresponding antiquity. In Greece they were rare, and such 








“ponti- 
fices," The Pons gre the oldest of the bridges in the Eternal 
City, was originally built of wood, but reconstructed with stone by 
Atmilius Lepidus, ‘Trajan was a great bridge-builder, and even 

the difficult Danube with one more than three.quarters 
of a mile long, its wooden roadway, sixty fect broad, borne upon 
twenty piers of stone. Not unmindful of his gods, one at least of 
his bridges, that of Alcantara, had a saceé/wm or chapel upon it. 

During their long occupation of Britain the Romans built many 
bridges here, and not a few of those now in use contain Roman 
work in some part or other of their structure. Such was found to 
be the case in an old bridge across the Adur, at Bramber, in Sustex, 
a bridge called ‘‘vetus pons" as far back as the eleventh century. 
Here the red mortar (made so with pounded tiles) and the lower 
courses Iaid in bituminous cement indicated with certainty the 
Roman origin of this bridge. 

In the old Ord Bridge at Lancaster, and in one across the 
Teign in Devonshire (discovered in 1814), the same appearances 
have been observed, The fine highways, which made communi- 
cation easy for their legions between the various castra which 
secured the Roman hold over this country, must have crossed many 
rivers ; and though some of them were passed by paved fords—as 
in the little tidal Ritch, at Glynde, in Sussex, and elsewhere—yet 
‘most must have been bome on bridges. 

According to Dr. Stukeley, no fewer than four Roman vie passed 
in various directions through Lewes, all converging to cross the Ouse 
by the bridge between that ancient town and the little village of Cliffe. 

In those and succeeding times the fewer the bridges the greater 
their relative importance to the community; and to build or even 
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repair one was a meritorious act. Such voluntary acts were supple- 
mented, under the Saxon regime, by the liability imposed upon 
landowners of contributing to the construction and maintenance of 
bridges. Numberless Saxon charters and wills afford instances of 
lands granted or demised with the phrase, “free from all regal 
tribute or service save the building of bridges, the construction of 
castles, and the going forth with the host.” From this “ trinoda neces 
sitas" not even ecclesiastics or religious corporations were exempt 
unless by special charter, Battle Abbey, privileged as it was above 
its fellows, was freed by Henry I, from contributing to the con- 
struction of London Bridge; while Croyland Abbey was granted 
‘exemption by the same monarch from bridge-work in general. 

Supplementary to this private and legal concern for bridges, an 
order of Efospitallers was formed in the twelfth century to assist 
travellers by building bridges and receiving strangers in howees built 
on the banks of rivers. Notonly were bridges objects of all this care 
‘on the part of those in active life; equal solicitude was often shown 
by those about to quit for ever all mundane matters, and cross with 
‘Charon a more winding water than any sublunary stream. ‘Thus in 
1434, Joane, Lady Burgavenny, left by will a considerable sum of 
money for the repairs of “foul wayes and fabul brugges "—which 
was her scribe’s way of writing “foul ways and feeble bridges.” 
‘Others were not content with post-mortem benevolences, but in the 
time of their mortal life benefited the community by building 
bridges. The famous “Auld Brig o' Doun,” said to have been built 
‘at great cost by two maiden ladies in the thirteenth century, is one 
instance of this. Another is afforded by the building of a bridge 
‘across the Rother by Robert de St. Martin in the twelfth century, 
thereby giving a new name to the hamlet, and to the well-known 
Abbey of Robertsbridge which he afterwards erected there. To the 
monks, the artists, the architects, the farmers of those times is due, 
no doubt, the building of many bridges. One of these was the 
remarkable onearched bridge which spanned the mountain torrent 
‘of Mynach, rushing down a deep ravine in Cardiganshire, which 
was built by the Cistercians of the neighbouring monastery of 
Hafod at the end of the twelfth century, and which continued 
in use until 1750. More than two hundred years earlier, others 
‘of the religious had erected that celebrated structure, the triangular 
bridge at Croyland. It is first referred to, ¢o momine, in a charter 
of King Edred, in the year 948, wherein he begins the description 
of the boundaries of the “ island” of Croyland, “a ponte de Croyland 
ttiangulo,” 
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‘The foundation charter of this ancient abbey, granted by Ethel- 
bald in the year 716, mentions also a3. 9 boundary mark “the bridge 
of Croyland," but whether the same as the triangular one is uncertain 
—and improbable, However this may be, this triangular bridge of 
Croyland is worthy of some notice. It consists of three arches rising 
‘equidistantly from each other within the circumference of a circle, 
their bases popularly, but erroneously, supposed to be each in a 
different county. These arches meet in the middle, and beneath 
them is the confluence of the rivers Welland and Nen, twelve feet, at 
low water, below the apex of the junction of the arches. On the 
south-west side is a stone image, variously conjectured to represent 
Ethelbald, St. Guthlac, Henry IL, with the addition, by the common 
folk, of Oliver Cromwell. ‘The ascent to this bridge is so steep and 
stepped that it is impassable by carts or carriages. It would almost 
appear as though transit was quite a secondary purpose with the 
builders, and that it is in part a symbolic structure, an emblem of 
the Trinity, the Three in One. 

Somewhat similar in plan to this bridge is the “pont sans pareil," 
built about 1752 on the road between St. Omer and Calais, over 
the meeting of four canals. It is in the form of a large dome pierced 
by four circular arches, and supported by four large abutments, 

Unlike the bridges of the Romans, carried on round arches, 
those of medieval times were very commonly borne on pointed 
arches. Sometimes round, pointed, and segmental forms may be 
seen in the arcade of one and the same bridge, such as that at 
Heyford, in Oxfordshire. Possibly these differing arches in the same 
bridge may indicate separate periods of construction, rebuilding, or 
repair, The bridge of Narni was singularly unsymmetrical, every 
arch being unequal. On another, at Ambrois, the roadway was not 
level, but undulated over every arch and interval. As arches differed, 
so did parapets. On small bridges over narrow streams, the parapet 
of ancient bridges generally slopes upward to the apex of an obtuse 
angle in the centre; on modern bridges the parapet is usually a 
segment of a circle. Bridges of Renaissance date or the later 
Georgian period often have parapets of open balustrading, the part 
above the piers alone being solid masonry. St. Mary's Bridge in 
Derby is a good specimen of this. The piers of most of the bridges 
in those times, as well as in after ages, were usually V-shaped up to 
a short distance above floodwater height, with the obvious object of 
dividing and diminishing the force of the downflowing water, the 
V-shape being repeated on the lee side of the picrs for the sake of 
symmetry. This form and part of the pier was often carried up to 
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the parapet, an arrangement not only pleasing to the eye, but also 
‘one of some material benefit to those passing over these bridges, 
narrow as they generally were. For these angular projections from 
the roadway formed “ wyde places for the retyre of passengers” in 
case of press or obstruction. The river Arun, at Stopham, in Sussex, 
is crossed by « bridge of this description, a very picturesque structure 
of seven unequal arches, of the age of Edward IL, having been 
built in 1309 to supplement or supersede a pre-existing ferry or ford, 
or, what is probable, a combination of the two. The probability of 
this being the case is suggested by the fact that the bridge was built 
close to a spot called Estover Ferry, which belonged to acertain man 
named John atte Ford. Indeed, this is nothing remarkable, such 
being a not unusual combination of circumstances. Inthe nature of 
things, a ford would be the first and simplest means of crossing a 
fiver, a ferry being a subsequent improvement, or a necessity where 
‘a stream was too deep or its current too rapid to be fordable with 
‘safety, or at all. How often—and how late in history—bridges 
superseded fords may be judged from the frequent occurrence of 
the suffix “ford” in the names of riverside towns and vil 
where the bridges are solid facts, while the fords have faded even 
from memory, although once of sufficient importance to give, or 
participate in giving, name to the places. In some cases, as at 
Heyford, in Oxfordshire, we can date with some probability the 
period of supersession of the ford by the bridge, for in certain 
medimval documents of that place we find it called “ Heyford-ad- 
pontem" abruptly after the year 1275, all previous mentions being 
“ Heyford" merely. 

Doringalll the successive periods of bridge-building the semi-sacred 
nature of these structures was maintained asin the days of the Roman 
“ pontifices.” On almost every ancient bridge of any importance 
there was a chapel, while those quite rural and remote bore a 
crucifix or cross, or the figure of some saint or revered 
on some part or other of their structure. Castleton Bow Bridge 
over the Esk, in Yorkshire (in existence until a few years ago), had 
aniche for some sacred image above the centre of its round arch, 
onder the apex of its obtuse-angled parapet. At Stirling, if we may 
judge from its thirteenth-century seal, there was a rood crected on 
its bridge. 

‘So too in the neighbourhood of bridges, fords, and ferries, folk 
‘were wont to erect crosses, that those about to pass, or having passed, 
the flood might put up prayer against the perils of the passage, or 
»profcr praises for a safe crossing, “Quersoever a cross standeth 
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there is remission of payne” Over a little brook that runs into the 
Tee ihe iene cit Gee ee 
I explained in the January number of “Longmans’ 

| ilps preamps rLA arypriger ooo 
that once stood thereby now lies in the garden of a cottage hard by. 
King Edred's charter to Croyland Abbey (dated 948) affords 
another instance of a cross near a river, bridge, or ford, wherein, 
describing certain boundaries, we find the words, “where the 
Asendyke falls into the water of Welland on the north side of the 
stone cross erected there by Turketel,” the abbot. 

In place of crosses, more secular symbols were sometimes affixed 
to bridges, as in Danby Dale, where the coat of arms of the Nevilles 
ef Raby decorates two bridges crossing the Esk. Sometimes the 
homs of cattle wereaffixed to bridges ; at Homcastle, in Lincolnshire, 
‘this, [ believe, may be seen to-day ; elsewhere this practice is a mere 
memory, or remains only in a name. This is the case at Bevan 
Bridge in Sussex, over a small stream passing into the Ouse, whose 
‘name is but a corruption of the word “ Beeve-horn,” as I have seen 
it spelt in a charter of William, Earl of Warenne, to the priory af 
St. Pancras at Southover, in the thirteenth century. 

As to chapels on bridges the instances are quite numerous. The 
long picturesque bridge of Swarkestone, over which runs the road 
between Derby and Melbourne, once had a chapel on it. In Sussex, 
‘on the bridge of Bramber crossing the Arun, stood a chapel dedicated 
to St. Peter, Ifa seal may be admitted as evidence, it would appear 
that at Robertsbridge, in Sussex, a large ecclesiastical building stood 
‘upon the bridge there, while through its pointed arches flowed a 
stream whose waves were mighty and raged horribly. Most pro- 
bably, however, the old seal merely embodies a play upon the words 
and upon the concurrence there of an abbey, and a bridge, com- 
memorating the donor. On the bridge of Wakefield is a chaped 
containing beautiful sculptures of the time of Edward III, At 
Droitwich there was a chapel on the bridge, and through the midst 
of it passed the roadway ; the reading-desk and pulpit being on one 
side, the part for the congregation on the other. The first stone 
London Bridge had both a chapel anda vault on it, and therein 
was fitly laid to rest the body of its builder, Peter, curate of St, 
Mary Colechurch. On it, too, as on most town bridges, secular 
buildings arose. At either end there was in general a gate, a turret, 
or guard-house, while along the length of the bridge, houses, shops, 
and booths were erected. Even on the small bridge of Lewes there 
were houses and other buildings in the thirteenth century, as the 
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will of Henry, vicar of the neighbouring Ringmer, testifies ; wherein 
he mentions “the houses and tenements upon the bridge of Lewes 
which T hold of the Lord Archbishop of Canterbury.” From this, 
too, it is permissible perhaps to assume that one of the archbishops 
was the builder of this bridge. 

As late as the cighteenth century we learn from Gale's “Tour” 
that “the great stone bridge” of Bristol was “as crowded on both 
sides with houses as that of London.” A similar crowding of buildings 
‘on a bridge is instanced by the celebrated Rialto, one of the five 
hundred bridges of Venice, Built by Michael Angelo, on a de- 
pressed bold arch nearly one hundred feet in span, it bore two rows 
of shops, dividing it into three streets, and, in the palmy days of the 
city, must have been a place of considerable importance, a scene of 
life and animation, In the present time of rush and hurry, it is 
difficult to picture our modern bridges in towns and cities under the 
very different aspects of their medimval prototypes and predecessors, 
when religious services, commercial transactions, greetings and fare- 
wells, and all the daily intercourse of man with man took place on 
‘such limited areas, amidst the passage of carts and cattle, wayfarers 
and wains. 

But bridges were not always the scenes of peaceful doings such 
‘as these; for as the current running under them would now and 
again be in the full rush of flood and storm, so the stream of man’s 
life, seldom clear but often turbid, passing over them, would run red 
‘with blood, fire, and the sword ; and many a battle has raged fiercely 
about some hitherto uncelebrated bridge spanning some peaceful 
stream, such as at the aforesaid Lodi, on the Lombardian plain ; 
or Cropredy, crossing Cherwell’s placid stream. Some long-forgotten 
combat has left its mementoes at the little bridge of Greatham in 
Sussex, built by Sir Henry Tregoz in the time of Edward I]. For, 
two hundred years after the event, cannon-balls were found embedded 
there when a trench for the foundations of a proposed enlargement 
was being dug—mementoes of the attempt made to destroy it in the 
Civil War, when Waller was marching to besiege Arundel Castle. 

Even when not the site of actual combat, grim scenes, with Death 
as the chief actor, have taken place on bridges. 

Tt was from the little bridge near Misterton, in Leicestershire, that 
the bumt bones of Wycliff were thrown into the river Swift, when, 
a8 a rhyming chronicler relates, 

 Qure clemie set open his grave 
Aza brent al his boals, such charitle they tae.” 
¥ Carte Antigea. Arehiepiscopal Library, Lambeth. 
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A modiseval historian describes the death by drowning of 2 
woman, accused of witchcraft, at London Bridge in g7o, doubtless 
‘one mere cipher in the sum of similar judicial murders at that spot. 
‘The grim associations of the ‘ Bridge of Sighs” in Venice are only 
too well known. Ranged in ghastly rows, rebels’ heads have hung 
buy scores on the historic Bridge of London, among them the noble 
‘head of William Wallace. 

An ancient and a chequered record, and one singularly associated 
with panic, disaster, and death, is that of London Bridge. At very 
many points it touches the history of the city ; at some the annals 
of the nation. How many bridges there have been at this important 
crossing of the Thames cannot be stated with certainty. ‘The dis- 
covery, at one of its numerous rebuildings, of some piers of masonry 
laid in a bituminous cement similar to that used by the Romans 
seems to indicate the probability that the “pantificality”—to use 
a fifteenth-century word—of that eupractic people was at work there. 
‘The first bridge of which there is a definite record is one of the year 
978; yet the drowning of the witch before mentioned implies an 
earlier one. The presence of houses, booths, and other wooden 
structures on bridges themselves built of that inflammable material 
suggests the probability of a succession of destructive fires. Indeed, 
one of the great fires which have at various periods devastated the 
city of London seems to have originated at the Bridge ; a chronicler 
recording of the year 1135, “This year St. Paul’s church of London 
was burnt by a fire which, starting at London Bridge, extended to 
the church of St. Clement Danes.” Such occurrences no doubt 
enforced the desirability of building so important an edifice as 
London Bridge of stone, a task which was undertaken in the 
‘beginning of the thirteenth century by Peter, curate of St. Mary 
Colechurch. He died in 1205, three years before the completion of 
nis bridge, and was buried in the crypt which occupied one of the 
piers, under the chapel dedicated to St. Thomas which he had 
erected thereon. In the short space of three years after its completion, 
fire again attacked the city and its bridge. For in 1211 there was 
“a fierce fire in Suthwark, and it burnt the church of St. Mary there, 
and the bridge with its chapel, and the greatest part of the city.”? 
Possibly this is the occasion referred to by another medimval 
chronicler, with amplified details, though he places it in the year 
tarz, He says, “In the summer of this year an extraordinary and 
sad accident happened in London, For the south part of the city 
and the church of the blessed Mary, of the canons of Southwark, 

1 Liber de antiguis tegibur. 
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suddenly taking fire, a very great number of people crossed the 
bridge, either to aid in extinguishing the fire or to view the spectacle. 
‘All at once, the south wind blowing, the northern part (of the city) was 
seized, and the people, wishing to recross the bridge, were prevented 
by the fire. And while they were thus hindered, the other part of 
the bridge also took fire. Thus, placed between two fires, they 
crowded upon one another, expecting nothing but death. And 
then they so recklessly crowded into some boats which were coming 
to their assistance that the craft were upset and they all perished. 
Such a great loss of life took place that three thousand people are 
said to have perished.” ' 

This ill-omened bridge consisted of a series of pointed arches, 
with a drawbridge in the middle to facilitate the passage of masted 
vessels, At cithcr end was a fortified gateway, occupied by 
the “custodes” of the bridge or their deputies, These were, by 
ancient custom, appointed by the citizens ; but after the battle of 
Evesham the King gave the custody of the bridge to the Queen, 
probably still bearing in mind (as at the battle of Lewes, when so 
vehemently pursuing the Londoners) the insult offered to his mother 
when passing inher barge under the bridge several years before. 
Removing the “custodes” of the citizens, she placed her own 
officials there, who for nearly six years collected “the profits of rents 
and lands of the said bridge,” and probably the tolls too, but mean- 
while neglected to make the necessary repairs. The damage con- 
sequently expected to result having been represented to the queen, 
she resigned the custody of the bridge to the citizens, who thereupon 
appointed their two guardians, “sicut solebat." This was very 
much to their advantage, as they were now in a position to carry out 
again the by-law passed in 1250, by which the “custodes” of the 
bridge should “have, take, or claim nothing from the shipping or 
traffic of the citizens passing ‘per medium pontis,’ as they did from 
foreigners, to the extent of twelve pence for cach vessel.” Hence- 
forth the city controlled its bridge and successive bridges, taking 
tolls, receiving rents, making repairs, on occasions even decorating 
it with tapestries A graphic description of London Bridge is 
appended to a map by Norden, published in the seventeenth cen- 
tury: “This famous bridge is adored with sumptuous buil 
and statelie and beautiful houses on cither side, inhabited by wealthy 
citizens, and furnished with all manner of trades, comparable in its 
selfe to a little citie, whose buildings are so artificially contrived and 
80 firmly combined as it seemeth more than an ordinary streete, for 

1 «* Chyomicom Prtreburgense,” fol. Ixxia ve 
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it is as one continual vaute or roofe, except certain void places, re- 
served from buildings, for the retyre of passengers from the danger 
of carres, carts, and droves of cattle usually passing that way. The 
vautes, sellers, and places, in the bowells as it were, of the same 
bridge are many and admirable, which arte cannot discover to the 
outward view.” 

Among “all manner of trades” carried on here that of printing 
may be mentioned, a press being at work thereon as late as 1703. 

More than a hundred years after Norden, Pennant describes the 
street on London Bridge as ‘noisome, dark, and dangerous.” Now 
the worst we can say of it is that its traffic is sadly trammelled by 
the transition state in which it now is, but from which we trust it will 
emerge a structure artistically amplified to meet the needs and 
augment the appearance of the great city in which it is so important 
an edifice. 

W. HENEAGE LEGGE. 


A CURIOSITY OF LITERATURE. 


VERY age has had its literary affectations. The romances of 
chivalry, Mme. de Scudéry's romans de dongue haleine, the 
Euphuists, the Précieuses, the metaphysical poets, the Naturalists, 
have made food for laughter and satire to succeeding generations ; 
but none of these ever reached the depths of bathos to which the 
Della Cruscan school of versifiers descended in the eighteenth cen- 
tury. Except to the literary student the very names of these 
poetasters are now almost unknown; and yet they exercised an 
influence upon the imaginative literature of their time, and long 
afterwards, that not even the genius of Walter Scott could resist. 

‘The cult was initiated among a little English colony in Florence, 
in 12785, by that gushing matron who having just recently, much 
to the disgust of Dr. Samuel Johnson and other ald friends, 
exchanged the prosaic name of Thrale for the more euphuistic 
Piozzi, thought it advisable to retire for a time with her husband 
to his native land. ‘There, in the city of Dante, the lady and two 
sentimental gentlemen named Parsons and Greathead founded a 
mutual admiration society, which they named the Oziosi, the prin- 
cipal object of which was to scribble panegyrics on each other for 
private circulation. But expanding vanity presently required a 
wider circle of adulators, and the Oziosi started a magazine, “The 
Miscellany Arno,” a title that was afterwards changed to “The 
Florence Miscellany.” 

Just about this time there arrived in the Tuscan city a Mr. 
James Merry, a man of good family and connections, who had tried 
both the Bar and the army, and, tiring of both, was now an idler in 
the gay capitals of Furope. Like Sir Benjamin Backbite, Mr 
Merry had “a very- pretty taste for poetry,” and soon after he came 
to Florence joined the logrolling fraternity presided over by Mrs. 
Piozzi, He was also elected a member of the famous Academia 
delia Crusca, which had been established two centuries previously 
for the purification of the Italian language, and it was under the 
pen-name of “ Della Crusca" that he contributed to the “ Florence 
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Miscellany.” A ghost story in verse, of which one couplet survives 
in the esriosities of bathos, wherein the apparition 
Sadly prewed what seemed his hand 
Upon what esemed his head, 

aised him to high eminence in the clique. But by-and-by the 
discovery of his somewhat scandalous Aaison with the Countess 
Cowper shocked the susceptibilities of the Qzlosi, and brought 
about his expulsion from their society. After revenging himself bya 
merciless lampoon upon his whilom associates, Mr. Merry quitted 
Florence and returned to London, where his fame as a poet had 
already preceded him, 

‘Ultra-sentimentalism was rampant in the art and literature of 
Europe at this period, and more especially of England, in the 
pictures of Angelica Kaufmann and her school, in the plays and 
novels of Hugh Kelley, Richard Cumberland, Holcroft, Mrs. Opie, 
‘Mrs. Inchbald, and their following, and some copies of the “ Florence 
Miscellany” having found their way to London, the epidemic broke 
out badly in the pages of “The World,” a journal somewhat on the 
lines of the present-day society papers, though much stronger in 
scandal-mongering, that department being in the hands of the notorious 
Ubeller, John Williams, better known as “ Antony Pasquin,” while 
Mrs, Robinson, the unfortunate “ Perdita," under the signature of 
“Laura Maria,” anda Mr, Adney, who signed himself “Mit Yenda,” 
contributed wild erotics in the Oziosi strain, 

Immediately after Merry's return to England, in 1787, a poem 
entitled “The Adieu and Recall of Lave," signed “ Della Crusca,” 
appeared in “The World,” from which I will quote cight lines : 


Go, ialle boy | T quit thy pow'r, 
‘Thy couch of many a thorn snd flow'r, 
‘Thy twanging bow, thine arrows keen, 
Deceitfal Beauty's timid mien ; 

‘The feiga’d suepeise, the roguish leer, 
‘The tender smile, the thrilling tear, 
Hare now no pangs, no joys for me, 

1 fare thee well, for Tam free, 


‘This lucubration immediately brought forth a gushing response 
from an unknown lady, who signed herself “ Anna Matilda" ; 


Pe Hisense ad 
‘Nor yet ascend the 
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A bliss so exquisite and chaste, 
A feast #0 dear to polish’ taste 
‘As that thy lyre correctly Aings, 
As that Uhey feel when Della Crasca sings. 


‘The image of a lyre flinging « feast is simply lovely ! 

In the introduction to his rapturous reply Della Crusca said ; “I 
read the beautiful lines she wrote, and without rising from the table, 
at which Iwas sitting, answered them.” It was a characteristic of 
this school that the writers always dashed off their lucubrations under 
the inspiration of the moment. 

Oh, seize again thy golden quill, 
‘And with its point my bosom theill ; 
With magic touch explore my heart, 
And bid the tear of passion start. 
Thy golden quill Apollo gavo— 
Drench’it first in bright Arno’s wave. 
Bore on the vapour of « sigh, 

It fell from Cupid's burnieh'd wing, 
As fearfully he drew the string 
Which sent his keenest, surcat dast 
‘Thro’ 2 rebellious froren heart, 

‘That bad till then defy’d his pow'r, 
And vacant beat thro’ each dead hour. 


‘The lady responded in strains yct more rapturous : 
© thou 
Who from a wildemess of suns 
Canat stoop to where the Iow brook runs, 
‘Thro? space with rapid comet's glow, 
Or mark where soft the snowdrop grows. 
Oh say, thy eing quick declare— 
Art thon a son of earth or air, 
Celestial bard? 


Again the gentleman : 
T know thee well, eachanting maid 5 
T’ve mask’ thee in the silent glade, 
I've seen thee on the summit’s height, 
‘T’ve met thee in the storms of night s 
I’ve view'd thee on the wild beach rin 
To gare upon the setting sun. 


T will steal a couple more gems before I proceed to the cata- 
strophe : 


Yes, I will prove that L deverve my fate, 
Was bor for anguish and was form'd for hate 5 
‘With such transcendent woe will breathe my sigh, 
‘That envying fiends shall think it ecstasy. 
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(Carst thoa, Matilda, erge my: 5 
Adit me mm We an a a 
© rash, severe decree! my maddening brain 

‘Caznct the potderoas agony wastaie 

But forth I rash, from vale to mountain run, 

And with my mind's thick gloom obseure the sun!” 


Did the heroics of Tom Thumb and Huncamunca and General 
Bombastes go beyond this? And it was thought to be sublime by 


‘our great-grandmothers ! 
‘This bedlamite correspondence was carried on for a couple of 
years, during which the writers not only never met, but were even 
Ivor of each other's Wott At last, either by accident or ap- 


summers, who, although erotic in language, was a widow of un- 
blemished reputation. “ Anna Matilda” was the well-known drama- 
tist, Mrs. Cowley, the author of “The Belle’s Stratagem,” played 
some years ago by Sir Henry Irving at the Lyceum, and other 
comedies, though now forgotten, famous in their day. We may 
picture Mr. Merry’s mortification as he thought of the outrageous 
Se a ee The 
absurdity of the situation is 
‘One more rapture, entitled “The Therion? in which the disil- 

lusionised lover writes 

‘And art thou, then, alas, like me, 

Offepeing of frail mortality? 

‘Must ruthless Time's muds touch effrce 

Each lovely feature’s varying geace? 

And must tow'rds earth that form incline, 

And e’en those eyes forbear to shine? 


‘The rest is silence, 

But in the meanwhile this extraordinary correspondence had 
excited the emulation of a whole band of poetasters, to whom “ Della 
Crusca” was in modern parlance “the master.” Foremost among 
his devotees was “Laura Maria.” ! 


* The sad story of Mary Robinson, née Darby, though it is one of the most 
noted in the cArowigues scaudalewses of the cighteenth century, may not be known 
to some readers. Married when little more than a child to a mseally adventurer, 
she went on the stage, where, chiefly on account of her beauty, she made some 
seustion, and attracted the axdeat fancy of George of Wales, then a youth. 
Te was probably his first amour. Cruelly abandoned hy her royal lover, she some 
‘time afterwards contracted chill, that brought on rheumatic fever, by which she 
Tost the use of hier limbs Mrs, Robinsoa then took up the pen, wrote several 
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Lo, Della Crusca ! 
© thou ts whom superior worth’s allied, 
Thy country’s honour and the Muses! pride, 


she wrote. And “Della Crusca” piled Pelion upon Ossa in response 
to her adulation. He 


Bid the atreamy lightnings fly 
Tn liquid petit from thy eye. 


And when those eyes refused to open and gaze upon him he burst 
forth in this King Cambyses vein : 

Conjure up demons from the main, 

‘Storms upon storms indignant heap, 

Bid ocean how! and nature weep, 

‘Till the Creator blush to see 

How horrible His world can be = 

‘While T will glory to blaspheme, 

And make the joys of hell my theme. 


T have no space for any extracts from “ Laura Maria,” but a few 
detached lines will give some idea of her style : 

Hang o'er his eye the gossamery tear, 

And o'er my lids the scalding humour roll. 

‘And gaury eephyrs fluttering o'er the plain, 

‘On twilight’s bosom drop their filmy train, 

While air's nocturnal ghost, in paly shroud, 

Glances with grizzly glare from cloud to cloud. 


‘These extraordinary productions were scathingly satirised by 
Gifford in “The Baviad" and “The Meviad,” and in that curious 
book, “The Pursuits of Literature,” but the reading public were 
Yapturous over them. I have before me a volume of “ The Poetical 
Works of the late Mrs. Mary Robinson," and the first fifty-six pages 
are occupied by extravagant culogies upon the “ genius” of this lady, 
‘written by all sorts of people, well known, and even renowned in their 
day. Among the latter is—Samuel Taylor Coleridge! In a poem 
of seventy odd lines, supposed to have been inspired while he 
‘was reposing upon Skiddaw, he thus addresses the genius of the 
‘mountain : 

Nay, bat thou dost not know her might, 
‘The pinions of her soul how strong! 
But many a siranger in my height 

‘Math sung to me her magic song, 


novels, two or three plays, and three volumes of verse, which fist appeared in 
varioas publications, signed Laura Maris, Sappho, Julis, Daphne, Echo, Lovisa, 
Her memoirs, written by herself, 2 very scarce book, are amusing reading, 











SAVONAROLA, 


‘O most of us, perhaps, Girolamo Savonarola is less familiar as an 

historical person than as 4 character in George Eliot's 
“Romola.” We see him there first from the outside point of view, 
which has the advantage of showing him in his proper environment 
in beautiful, stately Florence, with its quick-witted, pleasureloving 
inhabitants, intoxicated with the new learning of the Renaissance, 
and demoralised by its paganism. The Protestant Reformation was 
sul in the future, and of the ancient Catholic faith not much was 
left beyond the outer garment of superstition in which its true life 
had been stifled. Even the patriotism of Florence was almost 
swallowed up by party spirit. And so, among the nobles, artists, 
poets, and philosophers of the Medicean court, among. politicians, 
each striving secretly if not openly for the aggrandisement of himself 
or of his party, among simple, credulous peasants and noisy artisans 
always eager to take aside in a quarrel and caring little which, 
Savonarola stands forth calm and strong, to do battle single-handed 
jor justice, purity, and love, 

It is thus as a stern preacher of righteousness that George Eliot 
introduces him. But to get into sympathy with him, to recognise 
our common humanity in him, we must go back to the scanty 
records of his early life, He was unfortunate in his early bio- 
graphers, whether they were friends or enemies. His enemies 
maligned him unscrupulously ; his friends were chiefly monks, whose 
sincere veneration for his memory was strongly tinged with super- 
stition, and in their desire to honour their master they overshot 
the mark by crediting him too plentifully with miraculous gifts. 
Hence, while for two centuries after his death his fame was great, in 
the ruthless materialism of the eighteenth century he was consigned 
to oblivion. In the nineteenth century the balance of judgment as 
to the middle ages righted itself, and many biographies appeared to 
keep his memory alive, The best is considered to be that of Villari, 
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his countryman. This writer's painstaking researches and his sincere 
desire to give a true representation of his heroare abundantly evident, 

and though he has not escaped criticism, we cannot go far wrong in 
taking him as an authority. 

Savonarola’s mother was a fine woman whom the son all his 
life long regarded with affectionate reverence, as his letters testify. 
Of his father we know little, but his grandfather was a man of note in his 
day, as court physician to the Duke of Este at Ferrara, ae 
wished young Girolamo to follow his grandfather's professi 
Gad ab & pealhodoary'to the e007 of ioectalie afoul pode 
instructed his grandson in the philosophy of Aristotle and of 
Thomas Aquinas. Philosphy fascinated the youth, but he had no 
leaning to his intended vocation, and, neglecting his medical studies, 
he spent his time in reading the classics, in music, drawing, and verse- 
making, 

Once, and once only, is he said to have been to court. The 
duke and his retinue might enjoy luxurious revels and splendid 
pageants while the dungeons underneath the banqueting hall were 
filled with hopeless prisoners, but Girolamo was not made that way, 
and he refused ever to go buck. His first glimpses of the world 
filled him with grief, which he expressed in a poem called “The 
Ruin of the World.” 

His youth was sad and lonely, except perhaps for a little while 
when he seemed to see before him a possibility of happiness. A 
gitl belonging to an exiled Florentine family came to stay in Ferrara, 
and Savonarola fell in love with her, But when he ventured to 
propose to her, he received the haughty answer that a Strozzi might 
‘not stoop to an alliance with a Savonarola. He was not yet twenty, 
but he seems never to have dreamt of love again, 

Ferrara was absorbed in the extravagant festivities which so ex- 
cited his indignation, and in his loncliness he turned more and more 
towards religion, and finally resolved to become a monk. To leave 
home cost him a hard struggle which lasted a whole year. He dared 
not tell his mother that he was going, but one day he took his lute 
and sang to it so sad an air that she exclaimed, “O my son, this is 
a token of separation.” He said nothing, but next day, while the 
family were out attending the festival of St, George, Girolamo 
fled to Bologna and entered a Dominican monastery. The first 
thing he did there was to write an affectionate letter to his father 
giving his reasons for the step he had taken. He bade his 
father look for some papers he had left in his window. Here was 
found a treatise called “Contempt of the World,” bewailing the 
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wickedness of Italy and the inevitable punishment that would over- 
take her. 

Th Bologna he stayed seven years, observing diligently the rules 
of his order and teaching philosophy to the novices, He found 
some peace in the monastery, but not all the satisfaction he expected, 
as is shown by his writing another poem entitled “The Ruin of the 
Church.” For the Church was at that time hardly less corrupt than 
the rest of the world, and the popes were the worst of all. 

In 148 Savonarola first went to St. Mark's, the convent for ever 
associated with his name. (This was ten years before the date of 
the opening chapter of *Romola.”) Inalll Florence there is no more 
fascinating spot than this convent, now tured into a show place, it 
is true, but very little altered since Fra Angelico and Savonarola 
lived in it. Fra Angelico’s faded frescoes still adorn the walls of 
cell and cloister, and the visitor to Savonarola’s cell, with his 
portrait on the wall and his desk and crucifix standing there, finds 
it hard to realise that four centuries have passed since he occu- 
pied it. ‘he red-roofed buildings with their frescoed cloisters 
run round three sides of a square, and in the centre is the convent 
garden, 

‘The beauty of the city and of his convent, then lately rebuilt and 
decorated, charmed Savonarola at first, but he soon saw much to 
grieve him in the scepticism, flippancy, and immorality of Florence 
The once free republic was then ruled by Lorenzo de’ Medici, a 
clever politician, a patron of art and literature, and himself no mean 
scholar, But he employed his wit in writing immoral songs, his 
political astuteness in aggrandising himself and enslaving Florence, 
He amused the people with pageants and endeavoured to conciliate 
the nobility now with intellectual treats and now with low revelry. 
With such an atmosphere, it is small wonder that Savonarola’s first 
sermons in Florence barely gaincd an audience. The Florentines 
cared only for style, classical allusions, and intellectual quips. Savo- 
‘narola cared little for anything in comparison with faith and virtue, 
and in his sermons quoted no book but the Bible. For the time 
he gave up preaching and returned to teaching the novices. 

Soon after this, still an unknown monk, he was sent to attend 
a chapter at Reggio. Several distinguished laymen were present, 
among them the famous Pico della Mirandola, afterwards a devoted 
friend of Savonarola’s. Both had a genuine love of virtue, but there 
resemblance ends. Pico was only nineteen, but was said to have 
studied twenty-two languages, and to have had at least a superficial 
‘acquaintance with all the learning of the time, Christian and pagan. 
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approaching to severity 

we see in his portraits. He took no part that day in the dogmatical 
discussions, but as soon as the question was onc of morals he showed 
what manner of man he was, speaking with a force and enthusiasm 
which impressed all his hearers and won Pico's admiration. The 
young favourite returned to Lorenzo's court and spoke of this won- 
derful friar, and later, when his own philosophical theories had got 
him into difficulties with the Church, he remembered Savonarola, and 
\t was through his influence that at Lorenzo's desire the friar was 
recalled to Florence. In the meantime he had been preaching in 
smaller towns and villages where the simpler folk better appreciated 
him, and his fame was beginning to spread. 

Tn 1490, then, he came back to Florence to stay, and the chief 
events of his life, the steady growth of his influence, and its rapid 
decline to the bitter end are all crowded into the eight years that 
follow. For two years more Lorenzo's strong hand ruled the city, 
and then the turmoil began. 
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‘To read Savonarola’s life is to see him as poet, philosopher, 
politician, moral reformer, theologian, saint, and martyr. It was the 
blending of all these in his character which made him the unique 
figure he was, which made him such a power in Florence and in all 
Italy, and which marked him out for a martyr’s end. For before all 
and througk all he was a moral reformer, and the world just then 
did not want to be reformed, He aimed simply at bringing men 
to lead pure lives in charity towards one another and in faith 
towards God. But this aim he pursued in a way dictated on the 
one hand by his own strong and complex personality and on the 
other by the temper and circumstances of the people he had to 
deal with, And so for the last six years of his life especially the 
story of Savonarola is the history of Florence, and it is only by 
knowing the latter that we can sce how it came to pass that the 
monk who began by making sermons ended by making history. 

After his return to Florence he preached at first in the convent 
garden (under a rose tree which still exists) to the friars only, but 
gradually his audience increased ; he had to more to the adjoining 
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church, and finally to the Cathedral where he preached (with 
intervals of silence) for the rest of his life, At last he had found 
his vocation, and the one weapon with which he fought was forged. 
For although Savonarola became a political force, he was never 
seen in any political assembly, nor did he take part in any intrigue. 

What kind of sermons then did he preach? Coherence of plan, 
unity of style, he had not. He was a born orator, not a trained one. 
By the sheer force of his intense moral conviction, by the inspiration 
of his own unfaltering faith, he drove his words home. The peaple 
hung on his lips and were often moved to tears. But that was not 
what he wanted, and often he sadly reproached them with being 
‘more eager to listen than to obey. Many passages of his sermons 
where he inculcates lofty morality, or expounds the great truths of 
Christianity, would be appreciated in Scotch churches today. But 
there were other elements in his preaching which perhaps were more 
attractive to the mass of his Florentine hearers. It pleased those 
who lacked the means for a luxurious life to hear the vices of the 
ich denounced, and that in plain language. And when the 
preacher's warnings might be made to have a political bearing, the 
interest grew. For the Florentines, as Savonarola found to his 
disappointment, were more inclined to politics than to religion. 
‘This is at least one explanation of the weaving of politics with 
religion which characterised his subsequent preaching. He was 
throwing his religious teaching into a political form when he pro- 
claimed Christ as King of Florence, But while he preached 
political freedom asa means to moral reformation, the Florentines 
transposed means and end, and could only be persuaded to a reform 
of manners as a means to political greatness. We must thus take 
account of the material he had to work with. 

‘There was another element in his preaching to which modern 
ears are strange, and towards which it is difficult to put oursclyes 
into the sympathetic attitude in which alone, if at all, we can 
understand it. This element was his prophecies and his visions, 
We must remember that we arc not dealing with a weak visionary, 
‘ot with a somnambulist like Fra Silvestro, but with a man of powerful 
intellect. In support of this statement we have his philosophical 
writings and his political work. In philosophy he is akin to 
Campanella, another Dominican whose name is better known, and 
here as in religion he is one of the precursors of the new epoch 
when men began to shake themselves free of tradition, whether 
good or bad, and to think freshly for themselves. His wisdom and 
well-balanced judgment are evident too in his political opinions, 
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The of government formed on his suggestions was afterwards 
Ley to have been the best Florence ever bad. Also, in 
reference to his visions, we must remember the time when he lived, 
and that it would have been even more strange in the fifteenth 
century to find a monk entirely free from superstition than it is 
to find aman of acute intelligence and solid learning believing 
that he actually saw visions. And he undoubtedly said what he 
himself believed when he claimed to have seen visions and heard 
voices. 

It is as connected with his prophecies that these visions have 
their historical importance, for men's minds all over Italy were 
filled with them. His prophecies were of two kinds. Some were 
founded on general truths of religion and of morality, or on Scripture 
texts, and are merely the reasonings of common sense from the 
general to the particular. On these he laid most stress. Others 
were founded on what he believed to be special Divine revelations, 
and he seems not always to have maintained these with equal con- 
fidence, He was careful to deduce all his teaching from the Bible, 
but his method of interpretation was such as to allow bim to get out 
‘of any text five different meanings, There was the literal, the 
spiritual, the allegorical, the moral, and the anagogical interpretation. 
In this way there was hardly any fancy for which he could not 
find Scriptural support. Add to this his strong poctic imagination, 
which made it natural to him to think and speak in allegories, 
and the fantastic imagery of some of his discourses is largely ac- 
counted for. 

However arrived at, his most important and oft-repeated pro- 
phecies were certainly confirmed by events. As early as when he 
was preaching in the country towns be had formulated his three 

celebrated “ conclusions”: (r) That the church will be 

it be speedily regenerated ; (3) That all this will come 
A little later he published abroad a vision of a 
‘y holding a sword upon which these words were 
written: “Gladius Domini super terram cito et velociter.” The 
three conclusions and this vision became known throughout Italy, 
and were afterwards held to have foreshadowed the French invasion, 
He also predicted the death of Lorenzo, of the Pope, and of the King 
of Naples, all of which shortly took place. 

‘Then began a time of confusion for Italy. Innocent VIII. was 
succeeded by the infamous Alexander VI. Lorenzo was succeeded 
in Mlorence (in 1492, the year in which “ Romola” opens) by his son 
Piero, who inherited his father's love of pleasure without any of his 
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great qualities, and proved quite incapable of governing. He was 
soon putto the test, The Duke of Milan, to further his own schemes, 
invited Charles VIII. of France to invade Italy and settle the quarrels 
of the various states. 

Tt was September, 1494. Savonarola was lecturing daily to large 
crowds on the building of the ark. On the 21st Florence was 
thrown into sudden agitation by the news that a French army was 
coming down from the Alps. All flocked to the Duomo to hear the 
preacher who had predicted two years before that a scourge was 
coming, and that a new Cyrus would march through Italy. Now that 
his words had come true, all looked to him for advice. The words 
he had arrived at in the course of his exposition were these: “ Be- 
hold, I bring a food of waters upon the earth.” He announced this 
text in such a mighty voice that all his hearers trembled. He seemed 
to be the only man in the city who was not afraid, and all looked to 
him for counsel. 

Piero proved a broken reed in the emergency. He first incensed 
the King of France, and then went out to him and basely surrendered 
‘everything, The Florentines were infuriated, refused to receive Piero 
‘again, and brought out their arms. But daily at sermon time they 
thronged to the Duomo. Savonarola told them that the scourge had 
‘come upon them for their sins, and bade them repent, and this with 
uch fervour that he was exhausted for days after. But he calmed 
‘them, and kept them from riot and bloodshed while the city was 
without a ruler. 

Picro on his return was expelled, and the citizens armanged 
deputation, of whom Sayonarola was one, to treat with Charles. 
‘The other ambassadors arrived before Savonarola ; Charles refused 
to see them. But for the man who had predicted his coming and 
compared him to Cyrus, he had a profound respect. Savonarola 
told him that he was indeed the instrument of God, but that for that 
very reason he ought to be merciful. Charles obeyed, and entered 
the city peaceably. A treaty was signed, but the king and his army 
made no haste to relieve Florence of their presence. Again Savo- 
narola came to the rescue and persuaded Charles to proceed on his 
mission. 

‘Charles having departed, the next thing was to provide Florence 
with a government. The chief men of the city met day after 
day. There were proposals and discussions, but no decisions. 
Savonarola abstained from politics and preached on charity to the 
poor. But gradually, as he saw the need of a guiding voice, he 
‘began to lay down general principles of good government, to 








Savonarola was now at the height of his power, Bat 
‘on which his heart was set was hardly begun He po 
exaltation of mind, but, on the contrary, was greatly depressed be- 
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danger and suffering, and for himself a violent 
reformation of Florence was a more difficult and dangerous 
than its political reformation. And now that imminent 
tions at least were prominent, and two of these had 
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wonderful moral effect on the city. “The Christian life," he said, 
“consisteth not in ceremonies, but in the practice of goodness, ic. 
‘of compassion and mercy, Wherefore declare thou unto all that 
thus is the goodness of man made known; namely, by secing 
whether he share that which he hath with others, and especially 
with the poor. And in this consisteth the Christian religion, which 
is founded on love and charity." These words are the keynote of 
much of his preaching, A marvellous change was effected in 
Florence. Women threw aside their finery and dressed plainly, 
riotous youths became sober and demure, and hymns were sung in 
the strects instead of Lorenzo's licentious songs. Many new 
converts joined the Tuscan congregation of the Dominicans, of 
which St, Mark’s was the head. 

‘Soon an event happened which proved that the Piagnoni, then 
in the ascendency, were ready for other work besides church-going. 
King Charles approached Florence on his return journey, bringing 
Piero de' Medici with him. The government and the citizens 
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prepared most vigorously for defence, but again it was Savonarola’s 
influence over the king that really averted the danger. 

With the final departure of the French from Italy a new danger 
threatened Florence and the Prior who had guided her counsels. 
A league had been formed to drive ont the French, which Florence, 
having made a treaty with Charles, had refused to join, When he 
had gone, the allies threatened Florence, They were jealous of her 
independence, but, fortunately for her, they were equally jealous of 
one another. As for the Pope, who also had joined the league, he 
coveted the Florentine territory for one of bis sons, and this was 
the real cause of his enmity to Savonarola. For Savonarola was 
recognised as the head of the popular party who hated the Medici 
and the league. 

And now began the long and painful struggle between the Pope, 
backed up by military alliances and by all the spiritual and temporal 
powers of the Holy See, and a single friar deserted at last by all 
bat two or three friends. Such a struggle could end but in one 
way. 

Alexander first despatched a crafty brief couched in pious and 
flattering terms, inviting Savonarola to come to confer with him 
in Rome where he “should be welcomed with loving-kindness.” 
Everyone knew that the Pope’s “ loving-kindness” might be trans- 
Jated “murder.” Savonarola replied with dignity and humility, 
acknowledging the duty of obedience, but excusing himself from 
coming to Rome at that time, as he could ill be spared from 
Florence and was just recovering from serious illness, He was 
indeed too weak to preach, and sent Fra Domenico to take his 
place in the Cathedral. The next brief was decidedly hostile, 
ordering the Prior to submit himself to the Vicargeneral of 
Lombardy and to desist from preaching on pain of excommuni- 
cation. Only a short time before, the Pope had granted to St. 
Mark's the privilege of being independent of any orders save such 
as came direct from Rome, Savonarola now therefore expostulated, 
and defended himself from all the charges preferred against him, 
‘The Pope appeared to be conciliated, tried flattery once more, but 
insisted that he should not preach. 

‘The Prior obeyed, and it was during this period of enforced 
silence that he organised the reform of the children, tuming a 
dangerous and riotous Carnival custom into a religious ceremonial. 
From henceforth the children were among his constant hearers, and 
he had a platform erected for them in the Duomo. 

By this time some eamest-minded princes andj churchmen 
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Europe were beginning to think of a General Council 





George Eliot at any rate suggests,’ that he made his own cause 
the cause of God. He justified his opposition to the Pope by 
saying: “The Pope may not give me any commands opposed to 
charity or contrary to the Gospel.” As to the cardinal's hat, be 
declared that “death, a crimson hat reddened with blood,” was 
all his desire, 

A consistory of fourteen theologians summoned to condemn 
his doctrines returned to the Pope the curious verdict that Savo- 
narola had been the cause of Piero de! Medici’s misfortunes— 
another proof that Alexander's grievance was political, not theolo- 
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‘The events of 1496 in Florence read like one of Livy's chapters 
of disaster in the early days of Rome, and show Savonarola once 
mote as the saviour of the Republic simply by force of the confi- 
dence he inspired. An unsuccessful war with Pisa had impoverished 
the city and was still going on; a bad season drove the famine: 
stricken peasants into the town, and plague broke out in the over- 
crowded streets ; Piero Capponi, one of the best and bravest citizens, 
died ; the Pisans endeavoured to cut off the corn supplies, The 

* Romela, ch. Ixiv. 


— 


Savonarola. 363 


allies summoned the Emperor Maximilian to join them against 
Florence, and the Pope declared war against her. The citizens 
were in misery and despair, but the Arrabbiati rejoiced, blamed the 
government, and said, * See how the friar has deceived us!" 

‘The Signory, not knowing what to do, entreated Savonarola to 
preach, which he accordingly did. Rebuking the people for gam- 
bling, blasphemy, and so on, he told them calamity was certain if 
they did not mend their ways. If, on the other hand, they would 
repent, put aside the idea of changing the government, lend to it 
without usury, be united, do all that was humanly possible and trust 
in God, then he feared nothing, and would go before them, crucifix 
in hand. 

‘The people were comforted and encouraged, but the Arrabbiati 
mocked, A vast procession was formed to escort an image of the 
Madonna into the city. The crowd was met by a messenger with 
an olive-branch bearing the joyful news that a violent wind had 
blown away the Venetian ships and driven some of the corn ships 
to land with six hundred men on board. The multitude were over- 
joyed and declared : “The Friar's sermons have saved us again.” 
‘This incident shows us what sort of reasoning the common folk of 
Florence were capable of, and prepares us to find them fickle in 
their allegiance. 

‘After all, the relief was small and temporary. Savonarola bade 
the people be thankful, but sought to moderate their extravagant 
joy. However, very soon things took a favourable turn ; disasters at 
sea and dissensions in camp scattered the allies, and Florence was 
saved. 

The Pope's wrath raged as before, but while the popular party 
was in the ascendency in Florence Savonarola was let alone. His 
friend Francesco Valori was made gonfalonier. He was a brave and 
generous but an impetuous man, and introduced a law which turned 
‘out ill for his party. This was a regulation admitting citizens to the 
greater Council at the age of twenty-four instead of thirty. By this 
means a sct of turbulent youths belonging to the Arrabbiati party 
obtained seats on the Council, and the inevitable reaction against 
‘Savonarola’s reforms began. The change had been too sudden and 
too violent to last. There were naturally many young men who 
preferred the licentious gaicty of former days, and some of these 
formed themselves into an armed band led by Dolfo Spini, a de- 
praved youth. They took no pains to conceal their hatred of Savo- 
narola. 


‘The Camival that year was celebrated by the Bonfire of Vanitics 
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described at length by George Eliot in “Romola." She suggests that 
Teally valuable books and works of art were destroyed, but Villari 
shows how casily such a misconception might have arisen, and yet 
how unlikely it is that Sayonarols would have allowed it. It was his 
friend Fra Domenico indecd who arranged the thing, and possibly 
Sayonarola’s followers exceeded their master in zeal of that sort. 
But Savonarola himself was no enemy to literature or toart Among 
his friends were the artists Luca della Robbia, Cronaca, Lorenzo di 
(Credi, and Michelangelo; and in his convent he had established a 
schoo! of painting. As regards literature, he raised funds to buy for 
the convent the fine library collected by Lorenzo de’ Medici, lest it 
should be lost to the city, 
Iv. ” 

In 1497 an attempt was made to bring back Piero de’ Medici, 
and, foiled though it was, it served to aggravate party strife. Some 
of the leading citizens were known to be secret friends of Piero, 
and @ commission was appointed to find out who were concerned in 
the plot. 

Meanwhile the Arrabbiati returned to power, and Dolfo Spini 
and his band pursued their course unchecked. They interrupted 
Savonarola’s sermons, insulted him in many ways, and even: 
to murder him in the Duomo. But his followers bravely defended 
him and escorted him back to the convent. 

And now the Pope came forward again, and this time he excom- 
municated the Prior. Savonarola did not regard the excommumica- 
tion as valid. But though he was great-minded enough to disregard 
it, the mass of the people could not rise above their superstitious 
reverence for the bricf of a pope. ‘Thus a pretext was given for 


immorality again broke loose in the city, Savonarola’s friends 
exerted themselves to get the excommunication removed, and 
when he himself heard that the Pope was overcome with grief at 
the murder of bis eldest son by his younger brother, he wrote 
a letter of sympathy very remarkable as being addressed to so 
cruel an enemy, The Pope was softened for a time, but soon 
retumed to his usual scandalous life and to his hatred of Savona- 
tola. 

‘The plague now appeared once more, and Savonarola was 
offered an asylum in various country houses. He refused to leave 
his post, but accepted the hospitality for some of his younger 
monks, 
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‘Then came the trial and condemnation of the five citizens who 
had taken part in the Medicean plot, of which George Eliot bas 
made so much. Long before, Savonarola had given his opinion 
that citizens who tried to bring back a tyrant deserved death. In 
the present instance he gave no opinion, but remained in his study 
correcting the shects of a book he was writing, 

Any one reading Villari’s book and taking all the circumstances 
into account, will probably feel that he could not have interfered 
even if he had wished. In reading “ Romola” we are made to look 
at the case from the point of view of an intensely interested person, 
the god-daughter of Bernardo del Nero. Legally he probably 
deserved death, but from Romola’s point of view the condemnation 
‘of a vencrable and upright man because of his political leanings was 
a crime. She believes Savonarola could prevent that crime and 
will not. Her faith in the friar is destroyed for the time, and the 
sympathetic reader feels, as he closes the chapter, that Savonarola is 
a smaller man than he thought him. But the scene is not historic, 
and it is not fair to look at Savonarola through Romola’s eyes. As 
a psychological study, George Eliot’s Savonarola is extremely 
interesting, but we must remember that her minute diagnosis of his 
internal struggles is purely hypothetical, both in this case and in the 
case of his attitude towards the ordeal by fire. 

‘Toreturn to history, negotiations with the Pope were still pending, 
and the Prior remained shut up in his convent engaged in writing. 
His friends also wrote on his behalf, but nothing availed. So in 
the beginning of 1498 he returned to his pulpit and showed by word 
and deed how little value he attached to the Pope's excommunica- 
tion, referring to him as “a broken tool,” which still further incensed 
him. Yet nowhere does Savonarola exhibit towards any one a trace 
of personal enmity ; it was the Pope's evil life that stirred up his 
righteous indignation. 

‘The Carnival was once more the occasion of great excitement of 
which he was the centre. The Piagnoni again made a “bonfire of 
vanities,” but this time not without opposition. That Savonarola 
himself was greatly excited was shown by the extraordinary way in 
which he concluded his Inst carnival service, praying that if his 
words were not sincere he might be struck dead on the spot. 

From this period the plot thickens and he is left more and more 
alone. The pathos of his life lies greatly in his loneliness. He had 
many admirers, many partisans, and not a few disciples, but his 
friends were few, and among them not one was capable of thoroughly 
understanding him. Fra Domenico’s very zeal and devotion 
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hastened on the tragedy. As for the citizens generally, they were 
‘soon to show their fickleness and ingratitude. The Pope threatened 


to him, and pitiful are the arguments brought forward by those 
who feared the consequences of an interdict on the city’s commerce. 
“ Remember," said one, “that the city of ‘Troy was burnt through 
‘its refusal to giveup Helen." Finally the Signory forbade Savonarola 
to preach, and no definite answer was given to the Pope. 

Savonarola's last hope was the proposed General Council He 
wrote letters to several European princes, and was about to despatch 
them when a messenger bearing letters on the same subject was 
robbed, and the letters fell into the hands of the Pope, who thus 
became aware of Savonarola's designs. 

Immediately after this came the strange affair of the Ordeal by 
Fire Acertain Fra Francesco attacked Savonarola in his Lenten 
sermons and challenged him to prove his doctrines by the ardeal 
by fire. The Prior took no notice of this, but Fra Domenico took 
wp the challenge on his master’s behalf. Savonarola did not en- 
courage the foolish idea, but, once started, the matter could not 
be stopped. Fra Domenico felt his honour was at stake, and the 
Friar's enemies encouraged the champion on the other side, who 
was by no means eager to be taken at his word, The multitude 
craved a miracle, and even the Signory not only permitted the 
challenge to go on, but spent large sums in constructing the re- 
quisite pile of combustibles in the piazza, Thousands assembled 
to see the miracle, or the murdes, whichever the spectacle might 
tur out to be, and when, in consequence of a succession of delays 
and excuses on the part of Fra Francesco and his party, the whole 
day passed without any spectacle at all, the people, disappointed 
and angry, blamed Sayonarola. He had enemies enough to direct 
the popular fury against him, and even the Piagnoni, who had been 
confident that their prophet could and would perform a miracle, 
were di inted. 

‘The next day was Palm Sunday. Sayonarola preached a short 
and sad sermon in the morning, declaring he was willing to saffer 
death for the good of his flock. In the cvening the Piagnoni 
going to vespers were pelted with stones by the Armabbiau. The 
tumult increased, and the cry arose, “To St. Mark's, fire in hand.” 
‘The mob rushed to the convent and besieged it. There were arms 
in the place, and against the Prior's orders the monks and a few 
other friends defended it bravely for hours. Sayonarola 

the friars to lay down their arms, led them to the library, and bade 
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them a touching farewell. Orders had now come from the Signory 
that the Prior, Fra Domenico, and Fra Silvestro should give them- 
selves up into their hands, Fra Silvestro was not to be found. 
‘The other two were led away to the Palace through the jeers and 
insults of the crowd. The following day Fra Silvestro, who had 
hidden himself, was betrayed and given up. 

‘The story of Sayonarola’s trial is a very painful and perplexing 
‘one. It was conducted with hardly a show of justice, first by the 
magistrates and afterwards by the Pope's commissioners. All his 
confessions were made under exquisite torture said to produce 
delirium. His only autograph confession was destroyed as of no 
use in proving his guilt. What he said when tortured was altered 
and garbled by a notary employed for the purpose. And after all, 
‘the only point on which he is even reported to have given way was 
as to whether his prophecies had really been inspired. His health 
had long been enfeebled by the strain of his arduous life, his nerves 
were highly strung, and if, when delirious with pain, he contradicted 
himself, can we wonder? It is no proof that he was not sincere; 
the most that it can prove is that he was one of those persons who, 
though they can look death in the face without a tremor, are unable 
to endure prolonged bodily torture. 

As for the others, Fra Domenico constantly held to his faith in 
Savonarola and in all his prophecies, while Fra Silvestro sacrificed 
“both his master and his own dignity” (says Villari) in the vain 
attempt to save his own life. 

Between his first and second trial Savonarola was left alone 
in his cell. He employed his time in writing expositions of the 
fiftieth and of the thirtieth psalms. These were widely read at the 
time and were republished by Luther in 1524. The last thing he 
wrote was a “Rule for Virtuous Living” for his gaoler, who came 
to regard him with the greatest vencration and had begged him for 
this gift. 

‘The sentence was given by the Pope's commissioners after a third 
trial which was never made public. Their instructions from Rome 
were “to put Savonarola to death even were he a second John the 
Baptist." The three friars were executed in the Piazza, in the pre- 
sence of a great concourse of people, on May 23, 1498. The 
story of the courage and calmness with which they met their death 
has often been told and need not be repeated here. 

Savonarola has been claimed by Luther and others as a Protestant 
before the Reformation. But his position was a very different one 
from Luther's, except in the one point of resistance to the Pope. 
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WORDS 
AND THEIR DERIVATIONS. 


HAT strange histories are invelved in the words which pass 

daily from our mouths, in which we perceive only the 

means of communicating our thoughts from one to another! The 
very word derive has its history. It properly means to draw water 
from a river, and by metonymy to trace words to their source. 
Hobbes, indced, asserts that “words are wise men’s counters, they do 
but reckon by them ; but they are the money of fools.” Still, a wise 
man will examine his money and know the value of the coins which 
he uses, Johnson says that “ words are the daughters of earth, and 
things are the sons of heaven.” Yet it is our duty, as well asa high 
intellectual pleasure, to make some acquaintance with these, and 
discover, if we can, why the words which we employ had at one 
time a different meaning from what they now have, or even invalve 
several different meanings at the present day. Take, for instance, 
prevent in its ordinary and religious use, sack as a noun and verb, 
reduce in mathematics and medicine, and many others. Trench well 
describes language as “ fossil history,” and instances the word frank= 
straightforward, candid. Franeve in late Latin means “free,” or a 
Frink, one of those German tribes who occupied Gaul, and were 
distinguished from the conquered race, as well as from the degenerate 
Romans, by their love of freedom and generous independence, 
Hence frank came to signify one who possessed the distinguishing 
characteristics of the Franks. Cf. use of franchise. Many words 
commonly used in our language are taken from the names of 
persons, historical or fictitious. Take, for instance, the noun hector 
=a bully, and the verb “ hector=to play the bully. As Swift says : 

‘Don Carlos made her chief director 
‘That she might o’er the servants hector. 


‘This noun is the name of the great Trojan hero in the “ Iliad," the 
famous champion against the Greeks under Agamemnon and Achilles, 
Tt seems rather hard that the brave, modest, and tender-hearted 
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‘Flector should come to represent the Glustering (bully, more fe keep. 


‘the beroes bequeathed to them in Greek and Roman literature. No 
one familiar with the beautiful scene of the parting between Hector 
and Andromache could suppose it possible that the rudeness of the 
bully formed an element in his character, 

Another curious expression is to pAt/ander, which means to make 
Jove or coquet with a woman, without any “intentions,” as the 
Phrase is, Thackeray in “Esmond” says, 7s vo. Geecdonet 
Sigston nod Addinaderoe begwach avila ot ib COS EEE 
a girl who hath Httle of that softness in her nature.” It is used in 
2 derivative sense=to sentimentalise orto talk mawkishly. As Sharp 
‘on Robert TINE R28 van eck hy Se 
so manly that many frail souls of either sex 
over-robustness." Philander is a cereale. he 
“ Orlando Furioso” of the Italian poet Ariosto. There we are told 
that Gabrina, wife of Argeo, Baron of Servia, took a fancy to him, 
which, like Hippolytus, he treated with neglect. She denounced 
him to her husband, and Philander had to languish in a dungeon, 
At last Gabrina set him free to fight against a faithless knight, who 
proved to be her husband, and was killed. Thereupon she married 
her champion, but presently, growing weary of him, removed him by 
poison, Here again Philander hardly deserves to represent the 
“gay deceiver” or the inconstant lover; but he figures as such in 
the old plays ; ¢g. in Beaumont and Fletcher's * Laws of Candy,” 

Take, again, another expression, rodomontade, implying bluster or 
outrageous bragging. This has its raison d'éére from another character 
in “Ariosto,” Rodomonte (literally ‘one who rolls mountains,” from 
rotare and montes), So we speak of a Bobadil from the 31 
gentleman described by “rare Ben "in “ Every Man in bis Humour." 
Similarly, draggadoria, a boastful fellow, represents. Braggadochio, a 
bragging character found in Spenser's “ Faerie Queene.” We are all 
familiar with the word mandlin, meaning one who is fuddled with 
drink and is tearfully affectionate. But how few realise that it is 
derived from the penitent saint, Mary Magdalene, whom artists have 
represented with eyes swollen from weeping | This pronunciation of 
the name is still preserved by the colleges at Oxford and Cambridge. 

Another interesting word is mausoleum, meaning generally a 
magnificent tomb. This derives its name from the superb sepulchral 
monument erected by Artemisia in honour of her husband, Mausolus, 
King of Caria in 352 5c, 
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Grecian history supplies us with yet another word in pAidippic, 
Meaning an impassioned speech or invective, like one of the twelve 
speeches in which Demosthenes denounced Philip, king of Macedon, 
as the enemy of Greece. 

French novelists are particularly partial to the word jereméad, 
meaning a lamentation, from the book of Lamentations, which 
bears the name of the prophet Jeremiah. 

During the Russo-Turkish war of 1877 the name of Jingo was 
applied to the Conservatives who urged Disracli to support the 
Turks. The name of course alludes to the famous song beginning 
“We don’t want to fight, but, by Jingo, if we do,” &. (McCarthy 
says “The Jingoes of London, like the beggars of Flanders, 
accepted the word of contumely as a title of honour”). Some 
explain this word as =Gingou', a contraction for St. Gingulpbus ; 
others as being the Basque Jinkoa =God. When some article is 
described as Brummagem we mean some worthless and cheap 
imitation of the genuine thing, because cheap metallic work or 
Jewellery is largely supplied to the markets by Birmingham, which 
was once called Brumwicham. Miss Thackeray remarks: “In 
these days one is so used to sham and imitation and Bruwmagem, 
that when by chance one comes to the real thing it is hard to 
believe in it” 

What unfortunate Irish landlord is unacquainted with the ne- 
farious system of Aoycofting, when he is placed, as it were, under an 
interdict by the Land League, and others are forbidden to have any 
dealings with him? ‘This derives its name from Captain Boycott, 
who was the first notable victim, in 1880, 

Many a thirsty subject knows how refreshing a glass of grog is 
after a hard day's work. But few are aware that it gets its name 
from the worthy Admiral Vernon (1745), who first served a mixture 
of rum and water to his men on board, He was popularly known 
as Old Grog on account of the gragram coat which he wore in rough 
weather, Grogram, of course, is equivalent to gros grain. Praed 
speaks of “Gossips in grief and grogram clad," a coarse stuff 
formerly manufactured from silk and mohair, 

Few frequenters of Whiteleys’ are ignorant of the meaning of 
millinery, and may possibly agree with the dictum of Conway that 
“A peer is an accident of birth, but a great milliner is a gift from 
above.” Yet not many of them could tell us that Afi/am is respon- 
sible for the name, where hats and bonnets and trimmings were first 
brought to perfection, 

We all object to the Aypocrife in the ordinary sense one who 





teres 
sheweth him to seem such as he is not,' i 


it simply means an acfor, s0 that the hypocrite is only acting a part. 
Pes ans wie ae) eee eee 
altar, But what is a bachelor? Some that it is derived 
eos the ell Boone Joceler alah from dex shel Eas 
ight ; while in barbarous Latin he is described as Aacealawress. 
farmer, from dacca, a dialectic variety of acca, 

‘Fr. cack. The Spanish form is JacsiMer, which means a prater, 
‘or babbler (not flattering to the inferior scx |), with which we may 


Alfred the Great called the women of his family the “ spindle side,” 
ag no young woman was deemed fit to marry till she had spun a set 
of body, table, and bed linen. 

Wife is from the Anglo-Saxon aif, from zi, to tremble, just a3 
woman =wifinan ; though some connect it with weave, and suppose 
that the spinner has developed into a weaver. Cf. Ger. meid. 

‘One of the most curious words in our language is the word idiof, 
In the Greek, from which it is taken, it signifies: (1) a private as 
opposed toa public or official person (so Jeremy Taylor says that 
“humility is a duty in great ones as well as in idiots,” this use being 
now obsolete); (2) a layman, or unprofessional person; (3) an 
ignorant man ;* (4) an imbecile, in which sense the Greeks do not 
ue it, and which is now the current signification, 

In days gone by ladies added to their attractions by wearing 
furbelows on their gowns.* ‘This strange word seems at first sight an 
English compound ; but in reality it goes back to the French falbasa 
(which means a pleated flounce), Ger. fa/bed, 

The word sycophant has a remarkable history. When we use 
the term we mean a servile flatterer or parasite. But this is very 
different from its original sense. In ancient Greece, in the district 
of Attica, there grew a number of sacred fig trees, the fruit of which 
it was forbidden to touch or export. The persons who gave in- 
formation against thase who transgressed in this respect were called 

* CE Knatchbull on 1 Cor. xiii. 13+ * Things not understood of them whoare 
but vdeors and understand no other than their mother tongue,”” 

* Ch. Longfellow = 

" Theie robes were of crimson silk, with rows 
Of bells and pomegranates and furbelows,”” 
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“fig-showers” (sycophants) ; hence in old English it is used as 
synonymous with “informer.” 

Coleridge describes the sycophant as “a wretch who flatters the 
prevailing party by informing against his neighbours, under pretence 
that they are exporters of prohibited figs and fancies.” 

‘We often apply the word paraphermalia in the sense of trappings 
of belongings. Helen Jackson speaks of “all the paraphernalia of 
an invalid,” such as pillows, &c. But who would suspect that it is 
a Greek word meaning “ besides the dowry,” and signifies all that a 
bride brings beyond her dowry and is not subject to her husband's 
control? 

The drama is a subject which interests most people in its two 
forms of tragedy and comedy. But fam afraid there are not many 
who investigate their origin. Z?agedy literally means “a goat-song,” 
either because a goat was the prize, in ancient Greece, given to the 
successful play, or else because the actors were clothed in goatskins 
to represent satyrs. Then it came to mean a fatal event involving 
mournful incidents. Cf. Barrie : “ Here was the tragedy of living on, 
more mournful than the tragedy that kills.” 

As to comedy, it strictly means “a revel-song,” or “a village. 
song,” with which the village buffoonery began at the Sicilian Megara, 
before Epicharmus gave it an artistic form. A later development is 
the “ Divine Comedy,” of which Lowell observes : “ Dante tells us 
that he called his poem a comedy because it had a fortunate 
ending.” 

Women of taste are naturally averse to dress which is ¢awdry, fe, 
tastelessly showy and gaudy. But this expression once enjoyed a 
less ignoble signification, as it meant simply finery of various kinds 
bought at the fair of St. Audrey, or Etheldreda. 

Men like Socrates and Seneca, who are indifferent to pleasure or 
pain, are described as.Stoies. A Stoic (Gk. stoa=a porch) literally 
signifies one who taught under a porch or colonnade, because Zeno, 
founder of the sect (B.C. 344-260), gave lectures in the famous 
‘Colonnade at Athens, which was adorned with frescoes of the battle 
of Marathon by the pencil of Polygnotus. 

The opposite sect of Epicureans derived their title from the 
philosopher Epicurus (sc. 341-270), whose ethical theory was that 
pleasure constituted the highest happiness. His high views of 
pleasure, however, have with us degenerated, and an cpicurean is 
one who is addicted to the pleasures of the table. Cf. Lytton: 
“Though a Norman was not gluttonous, he was epicurean.” 

‘The word sansalise carries us back to the region of Grecian legend. 





374 The Gentleman's Pome, , “= 
‘With us the verb means to torment by presenting something to excite 
desire, but yet keeping it out of reach. Diseae weesti ee 
like Tantalus. This son of Zeus, as a punishment for revealing his 
father’s secrets, was plunged in Hades up to his chin in water, 
with luscious fruits hanging above his head, both of which eluded 
him when he desired to drink or cat. 

All good writers endeavour to avoid solecisms, Ze. the violation of 
purity of style by the contravention of grammatical rules. The word 
means the mode of speech adopted by the Athenian colonists of 
Soli, a town of Cilicia, among whom the Attic dialect underwent 


Another town gives us the origin of the name sydarite, by which 
we describe one who is voluptuous or self-indulgent. A Sybarite 
was an inhabitant of Sybaris, a Greek city of Southern Italy noted 
for its luxury, and destroyed by the Crotoniates 1.c. 510, 

‘The word assassin also has an interesting history. A sect 
bearing this name (from the Arabic Aesdas/in, or hashish eaters) was 
founded in Persia in the year 1090, whose head was called the Old 
Man of the Mountain (ic. Mount Lebanon, to which they migrated). 
He sent forth his emissaries for deeds of blood, who became formid- 
able during the Crusades, inspired by their drink of hemp called 
hashish, Hence we apply it to those who kill treacherously and 
secretly. 

As to meander (=to wind about), we will let Mark Twain explain 
it. “We speak of meandering streams, and find a new interest ina 
common word when we discover that the crooked river Meander, 
in yonder valley, gave it to our dictionary.” The Maiandros was a 
river in Phrygia, in Asia Minor, 

Most quiet people have an instinctive objection toa girl who 
is described as a Aoiden. Miss Austen says to one of these: “You 
are grown too big a girl to play the hoiden,” é¢. a romping, ill-bred 
girl! But Milton calls a Jout or clownish fellow a “hoyden." It 
comes from the Dutch Aeyden (90 that the form Aoyden is closer 
to the source)=a clownish person, and is even connected with 
heathen, which many of these young ladies would hardly admit as 
applicable to themselves. However, heathen strictly means a dweller 
on the heath, or barren open country, In process of time, while 
Christianity became strong in the cities, the country people clung to 
their false god, and hence heathen came to signify an unbeliever. 
Similarly a pagan originally was only a countryman, from Latin pagus, 
=a district. 

* Miss Hoyden is one of the characters in Vanbrugh’s Aelepve: 
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The epithet anersid, applied to a barometer, in which the air 
pressure is exhibited without the use of fluid, is probably unique in 
being derived from the modem Greek (which, however, is connected 
with an ancient Greck word), viz, meron = water, the @ being 
privative, while the last three letters (in aneroid) signify form. 

‘The word curmudgeon |s an instance of a curious contraction, i.e. 
‘corn merchant, meaning onc who kept the price of corn up through 
avarice ; whence it comes to denote an avaricious fellow. 

Cordwainer = shoemaker, again, hardly presents an obvious 
original. Cordwain was a kind of Spanish leather used in the 
Middle Agesfor boots. It is derived from Cordova, a town in Spain. 
Cf. Spenser : “ The gilden buskins of costly cordwain.” 

The word é/ackguard, which we use to denote a low, coatse 
fellow, has an historical, if not a distinguished descent. Miss Strick- 
Tand tellsusthat the scullions and inferior servants of the English Court 
were clad in é/ach, and in royal and other progresses they would 
naturally have charge of the pots and pans; whence the name of 
black-guard was applied to these men. 

‘The word /ewd bas degenerated from its original sense, as it only 
meant one who belonged to the people, in contradistinetion to the 
cultured clergy. By an casy transition it came to signify ignorant, 
and then vicious (cf. “lewd fellows of the baser sort”). The word 
is formed from Anglo-Saxon /ewede or fod = the people. Cf. 
day = daic, from Greek /aos, people. 

Gossip is denounced from our pulpits as an unmitigated evil, But 
are we aware how high and responsible a function the gossip formerly 
fulfilled? Chaucer writes the word “godsib,” and the transitional 
form was godsip ; afterwards, by assimilation, gossip, Sib in Scotch 
means related. Thus the word means one related in God’s service, 
#e. a sponsor, Davies informs us that “at the christening of 
George Duke of Clarence, who was born in the Castle of Dublin, he 
made both the Earl of Kildare and the Earl of Ormond his gossips,” 
Alas! how are the mighty fallen! It now signifies one who 
runs about telling idle news, or the idle talk itself. To use the 
language of Dryden, “The common chat of gossips when they 
meet," 

A very curious expression is terymagant, by which we understand 
an abusive, noisy woman, or a shrew. In Shakespeare's time it was 
applied even to men, as Douglas is called “that termagant Scot" 
(1 Henry IV." v, 4). The derivation is uncertain. The old French 

form is fervagant, coming from the Latin, and meaning ¢hrice-twander- 
ing. Others regard itas a Persian term, #,¢, Tir-Magian (a Magian lord), 
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‘Termagant was represented in Freach romances as a deity worshipped 
by the Saracens or Mahommedans, and appeared in the old morality. 
plays as turbulent and of a furious temper, From the n 
robes which he wore the epithet may perhaps have fixed itself on 
women ; Chaucer, Spenser, Shakespeare (“ Hamlet," iii. 2), &e.,, 
mention him. Beaumont and Fletcher in “King and No King” 
say: “This would make a saint swear like a soldier, and a soldier 
like Termagant.” 

No character is more base than that of one who funders to the 
low desires or vices of others. The verb is derived from Pandarus, 
the Trojan chieftain, who procured Chryseis for Troilus. Cf. Shake- 
speare’s “Troilus and Cressida," iii. 2. Chaucer has also treated 
the subject in a well-known poem. 

Every young man would do well to have a "guide, philosopher, 
and friend "in the shape of a menfor. Matthew Amold, in one of his 
essays, says, “Shelley bowed to his mentor's decision, and gave up 
his Irish campaign.” Mentor is cclebrated in Homer and Fénclon 
as the friend and teacher of Telemachus, 

A stentorian voice may be useful toa sea-captain or a demagogue, 
though hardly agreeable in a drawing-room. ‘The adjective is 
derived from Stentor, the famous herald in the Trojan war, whose 
voice was as loud as that of fifty men, 

We are all familiar with the si/honeffe portrait of Edward Gibbon, 
prefixed to his works ; but all may not be aware that the name was 
derived from M. Silhouette, who was Minister of Finance in France 
in the year 1759, and who curtailed the public expenses so much 
that his name was applied to things that were excessively cheap, and 
so to the profile drawings in black cardboard or paper. 

Officers have a strong objection to a colonel who proves to be a 
martinet, i2.an over-strict disciplinarian. ‘The name is derived from 
Colonel Martinet, a French officer, appointed by Louvois as army 
inspector under Louis XIV., who was noted for his strict regula- 
tions, 

Abigail (Heb.=my father's joy) is constantly used as equivalent to 
a lady's maid (cf, Lytton's “Caxtons”: “The woman was dressed 
with a quict neatness that seemed to stamp her profession as that of 
an aéjgail"). “The Scornful Lady" of Beaumont and Fletcher 
appears to have given currency to the name in this sense. 

The doily (or doyly) is a well-known and useful adjunct of the 
dinner-table, 1 have seen a derivation which connects it with the 
Duteh dwaale=a towel, and a suggestion that it may be connected 
with Fr, ¢ofle and L, ¢ela, But my friend, the late Colonel D'Oyly, 
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told me that it was an invention of a relative of his, and hence got 
its mame, Originally the wine-glass had only a stem, without a foot 
to rest upon. When emptied it was turned upside down, which 
stained the mahogany. So Mr. D'Oyly invented a square piece of 
linen to prevent the bad result, And hence the name. 

‘The history of our word dusve is strange, being derived from the 
renowned schoolman Duns Scotus, of the thirteenth century, who, so. 
far from being a “ dull-witted person," was named “the subtle 
doctor” on account of his scholastic learning, and whom Master 
Hooker styles “the wittiest of the school-divines.” A member of 
the Franciscan order, he was a staunch supporter of the old, as 
opposed to the new, learning. When an appeal was made to his 
authority by members of the Roman Church, the party of reform, 
ridiculing those who objected to Hebrew, Greck, and Latin, would 
describe them as Dunsmen, or Dunses. Hence dunce came to mean 
an dgmoramus. It certainly seems a hard fate for the illustrious 
scholastic theologian. 

‘Some old gentlemen enjoy their glass of mgws at night without 
thanking the inventor, Colonel Negus, who flourished in the days 
of Queen Anne, and who was as great a benefactor as “ Old Grog.” 

A éridewedl brings with it unpleasant ideas of vagrants and other 
misdemeanants undergoing correction. But the house in Bridge 
Street, Blackfriars, derives its name from the well of St. Bride, or 
Bridget, over which a hospital was built. 

Asylum denotes at the present daya place of refuge for orphans, 
the blind, insane, &c. It is derived from two Greek words signify- 
ing without right of seizure, £¢. a place of safety, such as the famous 
asylum established by Romulus on the Capitoline Hill at Rome. 

Most of us are familiar with the great thoroughfare called 
Piceadilly ; but how few are aware that it obtained its name from 
the high collars or ruffs, called piccadils, worn in the seventeenth 
century f 

NVavoy, I believe, is the only word in our language in which two 
vs come together. It is really a contraction of navigator, because 
those who were employed formerly in river or canal navigation 
furnished the most capable men for working on the railways. 

Bedlam is « name commonly given toa madhouse, Pope says 
“All Bedlam, or Parnassus, is let out.” It originally meant the 
hospital of St. Mary of Betkichem, in London, which was subsequently 
converted into a hospital for lunatics. 

‘The elegant brougham and light stanhope derive their names 
respectively from Lord Brougham and Mr. Stanhope, for whom they 
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were first built Aackmeyis probably compounded of harked-nag, ie. 
a horse badly used ; though others derive it from the Dutch Aacken = 
hack, and megge =nag. Hence we get the abbreviated form, Aack, a 
‘worn-out horse. 

‘The rainproof markinfosh derives its name from Mackintosh, its 
inventor, just as the old-fashioned half-hoot called a diicher was 
called after Ficld-Marshal von Blicher, and the high boot, which 
displaced the jack-boot, was styled a Wellington after the hero of 
Waterloo, who introduced it into the army. 

From early Saxon times we receive the word wassail (AS. mes 
Agel), which properly means “be in health,” and was a greeting ; 
then it came to mean what in their opinion promoted health, viz, a 
drink made of ale, wine, apples, sugar, &c. ; and, lastly, the festival at 
which this wasdrunk. CY. Longfellow’s “Norman Baron": 

In the hall the serf and vaseal 
‘Held, that night, their Christmas waseail, 
‘Later on he seems to use it in the sense of welcome : 


‘Wassall for the kingly stranger, 
Born and eradled in a manger ; 


though possibly it may mean festive drinking in honour of the 
Christ. 


Husband comes from the Anglo-Saxon, and signifies house-master 
(iws+donda, connected with duem=to dwell; ef. Norw. donde= 
farmer). It has been suggested that Aushandman is equivalent to 
Aushandsman, meaning a working farmer. We might compare polices 
man, craftsman, &c. 

Father (A. S, fader) is connected with a Sanskrit root which= 
to feed or nourish, as he is the supporter of the family ; while 
mother (A. S. modor) is connected with a Sanskrit root=to produce. 
So the internal layer of the pear] oyster is called “mother of pearl” 
because it produces pearl. 

Daughter, according to Max Miller, is connected with a Sanskrit 
root dwh=to milk, duiifar being Sanskrit for daughter, The word, 
therefore, points to the pastoral and nomadic life of the Aryan times, 
when our forefathers lived in their Asiatic abodes, and when the 
daughter had charge of the cows, 

Son is from the A.S, su0nrié 

Dandy.-—This word is derived from Fr. dandin=a ninny. O 
ye shades of Nash and Brummell! Moliére in his play of “Georges 
Dandin” represents him as a henpecked husband, who marries 

1 So the hansom cab is derived from fts inventor, Mr, Hansom, 
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above his position, lives with his wife's family, and has anything but 
halcyon days. 

Argosy.—This means a merchant vessel with a rich freight. 
‘The derivation is uncertain. Some connect it with the ship “ Argo,” 
which went in quest of the Golden Fleece of Colchis; others with 
Reguse,a port-town of Dalmatia, from which the vessels sailed, Cf. 
Longfellow, “Belfry of Bruges "—“ Lombard and Venetian merchants 
with deep-laden argosies.” 

Botanical names are sometimes hard to explain: but many of 
our garden flowers are called after famous botanists, who introduced 
them, as the camelia was brought from Japan by the Jesuit Camel 
in the eighteenth century, the dadda from Mexico by a Swede 
called Dahl ; while the gardenia wos called after Dr, Garden, an 
American, the fuchsia from the German Fuchs, /ode/ia from the 
botanist Lobel! Masturtivm, on the other hand, is derived from 
masus and éortus, because its pungent smell makes the nose twist! 
‘The fanzy bears a name equivalent to that of the “immortelle,” 
derived from the Greek athanatos, through French éanaiste, 

The history of the word prestige is remarkable, We mean by it 
authority or ascendency bascd on past achievements. But L. 
prastigivm means a delusion, and in the plural jugglers’ tricks | 
‘What would the upholders of our national prestige in the eyes of 
Europe say to this? The association of the ideas seems somewhat 
strange. Was it that the acts of legerdemain won the performer a 
reputation which it was important for him to maintain? The 
French preserve the original meaning of magic, enchantment, &c. 

In beldam we seem to find a satire crystallised ina word. The 
“beautiful lady" has suddenly merged into a hideous old bag. Cf. 
‘Cowper, “ Transl. from Horace” : 


The beldame shook her palsied head 
As she perused my palm. 


By the way, how ingeniously ungallant were our forbears in coining 
such appellations for old Indies, however unpleasant they might 
be, as Aag, harridan, and crone| The last word is connected with 
¢reon, /.e. 9 \ow moaning sound, and so crone explains itself, 

Bucwancer bas as odd a sound as it has a history. The Caribs 
‘used to smoke and dry their meat on a wooden frame called 
& Surcan, or éucan. The buccaneer, therefore, was one who dried 
flesh in this manner after hunting. The first buccaneers, in the 
sense of pirates and frecdooters, were the French, who had followed 

* Ch. Woodwardia, &c. 
DDz 





A man who has been drinking “not wisely, but too 
said in nautical slang to be “half-scas over.” The allusion seems 
obvious enough; but a more recondite explanation has been 
suggested, fe. Dutch opsce sober = oversea beer, which ieee 
strong beer exported from this country to Holland. _ 

Tray cons contacto or topside ter way 
Cf. Shakespeare, “ 1 Hen. LV." iv. x: "Turn it tupsy turvy down.” 
Willy-nilty = will he, nill he (nil = not will), nokns voles: 
‘The church is the “Lord's house” (Gk, kyriake, Scot. kirk), 
while Fr. église comes from erlesia. The navy is 0 ealled because 
it resembles an inverted ship (L. navis), while the aisdes are, as it 
were, the rings (Fr. eile, L. ala). ‘The chance! owes its name to 
the fact that this part was enclosed with Jatfices, or a screen with 
lattice-work (L. cancedi!). The court of Chancery and its president, 
the Chancel/or, derive their names similarly from the cross-bars 

surrounding the seat of judgment. 

Catchpole was & constable who, with an instrument like a shep> 
nerd’s crook, formerly caught criminals by the sof? (polé) or head. 
The dumbailif = bound baiif, was an under-bailiff bound to the 
sheriff by securities, The sheriff was the shire-reeve; in Old English: 
shireeve, or governor, from A. S. gereft = governor or steward. The 
last word is properly = cattle guardian, from A. S. stignward, from 
stigu =a sty or stall, 

Mistaken etymologies are not uncommon in our language. A 
famous one is America, Columbus discovered South America in 
1498. He died in 1506, Afterhim Amerigo Vespucel, of Florence, 
sailed thither, examined the coast of Venezuela, returned to Spain in 
1500, and published a work in which he claimed the merit of having 
discovered South America, and from him the name was unjustly 
given to the New World. 

Again, the éerkey was erroneously supposed to have come from 
Turkey, whereas it was introduced into Europe from Mexico in the 
sixteenth century. The French imagined it came from India, and 
s0 called it dimde, ie. Poulet Inde, So the gipsy, or gypsy, was 
Supposed to have migrated from Egypt to Europe about r4r7, whereas: 
they appear to have come from India, their language containing a 
mixture of Persian, Armenian, Slavonic, and other dialects. 

Macaulay has observed that one may spend a pleasant hour in 
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Jooking over Dr. Johnson's English dictionary. There we frequently 
discover the great lexicographer’s predilections and antipathies, Take, 
for example, the word fensioner, which he defines as “a slave of 
state hired by a stipend to obey his master.” A pension means 
literally a weighing (pendo), hence a payment, since the old copper 
money of the Romans, as Paulus informs us, was weighed, not 
counted out. On pension Johnson remarks: “In England it is 
generally understood to mean pay given to a state hireling for 
treason to his country.” And this notwithstanding the fact that he 
himself received a pension without any stipulation. Take again his 
description of the word oats: “A grain, which in England is gene- 
mally given to horses, but in Scotland supports the people.” We can 
imagine Boswell’s indignation ! 

Again, his original definition of excise was, “A hateful tax levied 
upon commodities, and adjudged not by the common judges of 
property, but wretches hired by those to whom excise is paid.” 
This he subsequently altered. The description of network is 
thoroughly Johnsonese, “ Anything reticulated or decussated, at equal 
distances, with interstices between the intersections”! 

Of Zory he says : “ One who adheres to the ancient constitution 
of the State and the Apostolical hierarchy of the Church of England ; 
opposed to a Whig.” 

He originally defined pasterm as the nce of a horse, instead of 
the part of the foot between the fetlock and the hoof. When a lady 
asked him how he made this mistake, he answered: “Ignorance, 
madam, pure ignorance.” Similarly he confused the nautical terms 
leeward and windward. But these are only specks in the sun, and 
‘we must remember that even worthy Homer nods at times. 

We use the word salary in the sense of pay for professional and 
literary work. But its first connotation, as Pliny tells us, was money 
given to soldiers to buy sa/t (ra/), to which purpose, in course of 
time, it was no more restricted than pin-money is now to the purchase 
of pins, Augustus was the first to give salaries to governors of 
provinces and military officers, in order to make them dependent 
‘upon himself. 

Surgeon is a contraction for chirurgeon, which we find used by old 
authors, or those who adopt ancient forms ; eg. Sir W. Scott. It is 
derived from the Greek, and properly means one who words with 
the Aand (cheirourges). 

Sergeant, both in military and legal parlance, comes from 
servien|{]s=one who serves. 

* Ch Fr. chirwrgiens 
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(Chambers refers it to a method of settling a bargain, or exchange, 
each party putting his hand with money in it into a cap. 

Nincompoop, abbreviated into ninny, represents the Lat. non 
compos (mentis), one not in his right mind. 

Zany is from St. Zawné, a contraction of Giovawmi=Jobn. It 
properly means a merry-Andrew, which latter derives its existence, it 
is supposed, from one Andrew Boorde, a facetious physician in the 
time of Henry VIII. 

Ladies no longer indulge in the jasey, which was a wig made of 
Fersey yarn ; but Thackeray, in “The Kickleburys,” says, “ Lady K. 
wears a front and, I make no doubt, a complete jascy.” 

The word passion is interesting from an ethical point of view. 
Its primitive sense is suffering. (Cf. Litany, “By Thy Cross and 
Passion”). By an casy transition it came to signify any emotion 
which acts upon the mind, such as anger, love, sorrow, &c, We 
speak of the tender passion, a passion for war, lucre, &c. But when 
we say “he flew into a passion,” we restrict it to anger, rage, or fury. 
A passionate man, therefore, is not a strong man doing something to 
another, but he is actually a feeble man suffering under the un- 
governable impulse of his irascible emotions. 

In Butler's * Hudibras,” 1. 3. 14) we read: 

And having routed the whole troopy 
‘With vietory was coola-dowg,"” 


fe eluted. ‘This is the French cog @ hwppe, fe. a cock with a crest, 
alluding to gamecocks crowing after a victory, with elevated crest, 
By the way, the expression “‘a cock-and-bull story,” meaning one 
that is incredible, is said to represent “a concocled and dully story,” 
while some refer it to the A‘sopic fable. 

Tt is usual to describe as a cockmey one who has been born within 
the sound of Bow bells, It was originally applied by country people 
to those who lived in the luxurious city Cocagne, or Cockaigne, the land 

of cookery (Lat. coguo) ; though others derive it from A. S. eg=egg, 
and coken=of cocks, ie. a fabulous place of plenty, Lubbertand. 
For last cf. Carlyle’s Sartor”: “Though a whole celestial Lubber- 
land were the price of Apostasy. 

‘The words above selected will, I think, adequately prove what a 
wealth of history, anecdote, and instruction is embedded in our 
English language, and how well it repays all those who choose to 
delve in this inexhaustible mine, The theologian, the moralist, and 
the philosopher will find therein matter for deep meditation and 
wide-reaching instruction. The richness of our language, built up 
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as itis from so many clements—Anglo-Saxon, French, German, Latin, 
Greek, and even Arabic—makes it more interesting and fruitful than 
probably any other in the world. Such study teaches us to value 
our words, and not to regard them as mere counters for daily use, 
for, as the Wise Man tells us, “the words of the wise are as goads, 
and as nails fastened by the masters of assemblies.” In the hands 
of the poet they become pictures full of life and harmony, reflections 
of the bountcous Nature which encircles us, familiar, and yet preg- 
nant with deepest thought, when 

Bright-eyed Fancy, hovering o'er, 

Scatters from her pictured urn 

‘Thoughts that breathe and words that burn. 


LAUNCELOT D, DOWDALL, 


THINGS 
THAT ARE MADE AT HOME. 


HERE are certain old-world instincts in human nature that give 
a poetical significance to the simplest acts of daily life. It is 
in virtue of these that we find so great a charm in the word “home- 
made,” although it is employed, as a rule, with reference to the most 
commonplace activities by which we make up the round of our 
existence, If it is used in connection with anything less common- 
place, indeed, than eating and drinking, it loses its charm. When 
we talk of home-made furniture, or clothes, or mechanical con- 
trivances, the familiar word has none of the sweetness which, let us 
be as lofty as we like, we cannot help finding in it when it is used 
with reference to such things as bread and scones and preserves and 
wines. Most other home-made articles have an awkward or slip- 
shod look. But these frail cakes and evanescent wines have a 
pleasing quality which is not all due to the fact that we know what 
{sin them. A sentiment attaches to them which we do not care 
to explain, and which may be irrational, but is not unreasonable. 
‘There is more interest in things which are made specially for us 
than there is in things which are made in commercial indiscriminate 
quantities, and are paid for straight away in hard cash. ‘The home: 
made fare is much more nicely adjusted to our needs than the 
factory-made eatables, 

We feel this irrational delight in things that are made at home 
more keenly in these days than we did in the bygone times. We are 
letting our individuality get merged in the swell and surge of the 
hurrying city life of the day, and we need the particularising 
picturesque touches that the crafts of domestic life put into the 
gaudy dramas we are all enacting, to make us feel that we have an 
individuality worth cultivating. There is, therefore, something 
peculiarly satisfying in what is made in accordance with the 
thoughtful plan of the housewife who determines with zealous 
interest the needful conditions of our lives, At this critical time, 
too, we are in considerable danger of letting domestic skill of the 








homes and less friction in the doing of the many little acts which 
constitute their history and promote their health. Our wives are 
and have been domestic bunglers rather than domestic artists, 
‘Perhaps we shall wish them in the future to give us better home 


of public and professional life, and only some to be 
trained 


give them, we have long ago recovered from the eighteenth-century 
discase of affectation, which, as Lowell remarked, tuned a boot, in 
the language of some unhappy poet, into 

‘The shining feather that encased the limbs, 


and coffee into 
‘The fragrant julce of Mocha’s berry brown. 


‘Thus it is that we can find few more charming passages in 
Washington Irving than that which deseribes “the ample charms of 
a genuine Dutch country tea-table in the sumptuous time of autumn. 
Such heaped-up platters of cake of various and almost indescrib- 
able kinds, known only to experienced Dutch housewives! There 


= 
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was the doughty dough-nut, the tenderer oly kock, and the crisp and 
crumbling cruller; sweet cakes and short cakes, ginger cakes and 
honey cakes. And then there were apple pies and peach pies, 
besides slices of ham and smoked beef; and, moreover, delectable 
dishes of preserved plums and peaches and pears and quii 3 pot 
to mention boiled shad and roasted chickens, together,with bowls of 
milk and cream, all mingled higgledy-piggledy, with the motherly 
teapot sending up its clouds of vapour from the midst, Heaven 
bless the mark 1” 

George Eliot, who admired thrifty housekeeping so much and 
was so capable a housekeeper herself, is another writer who has 
given us many a pleasant glimpse into the mysteries of home-made 
things. These pictures were, of course, reminiscences of the early 
Tife which taught her so many home secrets that were worth knowing 
and brought her into contact with so many domestic geniuses, The 
homely details which the training of her childhood enabled her to 
bring into her narrative do not disfigure her work, because they are 
‘50 intimately associated with those sentiments that make up the best 
part of our lives. Thus, when she speaks of “such various and 
suggestive scents as of plum-cakes in the oven and jellies in the hot 
state," wedo not feel that she is talking in astrain much less dignified 
than that of the famous passage in which she brings to our remem~ 
brance “the sunshine and the grass in the far-off years, which still 
live in us and transform our perception into love.” 

When they discussed things made at home George Eliot and 
Washington Irving were surely not far from writing poetry, although 
they were only talking about cakes and fruits and preserves. This 
poetry we are nowadays in a position to enjoy to the full. We can 
quite well appreciate the wish to have home-made bread which 
‘Carlyle expressed to his wife, as some people think so unreasonably. 
‘The desire was not mere caprice on the part of the philosopher. 
‘There are some kinds of food which remind us of the nectar and 
ambrosia of the gods. Such, for example, are the fruit plucked from 
the tree the history of which we know, the blackberry jam with the 
fragrance of the autumn woods in it, the bread kneaded by our own 
wife, the cakes baked on our own hearth. In these cases the 
common is not commonplace, 

Bat food prepared away from home may be mere food. Some 
people think it is better food because the large firms that make and 
sell it nowadays command greater resources than are within the 
reach of the individual, and are able to use up-to-date apparatus for 
the making and distribution of it. But it is all manufactured for 
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probit, and it represents the least possible value that can be given for 
the money it fetches. It is made in the clever, sharp way which keen 
competition has necessitated, and has the mechanical finish which 
may hide many a dishonest flaw. Things made at home are 
prepared on a more generous plan. ‘There is no meanness in their 
making, no grasping stint, and no busy indifference, Surely it is not 
‘a mere fancy that those ingredients of our food which give us most 
pleasure are put into it by people of our own household. 

‘That we may have such women of skill about us at home is 2 
matter for which we should care in these cheap days. Our home 
life in the old sense is breaking up, and the question is, Can we 
prevent things from taking this direction, and, if we can, would it be 
well for usto doso? Since the married women do not like housekeep- 


turn middle-class women into drudges and higher-class women into 
employers of sort of foreign slave labour, would it not be better for 
usall to go and live in hotels? Probably the most sensible answer 
which could be given is that servants’ work ought to be organised 
into a municipal service, the conditions of which would be regulated 
in accordance with economic laws, so that it would be brought 
into line with other occupations to which different classes of people 
are devoting their energies at the present time. Servants would 
then be contented, independent, capable, and well-paid members of 
the community. ‘The work of their employers, too, ought to be a 
life career for which a special taining is given and to which special 
privileges accrue. The toils of our households would then be 
‘wrought on a scientific plan. ‘They would be many—though probably 
fewer than they now are—but they would be done speedily and skil- 
fully and easily. Then we should enjoy home-made yviands, and 
know that they were not prepared at the cost of much moiling and 
fuss, and old-maidishness, and sacrifice of cultare on the part of either 
mistress or servant, 

‘There would be many other things to enjoy as well in a thought 
fully planned house, with good appointments, which was governed by 
a thoroughly trained housekeeper ; but among them the good things 
‘of the table would not be contemptible, 

‘M. E, ROBINSON. 


LEAVES FROM AN 
COOKERY BOOK. 


HERE are, perhaps, many people who would be disposed to 

reckon cookery books among the didéia abiblia—books which 
are no books ; but it is worthy of notice that in Charles Lamb's list 
of such they do not appear, And, indeed, he who wrote with so. 
much feeling, almost tenderness, about those savoury dishes which 
his soul loved would scarcely be likely to include these manuals of 
the gastronomic art with Paley's “ Moral Philosophy ” and chessboards 
bound and lettered at the back. An old cookery book is, indeed, 
quite fascinating reading. The more modern specimens are apt to 
be prosaic ; we cannot rid ourselves of the sense of their severely 
practical purpose. But when it has grown old and venerable with 
years it has a distinct charm, for with its assistance we can conjure 
‘Up quaint pictures of the domestic life of the past, The background 
may be supplied by such old houses as have escaped the devastating 
hand of the restorer, and by those eighteenth-century chairs and 
tables which a credulous public is willing to believe that it can 
purchase in unlimited quantitics in Tottenham Court Road; but a 
cookery book will do something to breathe a life into these sur- 
roundings, and will bring before us a vision of the old-fashioned 
housekeeper in all her marvellous completeness, 

And in this constructive spirit let us take up the “Art of 
Cookery" of the great Mrs. Glasse, a book that in the eighteenth 
century was a classic in its way, and was stated by some—such was 
the respect in which it was held—to be the work not of Mrs Glasse 
atall, but of Dr, Hill; which gave occasion to Johnson to remark 
“how much better the subject of cookery may be treated by a 
philosopher,” and that “ women cannot make a good book," even on 
such a peculiarly feminine subject as cookery. 

Tt is a battered volume, clothed in that ambiguous unlettered 
calf that gives no clue to the contents, and may conceal anything 
from a collection of sermons to a Latin grammar, Our forefathers 
seem to have delighted in such bindings. But when once we have 





penetrated this obscuring veil we find a characteristic frontispiece 
with this legend underneath 2 
pete 


and in the illustration (cookery, it seems, was not considered an 
‘unworthy subject for the fine arts) the Fair is depicted in a mob- 
cap cighteen inches high, giving, as prescribed, her written directions 
to the prudent cook, who stands by, in an inferior and servile species 


evidence of her own economical(mind there are one or two Gelight- 
ful deceptions which she recommends. “If you have bet one 
pheasant, and want two in a dish, take a large full-grown fowl. 
Keep the head in, and truss it just 2s you do a pheasant; lard with 
bacon, but don’t lard the fowl ;fand nobody will know it.” And 
again: “At the time of the year when house lamb is very dear take 
the hind quarter of a large pig; take off the skin and roast it, and it 
will cat like lamb with mint sauce, or,with sallad, or Seville orange." 
She has much to say with regard to pig; which means, as in the 
Jocus clesticus on the subject, not mere pork, but sucking-pig. There 
is, however, a lack of tenderness in her treatment, “Take a fat pig, 
cut off his head, slit and truss him up”; the crude vigorousness of 
these directions is almost alarming. Pig was evidently favourite 
dish in those days, if we may judge from the multifarious ways of 
dressing it, or, in the book's more vivid manner of expression, “him.” 
“ Now you are to observe,” we are told, there are “several ways of 
making sauce fora pig- Some don't love any sage in the pig, only a 
crust of bread; . . . some love bread sauce in a bason; some love 
a few currants boiled in it, a glass of wine and a litle sugar.” 
Again, certain epicures would tolerate no detraction from the majestic 
appearance of the animal; for we read that ‘‘some love” (how that 
“love " would have appealed to Elia !) “a pig brought whole to table.” 

But there is, after all, but litle scope for what is fascinating in 
dissestations upon mere roasting and boiling. These are but the 
groundwork of the culinary art, for which a special genius is 
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unnecessary. There is, however, a refinement in the direction to use 
Ro iron pans for boiling greens or roots, "for they are not proper ; 
but let them be copper, brass, or silver.” The kitchen in old- 
fashioned houses is still resplendent with its rows of polished copper 
pots and pans ; but the vision of a cook boiling her cabbages in a 
silver pot is something more magnificent than the modern eye is 
accustomed to; and one cannot but wonder that the palate which 
could be induced to mistake fowl for pheasant and “pig ® for lamb 
should yet be able to detect the flavour of an iron pot in the 
vegetables. 

In the chapter intituled “Of Pyes” there is more of interest, and 
we are reduced to the confession that the art of making “pyes” is 
One that must have lamentably deteriorated. We read of a “ Shrop- 
shire pye” which contained, as pieces of resistance, two rabbits and 
two pounds of pork, but which had among its accessories cocks’ 
combs, oysters, nutmegs, artichokes, and half a pint of red wine. 
For “A very fine sweet lamb or veal pye” we are to take, among 
other things, candied citron, orange and lemon peel, raisins and 
currants ; and to add when it comes out of the oven a “candle” 
made of a pint of white wine and the yolks of three eggs, flavoured 
‘with lemon juice and sugar. A“ Devonshire squab pye” apparently 
consisted of sliced pippins and “ mution steaks cut from the loin” 
in alternate layers. 

But the most noble dish is a Yorkshire Christmas pie, for which 
we are to bone, by way of substratum, a turkey, a goose, a fowl, and 
@ partridge ; but this is not all. The receipt goes on to speak of a 
hare and “woodcocks, more game, and what sort of wildfowl you 
ean get" Truly there is need for the direction that the lid must be 
a “very thick one” and the crust well baked. Christmas fare 
suggests mince pics, which have, it seems, altered but little ; but we 
find among the season's delicacies no trace of our plum-pudding, but 
only the more ancient “plumb porridge,” such as Sir Roger de 
Coverley's Dissenting visitor ate of so plentifully as to convince the 
good knight that Queen Anne's Act against Occasional Conformity was 
having its effect. Perhaps the receipt is worth quoting entire; but 
it is not such as to make us deplore the disappearance of the dish + 
“Take a leg and shin of beef, put to them cight gallons of water, and 
boil them till they are very tender, and when the broth is strong 
strain it out; wipe the pot and put in the broth again; then slice 
six penny loaves thin, cut off the top and bottom, put some of the 
Tiquor to it, cover it up, and let it stand a quarter of an hour ; boil it 
and strain it, and then put it into your pot. Let it boil a quarter of 








dcrous magnificence; we are apt to picture a mere succession of 


‘enormous joints, bencath which the “mahogany” might not un 
reasonably groan, and to recall that monotonous menw which satis! 
Pope's Balaam in his less ambitious days, when 


One solid dish his weekday meal affords, 
‘An added pudding solemnised the Lord's 





But we read of a “ marinated fowl," beneath whose skin are inserted 


chickens, for which a silver or pewter dish isto be used, there is 
merely a little mace by way of flavouring ; but this, we are told, is 
“a very pretty dish for a sick person, or for a lying-in lady, For 
ehange it is better than butter, and the sauce is very agreeable and 
pretty.” 

There is a whole chapter on made dishes, such as the most 
fantastically minded cook of modern days need not despise, We 
do not call them “made dishes” now, nor do our menue 
their choicest delicacies by such names as “Snipes in a surtout," or 
“Pigeons transmogrified": which last “ will eat exceeding good and 
nice, and will yield sauce enough of a very agreeable relish." But, at 
any rate, the eighteenth century was not @ time when alternate sirloins 
and legs of mutton composed the housekeepers ideal. The bill of 
fare was varied enough, as the monthly: list will testify. Tt may 
somewhat shock our ideas of propriety to learn that our ancestors 
were accustomed to eat, in July, “young partridges, pheasants, and 
wild ducks called fappers or moulters"; but the catalogue of fishes 


doiphins, flying fish, sheephead, tollis both land and sea, sturgeon, 
stale, and chubb," Perhaps some of these by other names may 
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smell as sweet to the modern epicure, but the Billingsgate of our 
days knows them not. 

But the art of cookery had a lightcr and more fantastic side. 
‘There was not only the kitchen, but the still-room, that mysterious 3.3 
region sacred to the preparation of the more trivial delicacies, the) 
very fripperies of food, The name survives, but it is merely a name; ” Fe 
the good housewife no longer includes distilling and its kindred arts 
among her accomplishments. A hundred and fifty years ago things 
were different, and in the proper season she was busily engaged in 
gathering and preparing those various strange plants and flowers 
which constituted the raw material of those syrups and wines and 
conserves and waters which were the pride of her heart and the 
foundation of her renown. The “ Rambler" tells of a visitor toa 
country house, an admimbly ordered country house, who found the 
floor of his bedroom covered with sieves of leaves and flowers, 
which before the process of distilling had to be dried, and to that end 
were placed in the guest-chamber, because “no other room so con- 
Yeniently received the rising sun.” And, indeed, the receipts of the 
period presuppose a knowledge of botany at which the housekeeper 
‘of our day would stand aghast. A receipt for ape of tl “waters” 
—a medicinal water, it is true—contains some sixty kinds of roots and 
flowers and seeds, among them suth things as maidenhair, origany, 
winter savoury, colt’s foot, saxafrage, motherwort and sentory. The 
‘commoner ingredients of course are there: mint, rue, poppies, 
fennel, and so forth ; so if this was the water which the Rambler's 
hosts were about to distil, it is not surprising that the best bedroom 
floor was three parts filled with the materials. A curious compound 
is * Hysterical water," for which we are directed to take betony, roots 
of lovage, seeds of wild parsnips, “ mistletoe of the oak," myrtle, and 
‘a few other things, and, finally, a “quarter of a pound of dried mille- 
peds.” ‘The preliminary herbs are not altogether encouraging ; but 
dried millepeds” present still fewer attractions as an article of diet ; 
perhaps their flavour was in some degree obliterated by “three 
quarts of mugwort water and two quarts of brandy” which were to 
be added. The compound is to stand for eight days, and then be 
distilled, and wine pints of the invaluable product drawn off, sweetened, 
and bottled up for use, 

‘There were many such waters as these, but perhaps the most 
inviting is “Black cherry water.” The ingredients of this include, 
besides its eponymous black cherries, rosemary, balm, marigold 
flowers, and dried violets. A distillation of red roscbuds has also a 
picturesque sound ; but most of the Oe ee 
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‘not; it goes no further than the directions for bottling, and has 
‘not contemplated the possibility of sach ignorance as that of the 
twenticth century. 

‘There is a receipt for mead which is less mysterious. Five 
gallons of water and one of honey are to be boiled together, and 
a little bag of Rech preggers ne 
ecyrge a stecd ane onl, ah coomeh Sele Oy to 


make it Se an then kept in a warm place; “when it 
wrought weil,” the directions continue, “turn it 
you may drink it, having been bottled 2 month; bat if you keep it 
four months it will be better.” 
‘There are certain delightful syrups, too, whose names are quite 
falrylike. Is is hard to believe that such confections as “Syrup of 
* of “Syrup of clove gilliffowers” can be intended 
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wines was not above fortifying her productions, and perhaps the 
flavour of the “turnip juice” was not predominant. There isa 
pleasing old-fashioned sound in a “sack poset,” for the making of 
which four Naples biscuits are to be crumbled into a pint of new 
milk (another more luxurious receipt says “cream,” and adds the 
yolks of two eggs), and then, when it has boiled, we are to grate in 
some nutmeg, “sweeten to your palate,” and add half a pint of sack. 
Syllabubs, too, and flummery are among the daintics described, 
the former, in order that it may be made to perfection, needing the 
actual presence of a cow ; and there are all sorts of things such as 
we call trifles, and tipsy cakes and other frivolous viands ; certain. 
elaborate dishes, too, known as “ Moonshine" and “ Hedge-hog,” 
which are designed not only to please the palate, but to “look 
pretty in the middle of a table for supper.” 

But our cookery book, in spite of its expressed determination 
“not to meddle in the physical way," cannot resist giving two 
receipts, one for a specific against the plague, and the other for the 
cure of the bite of a mad dog, In time of plague we are to infuse 
muc, sago, lavender, and other herbs in white wine vinegar, with some 
“camphire,"” wash our mouths and temples with the preparation, 
and carry a sponge dipped in the same, “in order to smell to on all 
occasions.” The cure for the mad dog's bite commences with 
Bleeding and the taking of a strange powder in cow's milk, warm ; 
it then directs that the patient “must go into the cold bath or a 
cold spring or river every morning, fasting, for a month,” but, lest 
this vigorous treatment should appear too terrifying, we are told 
that he may keep his head above water, and need not stay in longer 
than halfa minute if the water be very cold. There is, moreover, a 
“ Powder for the heartburn” described which savours of the old-world 
type of medicines, for a conspicuous ingredient is the “eyes and 
claws of crabs.” Then, by way of appendix, we find an extremely 
trenchant method of dealing with bedsteads with a view to cleanli- 
ness, and a few miscellaneous receipts for lp salves and hair 
restorers. 

‘Truly there was a marvellous comprehensiveness in the art of 
the old-fashioned housckecper, She knew not only how to cook, 
‘but how to brew and to bake, to make ber syrups and waters, her 
preserves and her essences ; she would gather her herbs and 
her simples, and pickle everything that was capable of being 
pickled, from pork to cucumbers; she would supply her medicine- 
chest and the supper-table at her assemblies, even her wine-cellar, 
with the productions of her own ingenious hands. We can imagine 
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TRAITS IN THE LIFE OF A 
GREAT GERMAN LIBERAL. 


IN TWO PARTS. 


Pant Il. Sojovan ix Panis, 


OUTS BAMBERGER and his wife reached Paris safely, and 
for a short time stayed at a small hotel or pension, 
Trois Freres." The place is described by Louis as follows: 
Jandlady, as is generally the case, was elderly, and had some traces 
of past beauty and the equivalent experience of life. There were 
a few Aadituds at the table d'Adte, among whom the usual half-pay 
major was not missing. ‘The furniture, like the lady and the major, 
was worn out and not particularly clean. A smell of rancid butter 
and burnt fat mct one on entering the house, and remained so 
intimately connected with the place, that to this moment whenever 
I smell burnt fat I think of the Hétel des Trois Freres, But I 
liked the place for all that. What happy hours we spent there ! 
How we laughed! Were I not afraid of the Jaudator temporis acti 
Ishould be tempted to say, when I read modern sentimental and 
social novels and dramas, that at that time we looked at the world 
with more cheerful eyes, although we were refugees cast out of our 
Paradise." 

Tater on the Bambergers tock an apartment in the Place 
Vendéme. Louis did not escape the attention of the police, though 
it was only after he had been in Paris for some time that he was 
‘one day summoned to appear before the Directeur de la Sireté 
Publique. He took with him sufficient credentials, and soon 
‘entered into a friendly conversation with the Directeur, who asked 
Bamberger whether he would like to see his dosvi And a 
document was produced inscribed, “Bamberger, Louis, chef des 
bandes qui ont ensanglanté le Palatinat.” 

Bamberger's old friend, Moritz Hartmann, was in Paris and 
Tived at the same hotel. He was a brilliant conversationalin, and 
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the courtyard of the asylum he began to hum the joyous air from 
the Barber of Seville,” “Ecco ridente il sole.” Bamberger says that 
he could never forget the cruel comedy of that moment. The insane 
Russian only lived a few months longer. ‘This first sight of a 
Tunatic asylum made a terrible impression on Louis, for among the 
female inmates he recognised a young woman whom he had known 
as a blooming girl, and who was now a drivelling idiot. As he 
returned home, all the people he met seemed to him insane. But 
his companions commenced a literary conversation, and Turgenicff 
betrayed such a splendid memory and intimate acquaintance with 
German literature that Bamberger was quite astonished. Turgenieff 
recited on the way a long poem, “Der alte Thurmhahn,” from 
beginning to end without one mistake. 

Recalling this incident of the asylum our friend tells of an 
adjuration addressed by Maxime Ducamp to the director ofa German 
Junatic asylum in which Madame H., who became insane in 
consequence of the outbreak of the Franco-German war, was 
confined. “ Sauvez-moi, Madame H.," cried that ardent Frenchman, 
“et je vous donne I’Alsacc et la Lorraine 1” 

Speaking of sensuality in France, Bamberger observes : “All over 
the world sensuality is powerful as a goddess, but in France it has a 
peculiar stamp, mixed of love of beauty, refined taste, and sexual 
feeling, with cven a touch of intellectuality. Immorality in France 
is only one side of the universal and acute sensuousness of the 
French race. This disposition easily leads to excess, but at the 
same time even moral and refined people feel its power. The ties 
of kindred are much stronger in France than in Germany. In 
French romances the mother constantly plays a part. ‘The attraction 
of the ‘eternal feminine’ shows its power in the worship of mothers 
by their sons, that relationship being very tender in France. In three 
recent autobiographies, those of Renan, Gounod, and Meissonier, 
this sentiment is very unaffectedly expressed. How cold, by com- 
parison, seems Gocthe's affection for his excellent mother !" 

Space fails us to note here all that we find on these subjects in 
the pages before us, and also much that is interesting concerning 
the practice of law in France, and the manner in which Parisian 
Judges could be “ influenced,” if not bribed. 

‘We will again approach the sick-bed of Moritz Hartmann, and 
watch the figures gathered round it. Prominent is the Comtesse 
@Agoult, the friend of Liszt and motherin-aw of Richard Wagner, 
‘She lived separated from her husband, the then director of the 
Banque de France. She was a Mademoiselle de Favigng and wan 
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bom at Frankfort in 1805. In her “Memoirs” she depicts her child- 
hood, passed in that towa. Later,iwhen in France, she kept up aclose 
connection with Germany and the Germans. She wrote under the 

of Daniel Stern. Her principal work was 4 history of 
the Revolution of 1848. When she visited Hartmann, she was 
generally accompanied by her two daughters, Cosima and Blondine. 
Of the former we know that she became the wife of the great German 
composer ; Blondine married a Monsieur Olivier. Madame d'Agoult 
was a self-important, commanding woman, 

Soon after settling in Paris, Louis Bamberger procured an intro~ 
duction to Heinrich Heine, but, the poet being then terribly ill, 
Louis did not venture to intrude upon him, which he regretted 
afterwards ; for he says, ‘‘ When some celebrated man has died, one 
is always sorry to have missed any opportunity of speaking with him.” 

‘The most distinguished painter in the circles frequented by Louis 
was Gustave Ricard, now better appreciated by the world than before 
his death, He has often been compared to the great German painter, 
Lenbach ; but Ricard is more objective and discrect in his“ psycho- 
logy" than Lenbach, Bamberger considers his masterpiece tobe the 
portrait of Madame de Calonne, the wife of the founder of the 
“Revue Contemporaine.” She was a Pole, a highly remarkable 
woman, and the intimate friend of Ricard, which is perhaps the secret 
of his catching the spir#twef expression of her face. 

Ricard was a most careful worker. He would toil for months to 
obtain a certain mixture of colours, and spoke of vermilion and 
bitumen as if they were sacred gifts. He carefully studied the treat- 
ment of colours by the old masters; and would rise in the middle 
of the night to add a touch toa picture. It was he who taught our 
friend "to see,” 

Ricard was a handsome man, and possessed the “ finest intellect” 
Louis had ever met with, Coming into contact with many Germans, 
Ricard bad learnt the language, and took great pleasure in reading 
“ Faust," the dedication of which he knew by heart. He lived in 
great retirement, and considered it a misfortune to be obliged to go 
into society, 

Paul Chanavard was another artist-friend of our author, He 
was born at Lyons in 1807, and lived to be eighty-seven years of 
age, He looked like a Roman senator, but his imposing appearance 
was spoiled when he opencd his lips, for he was always hoarse, 
suffering from chronic laryngitis. Yet he was a great talker, and 
when in society no other man could get in a word. His rival in 
this respect was the astronomer Babinet, and when the two met 
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there was a regular fight as to which should speak. ‘Their friends 
used to say that the man who smeesed was lost, and once, when 
Chanavard was speaking and suddenly obliged to snecze, he quickly 
placed his hand on Babinet’s mouth, who was sitting next him, and 
held it there till he had finished sneezing and could speak again, 
Babinet, on the other hand, while talking, was quite oblivious of 
what was going on around him. Once, at a dinner, his friends 
jokingly offered him the same dish thrice running, and each time 
Babinct helped himself copiously, cating the food mechanically, and 
unconscious of the trick. Chanavard had no love of nature, and 
thought it very odd that people liked to take walks, Once a friend 
rushed into his studio and railed at him for staying indoors in such 
splendid weather, He dragged him out, past the ‘Tuileries into the 
Champs-Elysées, and kept crying, “Ah! qu'il fait beau! qu'il 
fait beau!" “I could not imagine," observed Chanavard when 
relating the incident, “what there was to admire!” 

Al tender friendship existed between Chanavard and the composer 
Rossini, though the former was never satisfied with what he had 
done, and the latter was a joyous epicurean who rested on his laurels 
quite early in life, and enjoyed his own celebrity. ‘The authorities 
had presented Rossini with a villa in the Bois de Boulogne, which 
was decorated by Chanavard. In winter Rossini lived very near the 
Bambergers in the Chaussée d’Antin, and they met almost daily. 
‘The exceeding comfort expressed in Rossini’s whole figure was always 
a delight to Bamberger. Rossini looked more like a Neapolitan 
comedian thana Roman senator. His portly chest was covered bya 
many-coloured velvet waistcoat, over which hung athick gold chain; 
his face wore an expression of good-natured irony, and he aver- 
flowed with dons mots. In this, however, Chanavard was his match, 

Among other celebrated artists with whom Louis Bamberger 
came in contact, he describes Doré as an elegant little man of no 
imposing aspect ; and Meissonier as an ordinary-looking blustering 
fellow with a thick-set figure, who would have been greatly surprised. 
could he have known that after his death William IL would wire 
deep-felt condolences to his widow, for the French artist and the 
German Emperor had no sympathy for each other. Meissonicr was 
fanatically French, and after the war hated the Germans with all his 
heart. Bamberger mentions that later on the great German painter, 
Menzel, met Meissonier in Paris, and that it was very funny to 
witness the interview, for the one knew no German, and the other 
no French. 

Tt was also after 87x that Bamberger met the greax Witoncal 
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painter Jean-Léon Gérdme.' “Géréme,” he says, “is one of the 
most splendid heroic figures I have ever seen, "The sunshine | 
French donhomie rests on his features, and he bas the 

refinement proper to the most elegant mousywe(aire type. 

polish and a joking Se ee 
He is still a mighty hunter, and full of youthful clasticity at seventy 
years of age.” 

A number of musicians and their relatives also pass before our 
eyes: the widow of Cherubini, “‘a stately, pleasing old woman"; 
and the Italian musical critic Scudo, greatly feared because of his 
severity, who looked like an old officer. He was once at a dinner- 
party given by Bamberger, and led the conversation. For some 
trifling cause he grew angry with his host, and said some insulting 
things, to which Bamberger replied moderately, wishing to ayoid 
scene. The other guests were surprised at Scudo’s behaviour, as he 
was known to have good manners. He remained a little while after 
the others had left, and when he was gone, Mrs. Bamberger told her 
husband that he had kept her talking for some time, and had 
exclaimed in an excited manner, “You sec in me the greatest and 
happiest man in the world!” Next day news came that Scudo bad 
gone mad that very night, and had been taken to a lunatic asylum. 
He never left it again. This was the third time that Louis 
Bamberger had witnessed the outbreak of insanity, and he was not 
‘spared the sight of another breakdown of intellect, to him the most 
tragic of all. “I was the first,” he says, “ to perceive that all was not 
right with Lasker's brain. But this time it was rather a failure of 
the power of thought than absolute lunacy. It was probably the 
tardy result of a violent attack of typhoid from which Lasker had 
suffered in 1874, and of the want of proper rest afterwards.” 

‘The “ Recollections” then wander to the subject of the clague, 
and our author discusses it at full length. He remarks that, as an 
orator is always something of an actor, he feels in 2 painful manner 
any indifference or inattention on the part of his audience, and 
infinitely prefers signs of disapprobation, A. political speaker, he 
says, has far more need of a c/ague than an actor, and an appropriate 
“ Hear, bear 1” or “Quite right,” thrown in by one of his party at 
the right moment, is a very encouraging and important thing, In 
Germany such encourmgement is often neglected because of the 
“‘niggardiiness of the German nature.” 

Returning to his musical reminiscences, Bamberger tells us how 
he became acquainted with the French chanson and the ehanson- 

1 Jean-Léon Gérbme has died lately. He was born in 1824.-—Ln We 1904 
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newrs, In his time their head and prototype was the celebrated 
Nadaud, who was originally a mason, and afterwards a republican 
deputy, and who derived his musical fame from the songs he 
wrote, sct to music, and sang. His “Deux Gendarmes” will 
probably be never forgotten. Tt describes two French sergeants 
marching at night along the highway with a recruit from Alsace. 
‘The sergeants praise the military career, and the recruit responds in 
broken French. As they march, day gradually dawns and the song 
ceases ; the sergeants have fallen asleep as they go. 

Géréme, the artist, was a patron of “Le Chat Noir,” and took 
Bamberger there. They entered a small house in a narrow street, 
and, passing through a common drinking-room on the ground floor, 
‘went up some steps to a room above. A white cloth was stretched 
‘9n one of the walls for the purpose of displaying shadow-figures, to 
which recitations and songs furnished the text. Dondies ententer 
and political skits entertained the spectators while they smoked and 
drank. Louis Bamberger found the whole thing stupid, and remarks 
that only the light-hearted temperament of Frenchmen could find 
pleasure in such slippery comedy and political scandal. 

In the days of Napoleon III. the /réres Symnet were as famous as 
Thérése and Yvette Guilbert are now, These brothers were twins 
from the Low Pyrenees, and were well received at Court. Much later 
(in 1896) Bamberger resumed his psychological study of the Parisian 
chanson at “Les Trétcaux de Tabarin,” the then new attraction, 
“All the world,” he says, ‘rushed to the place. It was a room 80 
small that smoking and drinking could not be allowed ; chairs were 
closely set for about a hundred persons. The audience for the most 
part was composed of people of the higher classes; the menappeared 
in evening dress, the ladies en grande foilette. One after the other, 
men in tail-coats stepped on to the small platform, and recited prose or 
dogyerc! in a sort of sing-song, to which accompaniments were played 
on a wretched piano behind the scenes, The worst songs went 
by the name of chanson rose; there is no denying that it needs a 
Peculiar talent for the invention, and especially for the recitation, of 
this kind of comic art. Its secret lies in the admixture of refine- 
‘ment and vulgarity, or rather of canar/ierie.” It was qi amazing, 
‘on coming out, to find a row of clegant equipages waiting in the 
street. Bamberger had the impression that the very footmen must 
‘have despised the taste of their masters. “But perhaps," he adds, 
“T over-estimated the lackeys.” 

Paris had a charm for Bamberger, he confessed, which no other 
city possessed. In 1853 he had the good fortune to pass Youre & 
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‘wonderful St. Martin's summer, the weather being quite magically 
‘beautiful. His first drive in the Bois de Bovlogne on the first 
Sunday in November was a thing to remember. The Avenue du 
Bois de Boulogne did not then exist. The route lay on a rather 
dirty road to the left of the Arc de Triomphe ; but in the Bois itself 
the elegant equipages and bright blue sky dazzled the eyes. 

‘At that time Bamberger had achieved a secure position. He had 
-a guaranteed income of not less than 12,000 francs a year, and it was 
sufficient for the moderate needs of his wife and himself, even in 
costly Paris. 

‘One of the clients of the bank was Lamartine, who was always in 
financial difficulties, spending more than his really large income, He 
liked to play the grand seigneur. A complete edition of his works 
was at that time published by subscription as a kind of national 
tribute to his genius, and the tale runs that the subscribers were 
received at the house according to the amount of their subscrip- 
tions ; those who had been liberal being taken into a room from 
the window of which they could sce Lamartine walking in a 
neighbouring corridor, while those who bad signed for only one 
copy of the poems might not penetrate further than the ante-room_ 
Lamartine used to go to the bank to draw a pension which the 
Sultan had granted him, but it was never clear what services he had 
rendered Turkey, 

Bamberger also met Van Heckerei at the bank, who had killed 
the Russian poet Puschkin in a duel. He was obliged to leave 
Russia and went to Alsace, but afier the Coup d'état sctiled in 
Paris, where he made himself useful to Napoleon III, and was even 
sent to the different courts of Europe to seek for a fitting wife for 
the Emperor, 

Another figure is that of the British statesman, George Goschen, 
who went to Paris to arrange the first Egyptian loan. He was at 
that time a junior partner. Bamberger never saw him again ull, in 
the seventies, he met him in Berlin at a dinner given in his honour 
by Lasker. 

By degrees Bamberger exercised a refraining influence on his 
uncle, who was of a too optimistic character, and apt to become a 
victim to project-makers. In this connection Bamberger tells us 
that Bismarck, the far-sighted statesman, was very liable to be 
imposed upon by speculators. “ Most aristocrats,” remarks our 
author, “have a liking for men who entice them out of common- 
place business calculations ; and for this reason princes and counts 
may even be found at the head of our colonial societies; and 
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medical charlatans live chiefly on the credulity of the Upper Ten. 
Ta bis house at Varzin, Bismarck kept at the head of his affairs a 


confidential man who was a frantic speculator, and Bismarck believed 


in this man more than in the most respectable representatives of the 
merchant class.” 

Bamberger sums up the result of his Paris experience as having 
settled all his doubts as to the career he ought to adopt; practical 
Knowledge of the great tasks of life, and daily intercourse with 
agreeable and highly cultured people of the most varied rank and 
profession, prevented him from feeling the prose of everyday business 
duties, He was also at the very root of all large financial operations 
and European politics. Each day the “ Moniteur and other official 
papers were eagerly opened in expectation of some coup de thélire, 
‘and from people “behind the scenes” reliable reports of what was 
being secretly concocted could be obtained. To all this was added 
the charm of Parisian life to a comparatively young man; and a 
lively circle of friends. Still Louis felt an undertone of discontent, 
“My inclination for politics and literature lay apart from the path 
of my work, and it was impossible to lead it into a new path while 
on foreign soil. I did not at the time recognise the great advantage 
of the schooling I was receiving, and only later, when I entered 
political life in Germany, did I fully estimate the value of all the 
disagreeable oscillations in my carcer; and I often thought how 
much more content I should have been during my stay in Paris 
could E have foreseen in what light I should regard that period in 
after years.” 

In 1859 Bamberger entered into an agreement with his uncle that 
if, when he died, he could not leave his wife an income of 4,000 
franes per annum, the firm would guarantee her a pension of 3,000 
francs. At the time when this agreement was made, Bamberger 
‘was tormented with the fancy that he had not long to live, and would 
leave his wife without means. Her father, to whom she was then 
reconciled, was a miserly though rich man, and on him his son-in- 
law could never reckon. Neither would he insure bis life, for he 
had come to the conclusion that the conditions of insurance were 
highly disadvantageous to the insured, and that people ought to have 
the moral courage to lay by what was necessary, without pledging 
themselves to pay premiums. 

‘Two years later Louis was scarcely better off. He had been in 
the Paris firm for eight years, and, during the last three, quite alone 
at the head of the bank ; but inall that time he had only saved 77,000 
francs. He had kept his annual expenses down to the low gure of 





Towards the close of his stay in Paris, several good years made 
up for the previous cight. In 1366, when he decided to go back to 
Germany, he had got so far that he could live well on the income 
derived from his savings. 

By this time he had obtained keen insight into the political and 
financial affairs of the world, as well as into the special intellectual 
and social life of France. During all this time he had contributed 
articles to the German papers, and in 1864 his paper on “ Berlin in 
Paris," and a review of Renan’s “Life of Jesus," bad excited great 
attention, and kept up his connection with North Germany. The 
review called forth a letter from Ernest Renan, which is quoted as 


follows 
“Paris: 28 novembre 1869. 
“Cher Monsieur,—Je ne veux pas attendre la fin de votre beau 
travail pour vous dire combien je suis fier d'étre comparé & de tels 
mattres, et de recevoir cet honneur de vous. Votre travail fera bien 
comprendre au public frangais des vérités qu'il ignore trop, et dont 
Vignorance le méne i de grandes fautes. Je suis effrayé de l'avenir 
d'une nation qui ne se reconnaft aucun ancttre, aucun droit, aucun 
pacte, aucun devoir qui ait plus de 75 ans. Ce seront des voix 
grandes et sires comme la votre qui le méneront A une philosophic 
plus large. Je suis on ne peut plus heureux de vous avoir inspiré 
de si bonnes pages. Croyez & mes sentiments les plus sympathiques 
et les plus dévouds, 
“E. Renan,” 


Speaking about the attempts to reconcile the Alsatians with their 
fate after the Franco-German war, Bamberger remarke that such 
attempts could not succeed, even had the Germans been angels 
from heaven, and that the chief fault lay with the German officials, 
who believed that prejudice might be driven out of the Alsatians by 
harsh and arrogant treatment, and that they must be (allegorically) 
whipped into liking the German rule. But the fact was that neither 
severity nor kindness could effect this, The French language, mode 
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‘of thought, and manners had become a habit in Alsace, and as all 
of these had many attractions, while the North German habits and 
ways had many disagreeable qualities, the feeling that resulted was 
decisive, and the Alsastians keenly missed the want of a share in 
French life and government. “This is a fact,” remarks Bamberger, 
“which, apart from all praise or blame, stands onits own feet, When 
Prince Hohenlohe-Schellingsfiirst,” he goes on, “became Governor 
of Alsace, he spoke to me about the difficulty of his task. ‘Take 
things as quietly as possible,’ I advised him, ‘and do not believe that 
things can be changed by acts of government. No god or devil can 
make the Alsatians really content with their fate. Spare yourself 
and your assistants all useless worry, and lead as easy a life as 
possible.’ I believe the prince appreciated my advice, for he lived 
in harmony with it, and often felt himself to be in contradiction with 
the severe orders that came from Berlin ; but he thereby earned the 
gratitude of the province, which saw him depart with regret." 

We pass on to a description of Lesseps. Bamberger writes : 
“ At the time when the Panama Canal brought thousands of francs 
into his purse Lesseps had established a truly royal household, and 
at, more than sixty years of age married a young and beautiful 
creole, who bore him many children. The old man was very fond 
of her and them. I can still see him, not long before the great 
catastrophe, ridingin the Avenue du Bois de Boulogne, with his white 
| locks waving in the breeze, accompanied by his wife and a whole 
troop of sons and daughters on horseback, attracting the gaze of the 

ers. But even then a clever friend remarked to me, ‘ There 
he goes in all his glory, his robust old age, and world-wide celebrity ! 
But in his moral character he is ripe for prison,'” 

‘Louis Bamberger was intimate with M. Adam when the latter's 
friend and future wife, Juliette La Messine, was already separated 
from her first husband, a reputed ex-monk. Juliette still called here 
self by his name, but wrote under the pseudonym of Juliette Lamber, 
She was a very beautiful and amiable woman. Her notorious 
connection with Adam prevented her from entering the highest 
society, so that both were all the more pleased that she was admitted 
to the smaller circles in which Bamberger made her acquaintance, 
Her romances were yery poor, but Adam's position in the journal- 
istic world procured for her entrance into the feuillctons of the 
great papers. When M. La Messine died she married Adam, and 
soon opened a political sao in their large house in the Boulevard 
Poissonniére. Julictte Adam, the mother of a very brilliant and 
beautiful daughter, soon collected together a circle of literary 
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‘very much at home among them. After the fall of the 

‘M, Adam became Prefect of Police ; then 2 member of the: 

ment de la Défense Nationale ; then'dépuly and! seuator and and died in 
1877. Madame Adam was « public Ggure during the Franco 
German War. She did all she could to keep up the courage of the 
acide ing the ge 96 ea ee 


‘Her salon rose to greater glory, she founded the “ Nouvelle Revue,” 
and after the death of her husband entered into close relations with 
‘Gambetta, so that ft was even reported that he would marry her, 
‘She had really great influence in the political world ; many prefects 
and sub-prefects were created in her salon, “It is a fact,” says our 
author, “that the Russian alliance was talked of in her sa/on as an 
aim to be attained. Madame Adam even went to Russia to help in 
its achievement, but was not received as well as she expected. And 
afterwards, when the Russian fleet came to France, and also during 
the visit of the Imperial pair to Paris, Madame Adam was of no 
account. Her mission to Hungary also ended in smoke, Her 
intimacy with Gambetta had ceased some time before his death, and 
had probably never been anything more than friendly, for he had at 
that time a /faison with another woman.” 

By far the most interesting literary lady Louis Bamberger ever 
met was George Sand. She impressed him as remarkably unaffected, 
and at her own home appeared exactly as one knew her in her 
letters, without & trace of self-esteem. She was already aged, but 
well preserved, rather stout, and very lively, She smoked cigarettes 
constantly, The conversation turned on the Arago family, whom 
she knew very well. She described Emmanuel Arago, the ambas- 
sador, and his uncle Etienne, the author of some vaudevilles, as very 
unripe men, and ended her disrespectful observations with the words, 
“ Emmanuel is five years old, and Etienne three.” 

Bamberger thought the aristocratic society of this time more 
moral than that under Louis Napoleon, who has indeed been often 
reproached for encouraging luxury and corruption. 
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In another smaller Parisian sa/on the principal figures were Littré 
and Henri Martin. Littré was the model of a philanthropist and 
savant, exceedingly unassuming and amiable in manner. He was a 
small man, of about sixty years of age, but his smooth long hair was 
sill jet-black. He looked clever, but not distinguished. 

Henri Martin, a very tall man, was cqually unworldly, and Bam- 
berger’s uncle used to say that Littré looked like a cobbler who had 
sold his stall, and Henri Martin like the man who had bought it, 

Liuré, as is well known, was the interpreter and principal 
propagator of Comte’s philosophy. His relations to Germany were 
shown by his translation of Strauss’s “Life of Jesus,” and his 
character by his mode of life. He occupied, with his wife and 
daughter, and without any servant, a very cheap apartment at one 
end of Paris. He obstinately refused the order of the Légion 
d@’Honneur. A medical man who had left off practice, he neverthe- 
less made an exception in favour of the poor in his neighbourhood, 
whom he would attend when asked. He had fought on the 
barricades in the July revolution of 1830, when he was twenty-nine 
years old. Bamberger remarks that he never saw a man who gave 
such an impression of being a deep thinker and noble philanthropist. 
His mildness and unselfishness were really touching. 

Henri Martin was also stamped with the impression of exceeding 
goodness. He was never so great as Littré, but he was a celebrated 
historian. He was thoroughly romantic, and one of the first to 
glorify the “Celt in the national character. His nature was tender 
and mystical. 

Another personage was Ruffini, the author of “‘ Doctor Antonio.” 
He was a refugee of the thirties, and lived a long time in England. 
His soft, melancholy eyes, noble head, and tall figure made him look 
Tike a martyr. 

Eugéne Forcade was also one of those whom Bamberger knew well 
He was a master of delicate irony, and his articles in the “ Revue des 
Deux Mondes " were eagerly expected, and became the talk of the hour. 
‘He had one great fault—laziness, and his editor used to lock him up 
until he finished a promised paper, 

Once Bamberger spent with him a few days in ‘Turin. Speaking 
‘of Pio Nono, Forcade laughingly said that people in Rome believed 
that the Pope had the evil eye, and told many funny stories in proof 
of his assertion. Yet, as he talked, he held his hand under the table 
and made the sign against the evil cyc, belicving that Bamberger 
would not see the gesture. 

At the time of our author's residence in Varis, Wagner was nevex 
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maison de 
to which nervous or overworked people used to go 
month's rest. Sefrdes took place, to which the 


Gounod 
infrequently suffered from attacks of mel pat ar are 
the Bambergers met him at Dr. Blanche’s institute, The whole 
company begged Gounod to sing, and he complied, singing 2 
number of the songs from “Faust.” His personal appearance 
increased the charm of his singing. He had a beautiful face and 
head, crowned with abundant grey hair. It struck Bamberger that 
many musical geniuses had this peculiarity. 

Louis Bamberger also met Sainte-Beuve, at that time nearly sixty 
years of age. He was the true pendant to Littré, Both were 
stupendous workers; each was absorbed in his literary mission; 
both lived in great retirement, and yet were on friendly terms with 
the world. They werea mixture of Benedictine monk and amiable 
philosopher. 

Sainte-Beuve looked like a priest, the result of his mode of life. 
He dwelt alone in a small house in the Rue du Mont Pamasse. His 
room was bedroom, parlour, and study in one. pet 
rather stout man, with a round face and rosy 
oguish eyes sparkled when he welcomed his guests. He eee 
velvet cap on his bald head. The middle of his not lange room was 
occupied by an immense square writing-table, heaped with books 
and papers. ‘The bed was in an alcove. The walls were hidden 
by bookcases. Sainte-Beuve once told Bamberger that he envied 
him his knowledge of languages, for he himself knew only his own. 
His household consisted of his secretary and three female domestics, 
one of whom had only one arm. 

OF Prosper Mérimée, Bamberger tells us that he looked like an 
English M.P. His manner was rather cold. He was a man of the 
world, going a great deal into society and to court, for he was an 
intimate friend of the Empress Eugénic and all her family, He was 
a great admirer of the leaders of the dem#monde, such as Madame 
de Paiva, who was the daughter of a Jew tailor fram Moscow, and 
the owner of a magnificent palace in the Champs-Elysées, 

We must linger a little on the figure of Madame Caroline Joubert, 
with whom Bamberger formed a friendship that lasted till her death. 
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She was born in 1803, and at fifteen years of age married a man 
much older than herself. She had a charm which she retained until 
old age. She was very small, even for a Frenchwoman, with tiny 
hands and feet of which she was proud. She had regular features, 
and such magnificent eyes that one could look at nothing else. 
‘The expression of her face was clever and slightly malicious, At 
first meeting her, Bamberger felt uncomfortable, and found later that 
everyone had the same impression, She had one child, a daughter, 
by her first husband, and between this daughter and her mother, 
who was only sixteen years older, there existed a tender and close 
friendship. Though both ladies were widows when Bamberger made 
their acquaintance, they kept separate households under one roof in 
the Rue Montaigne. They neither of them cared about food, and 
considered cating a disagreeable necessity, but when they had guests 
they took care to provide an clegant, abundant, but not luxurious 
table. 

Madame Joubert had large experience, was wise, highly cultured 
and far-sighted. Yet she believed in table-turning and clairvoyance, 
and was totally unlogieal. When Bamberger first knew her, she was 
not at all a public character, but she was a type of the older aristo- 
cratic generation. Very interesting was her connection with Alfred 
de Musset, who was younger by ten years. But according to 
Parisian notions she was still a gay, charming, and beautiful woman. 
Her regard for de Musset was a mixture of flirtation and motherly 
friendship. One evening, when her guests took a fancy to give each 
other nicknames, she called de Musset “' le prince Phosphore de cceur 
volant," and the name was enthusiastically adopted. In return, he 
dubbed her ma marraine. 

Bamberger met the Countess Kalergis (who was adored by Alfred 
de Musset) at a matinde given by the Prince and Princess Tribelzkoz, 
‘The countess wore a bright summer toilette, with a large straw hat 
crushed into all sorts of shapes on her beautiful head and fair hair. 
She was laughing, and talking loudly, the very picture of a lovable 
and muchadmired beauty. 

When de Musset fell into the deplorable habit of drinking, his 
marraine made an attempt to save him, She invited him to a serious 
interview. ‘That was in August 1844. But de Musset managed to 
contradict the accusations made against him, and represented him- 
self as calumniated. Madame Joubert subsequently wrote to his 
brother Paxil saying that she had been quite reconciled to "the poor 
boy,” and that he had written a sonnet to her the next aay which 
shad moved her to tears, Her friendship with him wa perfectly 
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innocent, but at last she felt that she had been mistaken in bim, and 
during the last years of her life she always changed the conversation 
when it happened to touch on her former friend. 

‘She was also intimate with Heinrich Heine, but not in the same 
degree. However, she inspired him with one of his poems, for she 
took the Countess Kalergis to visit him on his sick-bed, and the 
following day Heine wrote the verses on the “white elephant" in 
the “Romanzero,” Heine called Madame Joubert “ma petite fée,” 
and her small foot is often mentioned in his letters. He paid her 
‘his last visit in January 1848, when be had to be carried up the 
stairs of her house, and no sooner was he placed on a sofa than he 
was seized with alarming convulsions. When he came to himself, 
and Madame Joubert reproached him for having made sach an effort 
and leaving his house, he replied that it would certainly be the last 
time he could do so, and that his case was hopeless. He had come, 
he said, purposely to make her swear that she would henceforth visit 
him regularly, and if she refused he would come and frighten her 
again. Of course she swore, and kept her oath faithfully. She 
became his comfidente in domestic matters and in what concerned 
his wife Mathilde, to whom, in spite of some difficulties, Heine 
remained kind to the end of his life. Madame Joubert afterwards 
related that Heine, in his testament, declared that his cousin Charles 
had solemnly promised to take care of his (Heine's) widow ; but 
Charles told Madame Joubert that it was all an invention, and done 
to touch the honour of his rich relations and induce them to take 
care of Mathilde, 

‘Through his acquaintance with Madame Joubert, Louis Bamberger 
obtained great insight into French life, and had many opportunities 
of studying the past and the present; the ancien régime and modern 
society ; literature, art, and politics; all within the compass of one 
small sa/on, in the company of a hostess who was a close observer, 
and to whom the study of mankind had become a vocation. 

Our author describes the pleasant garden-room in Madame 
Joubert's summer villa Courvolant, near Marly, where the old servant 
Marie was on confidential terms with the guests ; and the cosy, warm: 
roominthe Rue Montaignein winter, with the glowof itsopen fireplace. 
His intimacy with the hospitable mistress of these pleasant homes 
lent a charm to the last ten years of his life in Paris. During and 
after the Franco-German war the friendship continued ee 
When hostilities commenced, Madame Joubert, her daughter, and 
granddaughter went to Lausanne, whither Bamberger took his wife, 
leaving her with his old friends when he returned to Versailles, 
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They felt the separation deeply, but were able to correspond without 
interruption. Mrs. Bamberger remained at Lausanne until the 
following March. In 1873 Bamberger welcomed Madame Joubert 
and her family back to Paris, But this time their acquaintance 
was carried on with some secrecy. Still later, correspondence 
by letter was continued until the death, first of Madame Joubert, 
later till that of her daughter; while up to 1898 it was continued 
with the old lady's grandchildren, and in that year, too, the “ Recol- 
lections” we have been skimming come to an end. 

In 1863 Bamberger had left Paris to go to some friends and 
relations at Baden-Baden, He was then forty years of age, but felt 
“very young” and quite ready to begin a ita nwona, for in France 
he had never been able to get over a feeling of strangeness His 
mode of thought had always been so different from that of his 
French friends, and, besides, he was cut off from all active partici- 
pation in politics. 

Speaking of the beginning of his new life when he returned to 
Germany, he says: “If anyone had shown me in perspective the 
picture of things which three years later were to be realised, and had 
told me that the time would come when I should be reproached with 
advocating French and personal advantages, and even with having 
a Jewish conception of things, I should have thought him mad |" 

Henceforward Louis Bamberger was very active in journalism, 
contributing to the “ Kélnische Zeitung,” and expressing his indig- 
nation atthe cruel, humiliating treatment to which political prisoners 
or accused were subjected. To the end of his life he fought against 
such horrors as practised in Germany. His article dated October 15, 
1865, on this subject is fully quoted in the book before us, and may 
be read even nowadays as a useful lesson. 

We are now close to the termination of the “ Recollections,” and 
everyone must wish that they had been carried on to the end of 
their author's life. 

In the summer of 1864, Bamberger intended to go to Germany 
for a long stay, but his health was so impaired by overwork that he 
was ordered by his medical man to go to St. Moritz On the 
return journey he and his wife stayed at Interlaken, where, in the 
Hotel Jungfraublick, they met with some old friends, among them 
Lasker. On his return to Paris, Bamberger became absorbed in the 
business of the bank, and his literary efforts were considerably 
reduced. He now saw his way to retiring from business with a 
‘sufficiently large fortune. But the sharp conflicts between Bismarck 
and the Prussian Chamber more and more hindered Bamberger’ 
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intention of returning to his fatherland and entering into political 
life. The news from Berlin was very hopeless, and Bamberger 
remarks: “It is very characteristic of the fundamental feature of 
German development that Jwmkerthum is seen like a red thread 
friends, and till this very day that thread is not broken, but is 
stronger than ever. When during the good years from 1868 to 1874 T 
happened to converse with an old acquaintance, a Catholic Democrat 
from the Rhineland who disagreed with my enthusiasm for empire, 
he remarked, 'My dear friend, you do not yet know the Prussian 
Junker!" How often since then have | remembered those words, 
and how unhappily they have been justified !” 

With this last utterance the “ Recollections" suddenly come to 
an end, and with them perforce our gleanings from this highly 
interesting sketch of a portion of a great man's life and experiences. 


LILY WOLPFSOHN, 
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TABLE TALK. 


VIOLINS. 


MONG the forms of craftsmanship most closely allied to art is 
A the manufacture of stringed or bowed instruments. Violin- 
making is, of course, a mechanical occupation ; and beauty of design, 
though welcome when it is exhibited, is not the primary aim or the 
highest accomplishment of the craftsman. Symmetry of shape is, 
oe course, an enhancement of value and delight; and though the 
statement of Leopold Mozart, father of the great musician and 
author of the Versuch efwer gritmdlicken Violinschule, is true—that the 
choice of a fiddle on account of its beauty of shape and its varnish 
is like the selection of a singing bird for its gay plumage—yet grace of 
colour and design will always attact the collector who is not also an 
‘t. It is something more than a coincidence that the violins 
and violas of the best makers are artistically the loveliest works, and 
that (to sclect the very best) a Stradivarius of 1710 is, apart from its 
tone, an object on which the eye will lovingly rest. Older forms of 
the instrument, popularly known as the “crowd” or the “ rebec," are 
not wanting in élegance of shape, though the movements they exact 
from the performer have no corresponding grace ; while if we go back 
still farther to the primitive viol we find instruments with little more 
claim to shapeliness than that resonant frying-pan, the modem 
banjo, It has been held that violin-making was, to some extent, a 
Jost art, and [ have myself been under the impression that the craft 
had all but per shed during the last century. It comes, then, as a 
relief and a comfort to learn that the renaissance which distinguished 
in this country the latter half of the past cer ‘extended to violin- 
ing, and that fiddles arc to be found of lem make which are 
as fine examples of the luthier’s art as the world has ever produced. 
‘This encouraging assertion I derive from the British Vioiin-makers, 
Classical and Modern, of the Rev, William Meredith Morris, B.A.¥t 
the best and most authoritative work on the subject of the British 
craftsman with which T am ieee It is not, like the noble 
Antonio Stradivar! of Messrs. Hill, devoted to the glorification of 
‘one individual, or even of aschool; but after a few introductory 
pages on schools of violin-making, on wood, varnish, workmanship, 
the bridge, and on theories concerning tone, it develops into a bio- 
gray and critical a of violin-makers, from the foundation 
of the classical school until to-day. As it deals largely with men still 
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CERTAIN measure of interest Laan attends pri 
inted books. ‘This is especially true koh 
jie of men whose functions in the world have useful 

rather than brilliant. Such a man was Benjamin Franklin 
a Life of whom, by Mr. George Manville Fenn, eee 
for private distribution the Chiswick Press. To the a1 


i be regarded 
an assiduous and indefati leo eee 
heavily indebted than is believed. Hs relation to founder of 
the Vermont Historical Society, whose son he was; his marr 


George Peabody, and consequent connection with the famous Trast ; 
and the position he occupied as Dispatch Agent in London of the 
American Government, would in any case have eee ae from 
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popularity, the work he accomplished with regard to the inter- 
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association, he air is » Henry St in 

American forthe British Museum ; the result of the associated 
labours being that the institution named is richer in 

class than any bes od library in the United States, 
occupation was combined that of purchasing in 

searce books for the great American libraries, with the 
in Book Prices Current few names aj more sea 
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his SC itan works belonging to jor literature 
Booksellers knew him well, and to him more Hee ae 
is due the increase in the prices of early editions of i 

More may not be said; but none who knew him will grudge 
passing tribute to a loyal, hard-working, and conscientious expert: 
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IN CAMERA. 
By Georce B, O'Hattoray. 


‘HE Hon. Peter Crackthorpe had retired to his estates, owing 
toa difference of opinion betwixt himself and the Admiralty 
ona point of duty. The point in question was of a most difficult 
and delicate nature, something too remote from everyday dere- 
fictions to be profitably adjudicated upon by the matter-of-fact 
mechanism of a court-martial, Yet the court had seemed to dis- 
cover no important obstacle in the path of its decision ; and the 
gallant officer (who, be it remembered, had voluntarily placed him- 
self under arrest) was “honourably discharged from his Majesty's 
service without a stain upon his character.” The paradox of 
honourably discharging an officer for an infraction of duty does not 
seem to have presented itself to the martial and courtly mind, The 
President was a mighty seaman, in whose training the detection of 
logical errors had formed no part—splendid with grape and canister, 
but no good at ethereal subtleties. 
“You tell us," said President to prisoner, in the course of the trial, 
‘ that on the one hand there were fifteen spirit-smugglers, with scarce 
a cutlass amongst them, and on the other hand—mark me now, sir— 
‘on the other band, you and your forty marines with muskets and full 
rounds of ammunition; the whole lot of you thrown together by 
the act of God on a fifty-foot cutter—kinder act of the Almighty I 
never heard of—on a fifty-foot cutter, I say; and what repayment 
did you make Providence? Pray tell the court.” 
Lieutenant Crackthorpe bugled in his throat for an appreciable 
Vou, CCXCVL NO, 2081. as 
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space, in the manner of most speakers who are uncertain in their 


‘oratory. 

“Him. Tt must always be remembered—yes, remembered—that 
these fifteen fellows—these fifteen drave fellows”—with a look of 
circling defiance—* had saved the lives of my marines "—too modest 
to mention his own insignificant existence in such exalted company— 
“yes, of my marines, at great peril to themselves, That's the 
precise situation—I would repeat, at ‘great /péril to themsclyes——” 
‘The President rose, full of speech. 

“ But placed as they were, Lieutenant Crackthorpe—consider it— 
by a tender Providence—under the barrels of his Majesty's muskets 
—on a fifty-foot cutter, where they might, every man jack of them, 
have been shot down in case of resistance—and you let 'em off |” 
The speaker writhed at thought of the wanton act, and torture was 
written on his face, 

The other members of the court interjected “Certainly” and 
“Of course,” which the gallant Lieutenant gradually discovered were 
not signs of agreement with himself, though at first sight they had 
all the appearance of it. 

‘The examination of the prisoner ended at length, and he was 
conducted from the court, whilst the judges proceeded to “find” 
the verdict which was immovably set up in their minds before the 
trial commenced. 

After a sufficiently ceremonious interval, the prisoner was brought 
again into the court-room to face once more the imposing figures 
in blue and gold; and before this shining assembly the President 
handed Lieutenant Crackthorpe’s sword back to him in the manner 
of one who might wish to deal the receiver a shrewd blow on the 
knuckles ; all performed in a fitting silence, with acquiescent motions 
from the naval uniforms around, solemnly convened for the purpose 
of assenting. The gallant officer, after being re-belted, left the court 
amid an elaborate exchange of bows, endowed for all time with the 
liberty of wearing naval costume anywhere in the universe save on 
His Majesty's vessels of war. The solatium added was a captain's 
rank, which, the President intimated, had been extorted from @ 
merciful king, 

‘Sufficient reason then for Captain Crackthorpe retiring to his 
estates, With a vengeance, his occupation was gone ; for although 
no Frobisher—as his distinguished elder brother, the Marquis of 
Gonscilly, insisted on regarding him—his heart’s desire was towards 
the sea and its mystery ; whatever strength of ambition was in the 
man, and whatever courage and pride of race coursed in his veins, 
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all were focussed upon an ungrudging service to England’s navy, 
And this, in the end, was the nation’s return and thanks for the 
best that was in him! Small wonder that his dismissal gnawed 
upon him with incessant tooth, consuming by degrees the inner 
happiness of one who wore always a somewhat misleading exterior 
‘of misery and severity. 

‘On a certain spring morning, the Captain, having had a very 
comfortable breakfast, was turning over the bitter cud of reflection, 
and pacing his verandah in the manner of a commander parading 
the quarter-deck. His boots shone with as fine a polish as could 
have been seca in Pall Mall, and his civilian stock was radiant with 
whiteness. There may have been house dust in those days some- 
where in Gloucester county, but there was none on the apparel of 
the owner of Bulwark Abbey—rebaptised since the Captain took up 
his quarters there. From a trim flagstaff in the centre of the lawn 
there streamed a long pennant, hoisted at sunrise and lowered at 
sunset, to betoken that the Captain was on board, or, at least at 
home. 


“Odgers,” cried the gentleman to his bailiff, who was making his 
way along the inner path, rent-book under arm. 

“Sir?” replied the man, coming to the salute with the ease of 
Jong experience. 

“Come on deck, Odgers." And Odgers mounted the stairs 
leading up to the verandah with that peculiar action which seamen 
make use of when mounting a companion ladder at sea. Not that 
there was any motion of the house to justify the Hank-foremost 
ascent, but habit is everything. 

“T think, Odgers, I'll take a glance—just a glimpse, you know— 
ait the rent-book. No want of confidence—you understand me— 
nothing of that, but just a——” Ina moment he was deep in the 
accounts, wrestling with quarters’ rents, rebate for services, tithe and 
glebe charges, and a few more of those statutory institutions which 
have been prudently preserved for the benefit of lawyers. 

Odgers stood by silent, heels well together, thumbs religiously 
in touch with breeches seams, It was plain to gather he had had 
traffic with the sca, and in point of fact the Hon. Peter Crack- 

had bought him out of the service, from his own good ship 
“ Argus" (where he had adorned the office of boatswain), and had 
brought him here to act as bailiff and right-hand man. 

‘There was no deception about Odgers. He did not pretend to 
‘be anything more than a simple son of a gun; and though a burly 
fellow and fat, the stolidity of the man was relieved and discon oy 
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bailiff had been found again and again to be strongly averse from 


with a certain percentage allowed him on the aggregate rentals, 
history does not record. 

‘The Hon. Peter had suddenly ceased making headway through 
the rent-book. From his expression it could be seen that he had 
‘comp across an account that gare him no plesstre. 

“ 

“ Sir?”—not forgetting the salute. 

“Woodbine Cottage—Lady Day rent not yet paid—Woodbine 
‘Cottage—in the Dingle. Where the devil is the Dingle?” 

“NNE }E ina straight coorse from here, Lda 
Just beyant the lake." (Odgers hailed from the Midlands.) 
when you get to the Inke, you’m just got to luff a bit to strike the 
cottage true.” 

“Ofcourse. I quite remember," responded the Captain. “ And 
this Mrs. Peterson—that is, this woman, this tenant—why don't she 
pay? What's her excuse?” 

A meaning look came into the bailiff’s eye. 

“Drefful stubborn woman. And don't give excuses neither.” 

The Captain's eyebrows became unusually arched. “Am I to 
understand—d'ye mean to say—that she gives neither rent nor 
excuses? Great ged—is it possible? Does she know who Tam, 
pray, my man? Tell me, how does she imagine a gentleman can— 
can—live up to his rank if his tenants won’t pay their rents? How 
is it to be done? Did you ask her that, my Odgers?” 

“You'm just got the question Taxed her, sir. Says I to her— 
‘supposin’ for argyment I’m myself and you are Mrs, Peterson standin’ 
saucy opposite—” 

“Be hanged to you, sir,” the Captain jerked out with a roar, 
to show how he resented the familiarity of being jigged about like 
‘& puppet to personify a defaulting tenant, even in the sacred name of 
“argyment.” 

“Tet me hear her reply, my man, and cease your nonsense, 
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Or never mind at all. I don't want to know” And Mr. Crack- 
thorpe suddenly repented of his anger as the bluc and pathetic eye 
of Odgers rested on him at short range, well charged with an appeal 
to his feelings. Odgers was the only man in creation who had the 
knack of pacifying the autocrat of Bulwark Abbey in mid-career of 
anger. It was all accomplished by the appealing eye ; and the bailiff 
had often proved that the Captain harboured a highly sensitive heart 
behind his armourplated exterior. 

“But tell me at least one thing, my Odgers. How is it—how 
does it happen, now—that you did not bring this—this delinquent 
before my notice?” 

“ Wanted to save ye the trouble, sir, of coming in contact with 
the stubborn woman. <A wilful, stubborn woman. I been tryin’ 
myself to ‘suade her to see things c’rectly ever since, but she still 
holds out awful strong, sir, though I call—I sh'd think—every day 
of the year.” 

‘The Captain mused for a few moments before speaking. 

“Tthink T've hit it, You are—you see—I'm quite certain— 
you're too yielding—too gentle, I may say. I myself have observed 
women closely—very closely—that is to say, at a distance—always 
ata distance for safety’s sake. But still, closely at a distance. And 
T find, my man, that first and foremost they want firm handling—I 
may say, very firm handling. Otherwise they are—in a word, clusive 
—distinctly elusive. Your golden rule with them should be: never 
—under any pretence—never take No for an answer.” 

Odgers felt the strengthening advice of his chief course through 
his veins like a cordial, and his eye brightened to the Captain's gaze 
with a glow of hearty gratitude and acquiescence. 

“ Now see to it, Odgers. A little firm insistence. And report 
to me without fail at the cnd—that is, at the end of the week, of 
course. And take your motto in business from this—that all 
women are—are—well, are natural liars—at least, nearly all of 
them,” 

“ Ay, ay, sir,” replied the bailiff 

‘The remainder of the rent-book was rapidly examined, but there 
were no other overdue rents to animadvert upon, and the book was 
handed back to the bailiff with a final recommendation. 

“Go tothe Dingle to-day, Odgers, or, at latest, to-morrow ; and—" 
with an accentuating finger—" once there don’t come away, my man, 
‘until—until, I say—you've got what you went for, There, that’s 
determination.” 

“Sorry, this aft’noon, sir, I've to get Farmer Black’s ewes out of 
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the five-acre meadow, where they've bruk the hedges summut terrible 
and to-morrow, must go ‘arly to Gloucester City to get the sheep- 
tin’ to be back home round noon.” 

A gesture from the Captain was intended to intimate the pity of 
deferring for two days the firm handling of a stubborn woman ; but 
he instantly assumed a look of injured resignation, and dismissed his 
fidus Achates from the quarter-deck. 

‘The bailiff retreated with the air of one not ill pleased with his 
lesson, and it should go hard indecd but he would better the in- 
struction. With this in his mind, he struck out for the five-acre 
meadow, and was soon lost in the half-mile distance, 


beetles, warmed to unusual activity, came up from earth cells 
and crawled in it; little green lizards emerged from chambers in 
old walls and spread themselves on sand patches in it, with what 
eloquence of the body they employ when begging for more; the 
Tanti idee de, ee song 5 
butterflies, in bright display of many colours, ranging from aye 
purple, from crimson to white, pirouetted in it on viewless feet, the 
while they made progress in the wanton way of the joyful; even the 
yellow carp in the fountain pool were almost lured from their 


testify in the sun—all save one, That one remained obstinately in 
the shade of the verandah, was discontented, and bit finger-nails to 
the rolling of the sunny hours. That one was the Hon. Peter 
Crackthorpe. 

He bit his finger-nails incessantly ; mind, as well as teeth, was 
incessantly at work, He was agitated—that at least was evident. 
He got up, he sat down. He walked, he stopped, and restarted. 
There were interjections profane and ordinary floating in his imme- 
diate air, “No,” Yes," “Ged of us all!” “Must be no delay,” and 
similar phrases were indulged in, which were quite unintelligible to 
the green lizard sunning himself hard by, 

All at once the little green lizard shot away to the protection of 
@ flower bush, and, two moments later the sole of a highly polished 
military boot crushed on the sand patch. Captain Crackthorpe bad 
fetched his hat and cane, and was now stepping out briskly and 
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with purpose. Turning the house-comer, he balanced a small 
compass in his left-hand palm, took a glance at it, and then strode 
off NNE }E. 

The owner of Bulwark Abbey had been thinking over the 
subject of his recent conversation with the bailiff, and had decided 
to take the matter into his own hands ; and, quick on the heels of his 
resolution, had set out for the Dingle without delay. Here was a 
case, he pondered, in which discipline must be enforced and 
maintained ; here was a case in which an example truly clamoured 
to be created. “ Dreadful stubborn woman,” he muttered; “must 
be broken. And—by ged—I'll break her! Yes, my gentle Odgers, 
you shall once more see what naval discipline means, and what can 
be accomplished —in short, effected—by a little firm handling.” And 
the head Which had rested chin on breast at the angle of meditation 
now resumed its usual elevation of defiance and pugnacity. 

He walked forward more rapidly. The heat did not affect him. 
A long apprenticeship to the sea and its iron. discipline had tanned 
him into leather. And people who thought themselves judges of 
human nature were not slow in averring that he was leather all the 
way through—solid leather, At the same time they felt bound to 
admit, with that abundant charity which floods the arterics of all 
such critics, that leather was not the worst thing in the world. 

Arrived at the lake, after half an hour's walking, be luffed, in 
accordance with Odgers’s instructions, and in a brief time was at 
the gate of Woodbine Cottage itself. His hand was on the very 
wicket, the latch was lifted, when suddenly a fresh, invigorating 
thought “came like a full-blown rose.” He stopped dead and stood 
like a statuc, what time two tiny children fell speechless at their 
play, and gazed and gazed at him with much solemnity. Presum- 
ably these were the children of the woman Peterson, They looked 
plump and happy, and the fact was noted, 

Tt was but a few short moments before Captain Crackthorpe 
leaped out of his petrifaction and turned homewards again at a fine 
‘swinging pace, There was elation in every step, There was an 
‘extra springiness in the turf, There was a delicious comfort in the 
‘sunshine hitherto unknown to him. Warmth, and indeed every 
kind of personal comfort, had never been welcome to him—sea-dogs 
are not bred on comfort ; but now there was a perfect root-change 
in the man, and the sunshine was not resented. 

In point of fact, he never felt so well in his life, never so uplifted, 
never so inspired. For inspiration had come to him at last, with its 
strong wine to intoxicate. Yes, the inspiration had come im ‘he 
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form of a question, tempting like the most delicious of all fruits om 
the tree of experience. 
This woman Peterson—why should not she be court-martialled > 


and the beauty " of it filled his soul with thanksgiving. 

Here, then, was his chance of revenge upon Fate—Fate who had 

put him through the same ordeal with such disastrous: 

And now he was about to usurp Fate’s place of 

snap his fingers in Fate's face—about to become, to all ames 
purposes, Fate herself. 

Should he demur because in this particular instance of necessity 
the prisoner happened to be a woman? By no means. He knew 
his mind and duty too well. Women should be firmly handled ; and 
nowhere, he opined, could this end be more conveniently achieved 
than inacourt-martial, Let those laugh who might ; he at least bad 
the courage of his opinions: women had too long evaded the 
responsibilities of existence. Granted that such an operation had 
never before been heard of, it was still nothing to Captain Crack- 
thorpe ; for, he argued, all good customs have a beginning, and he 
did not object to being exposed to a little ridicule amongst his 
compeers if he could once establish a usage of which civilisation 
stood in dire need, 

With many thoughts like this agitating him, he reached the 
flower gardens of Bulwark Abbey, still highly elated. A bee, in 
pursuit of its splendid industry, hummed swiftly by bis ear, He 
made a savage cut at it with his cane, but with naught of resulting 
tragedy. 

“That's the method,” he muttered. “That, I Munk, will put 
the—the—the relationship of the sexes on a basis of—of equity. 
Yes, of equity. And, mind you,” addressing a second bee who 
hummed serenely away after widely escaping the swishing cane of 
destruction, “mind you, I shall give her justice—yes, indeed, 
justice she shall have, and plenty of it.” 

Within an hour Mrs, Peterson received from the hands of one 
of Mr. Crackthorpe’s servants a portentous document citing her to 
appear at Bulwark Abbey without fail on the morrow at eleven 
o'clock of the morning, before court-martial specially sitting, to 
show reason why one quarter's rent of Woodbine Cottage, the 
Dingle, due Lady Day, had not yet been paid. The document was 
duly signed and dated by the President of the court. 

To resist such a citation was the very last thing to have entered 
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the woman Peterson's mind, for in those days the tenants of large 
landowners had by no means entirely freed themselves from the 
personal and moral bondage which still existed in face of the boasted 
liberty of the subject. Such heavy fetters of personal slavery are 
not disposed of for many a generation after the law that sanctioned 
them has been struck from the Statute Book by an indignant 
Parliament. 

‘The morrow dawned, but with no sun of steady cheer. It was 
a day of deep gloom and sudden glories—a day of calendared 
summer, when a gruff wind from the eastward roars mysteriously in 
the chimney. Beetles and lizards had all retired to their secret 
fortresses, to await the return of better times. Only the rooks 
seemed satisfied with the existing state of things, as they navigated 
the airy regions above the woods of Bulwark Abbey in amazing 
squadrons : forth with a dash to some distant intangible rendezvous 
in the atmosphere, wheeling thence upon a perilous parabola which 
should carry them to infinity, changing thcir course for an arc that 
somewhere must reach carth, floating effortless upon air currents 
unguessed by earth-held creatures, twisting, reversing, swifily falling 
as thouzh without control to a percussive doom—these were the 
ways of the rooks. 

Beneath these squadrons the imposing Abbey offered its side to 
the keen wind, and in the end room, in the rear of the east flank, the 
court-martial was to take place. 

As eleven o'clock struck, the woman Peterson was shown into the 
court room by one of the servants; the door was quickly closed, 
and she found herself face to face with her judge. 

She had never before been inside the house, but the picture that 
met her eyes was that of a lofty panelled chamber whose walls were 
pierced by two windows sunk in deep embrasures. In the centre of 
the floor stood a very long table. At its head sat Captain Crack- 
thorpe in full naval uniform of blue and gold, with epaulettes of 
heavy gold lace, combining in his single person the double office of 
judge and jury. Upon the table, immediate to his hand, lay his 
sword, He presented to the casual spectator a spare visage, lined 
strongly with self-discipline and masterfulness, and underlined with 
sore displeasure ; to the woman Peterson he seemed to wear the 
brow of Rhadamanthus himsclf, At sight of him she paled to ashes, 
as though having read over the portal of entrance, “All hope 
abandon, ye who enter here.” 

The President motioned the prisoner to sit down at the foot of 
the table; and, indeed, she must have sunk to the floor had dhe wk 
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© been permitted to seat herself upon a chair. The proceedings com- 
menced at once. 

“Now, ma'am, your name, please,” began the President, who, 
like all presidents, is supposed not to know these things. 

“ Peterson,” was the reply. A pencil note was duly made. 

“You have received, ma‘am, the citation of the court, And 
now—the court-—that is—what have you to say?” 

His keen look rested mercilessly on the prisoner and deprived 
her of speech. She made two attempts, but the best was only so 
faint a whisper as not to traverse the length of the table, The 
President drew ina long breath through his teeth ; it was eloquent, 
though inarticulate. 

“Nothing to say." Another pencil note. Then the prisoner 
made a third attempt, which was only partially successful. 

“TI paid Mr. Odgers, sir, on quarterday, and he——” She could 
get no farther, The President took her up with an enigmatic smile, 

* You paid Mr, Odgers? Then why—pray inform me—why the 
payment you have made—or, to be correct, you say you have made— 
docs not appear, I say, in the rent-book.” A pause, during which 
the prisoner looked only blank. “And where, ma’am—where is 
your receipt for—for this payment?” 

“He promised most faithful, sir," replied the woman, who was 
now finding her speech, “to bring me a receipt the next day ; and 
T've never had it yet, although I ask for it every day when he calls," 

“Ma'am, 1 fear—indeed, I very much fear—that you are con- 
victing—yes, convicting yourself out of your own mouth. For why— 
in the name of all that is seamanly—why should he call every day 
except to—to urge you, ma'am, to discharge your debt to your land- 
lord? Pray inform me." 

“(It’s not for that he calls, sir,” she replied, with much hesitation. 
“ He comes every day to ask me—to—” 

“To——" continued the President, like Rhadamanthus in a 
coaxing humour, 

“To—marry him!” She had said it. 

Captain Crackthorpe uttered not a word. He just looked at his 
victim without relaxing a muscle. She went on a little, 

“And he always says, sir, that if I don't consent, sir, he'll get 
me into trouble for not having my rent receipt.” 

“Now consider, ma’am. Am I to believe that? Consider, 
before you answer,” 

“Yes, please, sir,” she replied simply, without further considera- 
tion, and answering his question literally, 
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It was an answer he did not expect, and it rather threw him off 
his balance. He began to look at the prisoner, for the first time, as a 
woman, and to weigh up the probabilities of her statements, She 
appeared to him upon scrutiny to be near upon forty, and, though a 
Little faded, she must have once possessed extraordinary beauty—the 
kind of beauty that is pure womanly. In the lips was kindness, in 
the cyes nothing of deceit. But grief, he guessed, had written those 
lines about her mouth, and grief again had lightly inserted in her 
deep brown hair a few threads of silver. Still, he was not without 
some experience with women—or, at least, he thought so—and he 
reminded himself that the opposite sex, however apparently artless, 
was not the sex that guarded truth for its own. 

“Then you are a widow?” he rather asked. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“When did your husband—er—die?” 

“ April twelvemonths, sir,” came the answer, on a thinning 
voice. 

“Ves—April twelvemonths—yes, And what did he—cr—die 
of?” 

‘The woman shook her head, not by way of ignorance, but because 
of a sudden rush of blood and a choking at the throat. 

“Well, ma’am—you really—well—surprise me: not to know 
what your husband died of—was—is—to say the least—curious. 
‘Think, now. What was it?” 

But the woman still kept silence and was altogether motionless 
save for a continued gulping in the throat, He had seen that trick 
before, and it would not pass with him—certainly not, 

“He died, sir, of—of—of his wounds.” 

‘The word was like a trumpet-call to the old dog of battle. He 
sprang to his feet, and leaned as far as possible over the table. His 
eye flashed as though in salute of stirring recollections, and even a 
faint tinge of carmine showed on his leathern cheeks. He seemed so 
affected that his speech was barely articulate. 

“Did [—I—understand you rightly, ma'am? Did he die of 
wounds?" 

‘The woman was still at grips with that rising in the throat, but 
bowed to him the head of assent, This did not satisfy the President, 
who was athirst to know the further facts. So he lifted his sword, 
and brought it down with such a crash upon the table that the 
prisoner truly jumped in her seat. 

“Tell me, ma'am—and without more delay—tell me—of these 
wounds. When were they got, and where? By accidem, am in 
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porsuit of duty? In what part of the body, and—and—inflicted 
himself or another? In fou! play or in fair? Quick!” 

But Mrs Peterson was sore pressed to restrain some painful 
workings of the mouth, and there was no getting speech of any kind 
from her, Meanwhile the Captain quitted the presidential chair, and 
walked up and down the chamber, cursing, not inwardly alone, the 
hysterical nature of woman. At length the agitation of the prisoner 
ceased, and the officer returned to his magisterial attitude of cold 
severity. His excitement was past or mastered: he was ice and iron 
again. He recommenced his examination with that sage air which 
‘ever hangs about judges. 

“What was your—er—husband’s name?" 

“Peterson,” replied the woman. 

“ Ah—yes—of course; perhaps I might have known. However,” 
he continued, slowly and deliberately, “ what was his work—his pro- 
fession?” The Captain was indeed very deliberate and judicial ; all 
personal interest and excitement had left him. 

“ Please, sir, he was only a gunner.” 

Even a fire can burn deliberately until fat be brought to it, and 
“gunner” was fat indecd to the presidential furnace. He at once 
became volcanic, and shot forth a lava stream of ejaculations which 
were neither coherent nor intelligible, At length a clear question 

through the smoke and the smother, 

“Gunner? What ship?” 

“ Please, sir, it was only the * Dido,’ 

“Frigate of five hundred tons,” burst in the President, “lost to the 
French—captain Plover—very lofty—t’gallant yards. Poor Plover— 
too fond of—er—canvas—rmust have his stu’n's'ls set, light breeze or 
gale—warned him of it a thousand times. What was his rank—not 
Plover’s, of course—but this gunner’s of yours?” ‘The speaker was 
torrential, and the poor woman could do nothing but sit tight on her 
chair for fear of being swept away. “Yes,” he roared on, “what 
was his rank? Heavens, ma'am, how well I remember quite—quite 
twenty years ago—you must have been an infant in arms at the time" 
—Mrs. Peterson was verging on forty—“ how distinctly I ‘sec 
poor Plover coming into Port Royal with every stu’n's'| boom carried 
away—and his rags of canvas flapping, ma'am—actually flapping— 
from the gaskets—enough to make an admiral weep. And, egad, it 
did, ma’am—it did make old Admiral Trewithy weep—with mage. 
Ay! They court-martialled him—not the admiral, you follow me— 
but the captain, for hoisting stu'n’s'ls in a gale of wind. A perfect 
‘scandal, if you believe me. A horrible thing to be court-martialled,” 
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with a reminiscent shudder, “especially, mark you, for hoisting 
stu’n’s'Is on your own ship." 

‘The Captain paused to take breath, and as his cye fell upon the 
presidential note book he remembered his position of dignified 
querist. He must try to suppress himself 

“That, Mrs. Peterson, is mercly by the way. Now tell me, 
pray—once more—what was your husband's rank on the ‘Dido’? 
Was he 2 good shot?" 

“First of them all, sir,” replied Mrs. Peterson, with a touch of 
pride and cagemess, ‘at the waterline mark, and highly commended 
with chain shot.” 

“ Ah!" Captain Crackthorpe hugged the idea, “The waterline 
mark is more than useful, when it comes to—to—real business 
Hole her there, in two or three spots fore and aft, and you shall sce 
her—positively see her, ma’am—founder under your guns.” His 
expression of face was of one who licks his lips. 

The woman continued: “ They made him chief gunner, and, the 
very day afterwards, they set to sea and came up with the French 
cruisers off Dunkirk. That's where he met death, sir.” 

There was a pause, and a solemn silence reigned for a few 
seconds. Then the Captain spoke, in a subdued, almost a gentle 
tone. 

“ Death—ay—yet nothing is better than to be allowed to—er— 
die for a—grateful country.” And the officer cast a retrospective 
‘eye over his own career, too soon cut short. The mental view was 
charged with sadness, and brought back in all vitality those hopes of 
his earlier manhood which had bome so little fruit of realisation, 
He acquired for one moment the strength to fling off his irritable 
introspective habit, and to look at his career in an objective light. 
Poor, broken career! How it stretched before his vision—a road 
whose beginning led broadly forth from the temple of youth, but 
whose track for the most part was moss-covered and unequal, and 
whose end was abrupt upon the precipice of failure! How repre- 
sentative and how pathetic! Thesight of itallin this instant of clear 
vision brought strange sensations about the heart of the spectator, 
and, for a brief space, streams of sweet feeling seemed to course 
singingly once more about his spirit's foundations. 

He looked up, and the brown inquiring eyes of the woman read 
in him, with delicate feminine instinct, the summary of a life-history. 
‘The silence seemed to oppress them both, until one of the many 
squadrons of rooks from the upper air swung past the long windows 
with choral clangour, and broke the spell. 
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‘seated and retain reason, got up and paced the ruom two or three 
‘times with rapid steps. At length he came toa dead stop. Beside 
his own chair? No, Beside that of the woman of sorrows. And 
then, after one or two gulps for courage, behold this casc-hardened 
" martinet—whom many people had long ago ceased to suspect of being 
buman—behold him placing his hand repeatedly with a soothing 
caress upon the woman's shoulder, and eamestly bidding her not 
cry, meantime casting fearsome glances over his shoulder at the 
"sa uaeea eM a psa a 
that of Rhadamanthus, 

‘There was a noise of wheels in the near distance, and presently 
Odgers was to be seen slowly approaching the house, seated in a 
farm trap. He had just returned from Gloucester City with the 
sheepdip. As he was tuming the house-comer, Captain Crack- 
‘thorpe stepped to the window, and, opening the casement, summoned 
him to come inside. Odgers dismounted from the trap, and in a 
few moments entered the room and stood at the table-foot, erect, 
fat, and full of salute, He ought to have been surprised at the 
spectacle which met his eyes, and perhaps inwardly he was so; but 
no trace of surprise showed itself on his face. He was there simply 
for duty, not to evince surprise. 

‘The Hon. Peter had resumed his chair, and with it the brow 
of Rhadamanthus He intended that the remaining proceedings 
should be brief. 

“For the last time I ask you—er—Mrs, Peterson—er—if you 
have paid your Lady Day rent?” 

“Yes, sir,” replied Mrs. Peterson simply, with the moisture of 
tears still in her voice. 

“Very good,” nodded the President. “That confirms your first 
statement. But in a court of justice—strict justice—both sides 
must be heard. So now, my Odgers, what do you say about it— 
mind you, on oath?” 

“She di'n't,” replied the bailiff, with a surly stress, 

“Very good, too. Now, when one says Yes and t’other says No, 
what és a poor judge to do?” 

Odgers saw he must settle this speedily, so he decided to be 
bold. “You was tellin’ me on’y yes'day yourself, sir, that all 
women "s liars, an’ I think I know my place too well to try an’ 
deceive with falsehood an’ that.” 

Tr seemed certainly a most distinct facer for the Captain, a pal- 
pable hit, and it nearly knocked all the morality out of him. But he 
tallied with an effort, vainly praying meanwhile that the woman 
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might have misunderstood what the bailiff had been so particularly 


careful to set out in the plainest of terms. 

Yes," meditated the Hon. Peter aloud, “true, truc, ae 
is to say—untrue—if I may be allowed another opinion, But 
eal) say pusher ball canytheg tc ey 
this—this connection?” 


“ Nawthin’, sir." 

“Then let me refresh you, my man. My last words on the sub- 
ject were—‘at least, nearly all of them.’ So you see, my master, 
that although you learned—the rule conveniently well, you quite 
forgot the rule's exception.” 

‘Odgers saw that the game was moving rapidly against him, and he 
therefore played his best card. Stepping two or three paces forward 
dn order to get within short range, he dilated his blue pathetic eyes 
and let them rest large and lovely upon the President. ekattene 
been known to fail Yet the steely gaze of Captain Crackthorpe 
softened not, and as the painful seconds followed onc another the 
bailiff slowly perceived that even the rule of the blue and. pathetic 
eye hath its exceptions. ‘The charm was broken, 

May I be ‘lowed to ask, sir, if this ‘ere woman——” 

The Captain raised a hand for silence, thea sat down and quickly 
drafted a receipt for the Lady Day rent of Woodbine Cottage. He 
rose and handed it, across the bailiff's face, to Mrs. Peterson. 

“T understand, ma'am, from what Odgers has not told me— 
hem—that the rent has been duly paid, and there is the receipt, 
And I may tell you in addition, ma‘am, that my bailiff—that is 
Odgers—will not trouble you again—ever again, in my mame—or, 
indeed, his own. And moreover, ma'am,” the Captain continued, 
in rasping tones, “you will permit me to inform you that 
faithful Odgers—has received his marching orders, and that if ¥ might 
advise him—might pressingly advise him—he will even now right 
about face and march at the double, never stopping—mark me, 
ma’am—never stopping until outside my park gates. And further, 
ma'am,” with a convincing thump upon the table which startled the 
already bewildered Mrs. Peterson, “further—I repeat—I am giving 
my keepers instructions to use solid ball in future against all poachers 
and trespassers upon my property,” 

One, two, three—the bailiff faced about, and was shortly seen 
proceeding along the main avenue at the double—a pace which he 
dutifully kept up until the park gates were closed upon him for ever. 
Thus ended the stewardship of 

‘Until the sound of his footsteps on the gravel had passed beyond 
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hearing, silence was kept in the court. The woman, still holding 
the rent-receipt in her hand, was meditating how best to put into 
words the gratitude showing in her eyes. The Captain felt it coming 
and manceuvred. 

“Yesterday morming, Mrs, Peterson, when I chanced to pass 
your house on—on business, I saw in the garden two small—er—er 
—babies—I should say, children. ‘They were——” 

“Mine, sir, please,” interjected the mother. 

“Just so. And I’ve been thinking—would they—when old 
enough, of course—would they care for a career in the Navy? Be- 
cause if so—you follow me—I could give you for their guidance this 
model of a battleship ”—indicating a splendid frigate in miniature, 
rigged and armed—"so that they might—from their early infancy— 
you understand—become familiar-——" 

Mrs. Peterson gave a low little laugh and said, “If you please, 
sir, they're only girls.” 

“Ugh |” blurted the Captain, who had apparently built up a nice 
litle scheme for the training of the Peterson generations, and who 
hardly relished so keen a shaft of disappointment. “TI fear, ma’am, 
you'll never make gunners of ’em.” 

‘Mrs. Peterson seemed to agree in this conclusion, and tried to 
murmur a few apologetic words for her children’s sex, and followed 
it up with a flood of grateful speech for her landlord’s justice and 
kindness in the matter of the rent receipt. But Captain Crackthorpe 
retreated within his shell, and would have none of it. Indeed, having 
summoned the butler to his assistance, he gave instructions to set 
the prisoner at liberty and conduct her from the court. 

Two days later 2 box arrived at Woodbine Cottage by courier 
from Gloucester City, and when opened was found to contain an array 
of toys for little girls. 











The Significance of Occupations. 435 


unemployed shown in the monthly returns was 6°6, and in the years 
1899~03 the percentage was 3°7. The figure can never fall far below 
this, as the number of Union members out of work owing to sickness 
and other disability is believed to average about 2 percent. These 
statistics apply chiefly to skilled workmen ; what of the mass of un- 
organised labourers and other workers not connected with the Unions? 
The condition of these may be inferred from the statistics of 
pauperism, I take from the last report of the Local Government 
Board figures showing for each year since 1848 the mean number 
of ordinarily able-bodied adults, excluding vagrants, relieved in 
England and Wales,” and averaging quinquennial periods find the 
following results: 1849-53, just under ten per thousand of popu- 
lation ; 1879-83, just over four ; 1899-1903, just over three. Taking 
all outdoor paupers, the proportion declined steadily from fifty per 
thousand in 1850 to 17°7 in 1902, the lowest rate on record. 
Yet this reduction proceeded side by side with an equally con- 
Unuous decline in agricultural employment, The census of 1851 
showed 1,253,736 agricultural labourers; in 190% there were but 
609,105. 

Ik is clear, then, that whatever the solution of Mr. Crackanthorpe’s 
conundrum, it is not the one he suggests. Before attempting to 
furnish the answer, I would point out that the question is only a part 
of a larger one which has been raised in various forms in connection 
with the fiscal controversy. Many misleading inferences have been 
drawn from a very bald and uninforming table included in the 
“Fiscal Blue Book,” showing the number of persons employed at 
various periods in agriculture and in certain other leading industries, 
Mr. Wyndham, in a speech to his constituents at Dover, stated that 
if the whole of the occupations in the return are taken together it is 
found that the proportion of the population engaged in them is only 
14 per cent, against 17 per cent. thirty years ago. Now,” he said, 
“I call that stagnation, and worse than stagnation. . . At the end of 
thirty years, instead of there being more employment there is less 
employment, in spite of the efforts that have been made and the 
capital which has been invested in order to promote our industrial 
progress.” Following up this line of thought, Mr. J. Holt Schooling 
has compiled statisties,' to prove that the number of persons em- 
ployed in some of the principal industries (apart from agriculture, 
which was a large factor in Mr. Wyndham’s calculation) is smaller 
than it would have been had the ratio to population remained 
‘statlonary—that, indeed, several show an actual as well as a relative 

' Fortnightly Review, Senusry W904 
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‘the last twenty years.” Never was a conclusion £0 positive four 
upon a basis more flimsy. Surely loss of productive power cannot 
proved withoat Evidence of dlalishel ead aan nea 


Schooling makes no attempt to supply. His fundamental error is 
that he overlooks one of the essential elements in the progress of 
mankind. ‘This is, that with the advance of science and invention 
more and more persons are released from the elementary lhbour of 
providing for the absolute necessities of man, and are able to find 
Profitable employment in ministering to his convenience, comfort, 
and luxury, while themselves sharing in the improved conditions of 
existence. ‘stationary ratio of employment in the old industries 
‘would indeed be stagnation. 

Apart altogether from the question of fiscal policy, the faets 
‘as to variation in occupations provide material for the study of 
social conditions which has not, I think, been sufficiently appreciated. 
‘The General Report on the Census of rgor has not yet (April 12) 
been issued, and the statistics of employment in the Summary Tables 
are not comparative, but an examination of them in conjunction’ 
those of 1891, and with some statistics obtainable from other official 
sources, brings to light some curious and significant details which 
will help to a solution of Mr. Crackanthorpe’s problem, and to a 
refutation of Mr, Schooling’s hasty estimate of the condition of our 
trade and industry. 

‘ Lam aware that Mr. Schooling uses the word ‘expected " in its actuarial 
sense, but this limitation is not material, seeing that his case is founded upon the 
Siysalich ist: cae expecation cog to Bare Gees: Soilied SETS See 
rately. 
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‘The Board of Trade figures do not prove decline even in those 
‘industries where the reduction in the number of workers is actual. 
In the wool and worsted trade, for example, there were 249,000 
employed in 1881, and only 236,000 in rgor, despite the increase in 
population, This has been taken as one of the most convincing 
proofs of “stagnation, and worse than stagnation." The Fiscal 
Blue Book itself supplies the answer. It is there shown that the 
consumption of wool—home, colonial, and forcign—in the United 
Kingdom increased from 320,000,000 lbs. in 1881 to 549,000,000 Ibs. 
in 1901, the per capita consumption growing from g'at Ibs, to 13 lbs, 
‘What became of all this wool? When Dr. Blimber's dancing 
master propounded to Mr. Toots the problem which was supposed 
to demonstrate his sound knowledge of political economy, “ What 
shall be done with the raw material when it comes into our ports in 
retum for the drain of gold?”—the only suggestion Mr. Toots 
could make was that we should “cook 'em.” Well, we certainly 
do not eat the wool. The plain meaning of the figures appears to be 
that the 540 million pounds were manufactured by fewer hands than. 
were required to manufacture 320 million pounds twenty years 
earlier, and not only so, but the operatives are working shorter 
hours than their fathers and mothers worked, and for better wages. 
All the textile industries, and many others, tell the same tale in 
varying degree. Sir Thomas Glen Coats, at a mecting on 
December 1 of the great thread-manufacturing company over which 
he presides, said: There has been great improvement in the 
method of doing business through the introduction of labour 
saving and self-acting machinery, and twice the amount of work 
can now be performed by the same number of workers.” It is 
surely a logical absurdity to assume so confidently a “serious 
Joss in our productive power ” without first taking into consideration 
facts so obviously relevant to the question. It may be said that 
the object of labour-saving machinery is to increase the output” 
without reducing the number of workers, actual or relative. This 
has been the effect in many cascs, but it is not the only or the 
chief advantage which follows improvement in methods of pro- 
duction, Society has other uses for those whose labour is not 
required to supply its primary needs, It wants workers in occupa- 
tions which make life better worth living; it wants to sec the 
young people in the schools and the women in the homes. Never 
were these results of the improvement of machinery, the specialisa- 
tion of industry, and the expansion of employment into new fields 








‘Small matters, as the figures go, but significant of much, are the 
disappearance of the toll collector and the arrival of the motor driver, 
These, however, illustrate notorious facts: what we do learn from 
the statistics is that, notwithstanding the great advance that was 
made during the decade in the use of mechanical traction on roads, 
and the universal adoption of the bicyele, the number of men 
having to do with horses for passenger conveyance more than kept 
pace with the population, The additional thousands engaged in the 
manufacture and sale of motor cars and bicycles, in the making of 
‘tramcars and tramways, and in working this traffic,* 

a clear gain in the matter of employment. Not needed in the 
elementary industries, these men were profitably engaged in making 
the lives of their fellows more easy and agreeable. 

But the most astonishing figure in this table is the increase by 
‘nearly two-thirds in the number of carters and carmen. It suggests 
@ grave deficiency in the methods devised by Government for 
showing year by year the state of the nation’s trade and industries. 
We arc provided with claborate statistics of imports and exports, but 
the condition of our home trade can only be estimated by inferences, 
such as may be derived from these figures. Perhaps this is why 
the wrangle on the subject of fiscal policy has turned almost entirely 
on the question of external commerce, If this has been stagnant, 
‘what can the increase of sixty per cent. in the number of men em- 
ployed in the conveyance of goods possibly mean except that the 
turnover in the home trade has increased to something like this 
extent in the short space of ten years? It scems a bold assumption, 
but in any case what can be said of an “inquest of the nation” 
conducted without reference to a fact like this? 

' A Government return issued on February 4, 1904, shows that in the year 
ending June, 1903, there were 1,682,000,000 passengers carried on tramear 
in the United Kingdom, and they paid in fares eight millions sterling. 
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It remains to be added that the total number of persons engaged 
on toad traffic—under the same classification—in 1831 was 282,392, 
which shows that the advance has been in accelerated ration. The 
increase for the decade 1881-91 was 29°7 per cent, and for the 
twenty years it was 79} per cent. During the same period the 
increase of population was only 25°2 per cent. In other words, 





The classification, it will be sccn, has been varied in the lower _ 
grades, but actual work on railway traffic is fairly represented by 
the first three classes. The work bas not, however, increased by 
60 per cent., as might be inferred at first sight, for there has been a 
reduction of the burden on the individual, hours have been reduced, 
and wages advanced. 

‘The figures already given show that in rgor about a quarter of = 
million more persons were employed in connection with the con- 
yeyance of passengers and goods by road and rail than in 1891. A 
further examination of the “Census of Occupations” will show what 
has become of others who were “expected” to work in the industries 
which found employment for their fathers and mothers, and will at 
the same time serve to illustrate the growth of that great home trade 
of which no estimate can be made from direct evidence. The 
following table will provide food for reflection if we follow the advice 
of Sir Robert Giffen, and “use statistics merely asa guide for inquiring 
into the facts that lic behind them.” The variations are, of course, 
still comparable with an increase of 12‘17 per cent. in population. 
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services, That music and art should have been so unprogressive is 
surprising. In the profession of music and singing the women have 
overtaken and passed the men, but the total secms to indicate 
stagnation. Certainly the lyric stage has not grown in popularity 
with the dramatic. The rapid progress of the theatrical profession 
is an indubitable sign of general prosperity. As to the art of painting, 
it may have suffered from the great advance made in artistic printing, 
in which there were 30 per cent. more persons employed. This pro- 
bably represents the transfer of industry to 4 more remunerative form. 
A notable feature on the deficit side is the female domestic 
servant. This may be looked at from two points of view, the ability 
© employ and the willingness to serve. A survey of all the facts of 
the case excludes the former cause from consideration, except so 
far as the demand may be affected by the higher rate of remuneray 
tion which has followed from the diminished supply. It will be 
worth while to examine a little more closely this decline in domestic 
service. It may be that no part of these forbidding volumes of 
figures will better repay the attention of the student of” social 
Progress, The following table shows the ages of girls and women in 
domestic service, apart from those in hotels and lodging-houses : 
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The obvious conclusion from this is that there 
improvement in the material circumstances of the classes from 
which the domestic servant is drawn. The relief in the pressure 
‘upon their resources finds its expression in a diminution of work at 
both ends of the scale of years, While at no age has the supply of 
servants kept step with the advance of population, there has been a 
diminution in the actual numbers at all ages below the early twenties 
and above fifty. 

One might have expected to find under the heading: “Char- 
women" and “Laundry and Washing service” some evidence of 
the means taken by the housewife to compensate for the shortage in 
the supply of domestic servants, but the charwoman has increased 
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females living in England and Wales aged sixty-five and upwards, 
against 766014 in 1891. This is a much larger 

increase than in the case of the young people, a fact which suggests 
further reflections of an interesting character on which I will not 
touch. The percentages may, however, be given for the information 
of those interested in the subject = 


Increase 1yox over str. 
General population - . . « «12°87 percent. 
Girlsagodtoto20; |... 6B 
Women 65andupwarls . ,.. tN Be 


Of the 766,000 old women (sixty-five and upwards) living in i891, 
422,411 were working for their living ; of the 856,000 living in rgor, 
‘only 113,332 were so engaged. 

Apart from the greater immunity of females from labour, there 
has been an extensive transference to more desirable occupations. 
A glance at some of the percentages in the foregoing table will show 
the direction in which this tendency has been working. The in- 
‘creasing employment of women in commercial occupations will 
be noted. Taking the whole of the employments classified as 
commercial, the number of women increased by no less than 188 
per cent. in the decade, from 20,830 to 59,944, which accounts for 
nearly 30,000 more of the “missing” females, The gencral and 
local government of the country, again, absorbed over 11,000 
more, the increase being from 15,040 to 26,500. Note also the 
vast development of the hospital and nursing services, a fact which 
points, I suppose, not to an increase in sickness, but to the transfer 
of labour from necessities tocomforts. In the ten years the number 
‘of women engaged in ministering to the needs of the sick and 
others in ‘hospitals and institutions” increased by nearly 11,000 
(yo per cent.), and those having outside employment in this capacity 
by 14,000. The number of lady doctors, though still small, 
doubled. 

Tt is sometimes said that the girls who should be employed in 
domestic service have gone into the mills This may be true in 
‘some localities, but there is evidence, apart from that given above, 
that it isnot true generally. ‘The number of females employed in 
the cotton industry was only 16,000 more than in 2891, and there 
was a decline of 4,000 in those under twenty years af age. Wool 
and worsted manufacturing industries employed only 2,000 more, 
and there were 9,000 fewer girls under twenty. On the other hand, 
the more advanced work of converting the fabrics into clothing gave 
greatly increased employment, as one might expect from the larger 
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“Mot assist us to appreciate the significance of the redistribution of 
labour that has taken place. 

Many other examples might be given of the way in which labour, 


spared from the primitive industries—and spared without reducing 


the output, or the real wealth of the country—has gone to im- 
rove the conditions of existence. The Census returns teem with 

which is corroborated and amplified by cyery-day ox- 
perience, of the transfer of capital and labour from supplying the 
minimum requirements of mar to the provision of those things 
needed to satisfy an ever-advancing standard of living. In the gas 
and water services, for example, we find employment increased by a 
balfin this one decade. A minimum of artificial light or of water is 
& necessity, a medium supply a convenience, an abundance a luxury. 
The same may be said of houses, of furniture, of heating, of news- 
Papers and other publications, of means of locomotion. The large 
increase of employment in the building trades synchronises not 
only with an advance in all kinds of commercial and industrial 
‘occupations, but also with an all-round improvement in the dwellings 
of the people. This is proved by the census of tenements.' Build- 
ing, indeed, is a test of general progress, for it touches both industrial 
and social life at many points, and, the occupation being but slightly 
‘affected by mechanical innovations, the number employed is atolerable 
measure of the work done. We may therefore attach special signifi- 
cance to the fact that in this wonderful decade the number of persons 
engaged in the building trades increased by one third, from 701,000 
t0.945,c00. Furniture is not a bad index of comfort. There can be 
no statistics of output, but here again employment may be taken as 
a measure of it, although there has been sufficient development in 
wood-working machinery to indicate a larger advance of production 
than of employment. In these trades there were 121,000 persons 
‘engaged in 1901, an increase of 20 per cent, in the decade, and in 
twenty years that increase was just about 50 per cent, 

Very significant, too, is the development in printing, This must 
be, in a general way, too obvious to the man in the street to need 
much demonstration, But does he recognise the evidence it affords 
‘of the increased epending capacity of the people, or realise what is 
meant by the transfer to it of labour which the statistician “ expects” 





4 Mz, Crackanthorpe points out that in 1891 there were in Loodon 174,560 
tenements consisting of # single room, and connects the fact inferentially with the 
ccline in agriculture, The connection disappears when we find that in 1904 the 
‘umber had decreased to 149,500. 
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may look without excessive alarm upon evidence that we are depend~ 
ing more upon the forcigner for the crude work of converting ore 
into iron and steel. In the absence of a group figure for “ Machine- 
making and Shipbuilding,” two lines in which the classification is 
practically unaltered may be taken as typical. They are: 
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‘The remarkable increase shown in the first line suggests that there 
hhas been an even greater advance in the higher branches of the iron 
trade than that which occurred in the preceding inter-censal period. 

‘The decline in the agricultural industry opens up questions only 
collaterally related to the distribution of labour, so far as this is 
a question of opportunity for remunerative employment. ‘Those 
who remain on the Iand have higher wages than their fathers had, 
and work and live under better conditions, yet the farmers have 
great difficulty in obtaining hands—a proof that there is more 
attractive work to be found elsewhere. Nevertheless, the reduced 
production of wealth from the soil, and the transfer of many 
thousands of people to occupations less suited to the growth of 
a hardy and healthy race, furnish matter for grave reflection. 

How is it, finally, that so many workers can be spared from what 
I have called the primitive industries to engage in those callings 
which add to the comfort and convenience of all classes? It is, of 
course, due in the first place to the aid given by steam and electricity, 
guided in their service to mankind by mechanical invention, and so 
far as this is the cause the whole civilised world shares in the advan- 
tage. But another cause special to ourselves is that we have the 
‘entire globe in which to buy whatever we want at the lowest price 
anybody will take, and can receive it without any artificial enhance- 
ment of the cost; and in addition to this we obtain every year 

ities worth something approaching £200,000,000 inexchange 

for “invisible exports," that is to say, without having to send out 
any of our own products to pay for them, 





JAMES SYKES. 


' The definition in t89% was “fitters and tumers (engine and machine); in 
1901 it was “‘croctor, fitter, turner,” uader the heading 
machinewmaking,” 
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BROAD-ACRE SPRING 


'UCKOO! cuckoo ! through glades new ch 
golden verdure the notes echo amid t 
singing of nesting birds, the musical hum of ins 
waving branches and rustling leaves, the babbli 
brooks, all harmonising in one of the grand meloc 
From the spinney on the hill stretch Jong ¢ 
over which the lapwings skim, and where the 





waking up of all nature to the glories and | 
seasons, d 

‘There is heard on all sides that subtle sour 
murmur of awakening, that gladsome sense of 9 
ing up of everything, as one views the gradui 
nature in all around, 

Now, before all other times, it brings home to 
grandest gifts bestowed on mankind is that of { 
a mind capable of receiving and enjoying the + 
observed on all hands. 

One gladly realises and delights in the w 
Hebrew poet 

Lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone, 

‘The flowers appear on the earth, the time of the singing 

And the voice of the turtle is heard in the land. 


Away up in the clear air that rippling trill of t 
of the “time of the singing,” whilst from every | 
from every green tufted branch, the carols of | 
singers” fill the air with a glad and joyous melody 

From the foot of the blackthom, now a mi 
bloom, the bright yellow and vivid green of the 
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_ white stars of the stitchwort peep out from amid the new springing 


ibe elm has finished blossoming, and green buds appear on 
every twig, while among the branches a|fiock of noisy starlings 
chatter unceasingly. The fields lie covered with a spangled veil of 
daisies, the edges dotted with golden dandelions, like a border of 
‘sequins, and in many a stretch of velvety pasture 


‘The cowslips wan, that hang the pensive head, 


shake their lemon-coloured bells in’ glad -adormment of Nature’s 
beauteous being. 

‘By the margin of the pools many a clump of marsh marigolds 

unfold their shining discs, and stepping in and out among the 
Jeaves, with a quick nod and flick of its tail, taking a view of every- 
thing around, the dainty form of a water-wagtail—the village child's 
“Nanny ! Nanny ! wash tail "—is sure to be seen. 

‘The rivulets are getting noisy, flushed with the warm spring 
rains, and overflow with twisting eddies, winding their way through. 
the meadow-lands, and submerging the clumps of rushes and cowgrass- 
within an area of a foot or two on either bank, and then dashing 
gaily down a stony slope to join the quieter but deeper course at 
the foot of the tall limestone crags, where the water flows almost 
noiselessly with scarce a ripple, a sliding sheet of dark green, still yet 
swift, full of the promise of a river ahead. 

‘The masses of limestone piled above are reflected in the mirror 
bencath, and above all is a real spring sky, a clear yet dazzling blue, 
over which fleecy clouds chase each other the livelong day, or rest 
awhile to let the sun give full benefit to the basking earth. 

The crags, which have stood white and almost bare to the touch 
of winter, have now flushed all over with delicate early colours, 
‘The buds appear on the masses of biting stonecrop nestling in every 
cranny and spreading over every ledge. Some yellow spikes of 
toadflax show golden against the white limestone, and at the foot of 
every crag the tender green of the young nettles is interspersed with 
early white blooms. 

Up and down the face of the rock, over the crest, round and 
about, clattering and chattering, a flock of jackdaws hold everlasting 
arguments, flapping down noisily from their nests in the crevices of 
the topmost rocks to sway to and fro on a long and delicate birch 
‘bough and flutter excitedly amid the golden leaves, a 

a cleft in the limestone a glimpse is caught of a 
village beyond, nestling in the woodside and sloping down the hill 








to the valley below. ‘The red-tiled roofs and grey walls, with an old’ 
church standing out boldly, lie framed on three sides with the green 
of meadowlands, and on the fourth with the darker colour of the 
oak wood, which spreads away to right and left on the crest of 
the hill. 

‘On the brow of the opposite slope some farm buildings stand 
‘bare against the brilliant sky, while, from behind, the smoke of a 
threshing machine slowly rises, and is carried by the breeze across 


tall hedges nod from a slope higher than your shoulder, and where 
the new green of the ground-ivy, twisting in and out amid the 
gnarled thorn roots, half hides and half reveals the modest shrinking 
beauty of the violet. 

And like clusters of stars the primroses deck the banks in all 
their glory, and carly blossoms of red and white campions assist in 
beautifying the spot, 

‘The rains have left the roadway clean, and white masses of 
limestone crop out at many intervals, for this is a country of stone, 
@ country with a beauty all its own, 

‘The stream has widened on the other side of the road, and flows 
alongside the boundary wall of a noble park, where mighty oaks 
with twisted limbs clothed in new yellow-green leaves are dotted 
cover a sward of dazzling green stretching as far as one can sec, 
a sight not witnessed in any other land in the world than 
and seen at its best in old Yorkshire, the county of the “broad 
aeres.” 

‘The graceful forms of a herd of fallow deer move quietly along 
cropping the sweet growth, and with a sudden scurry a hare, 
startled by our vicinity, darts away at tremendous speed to reach the 
shelter of some gorse bushes further away under the wall. 

A large belt of woodland commences on the far side of the 
stream—great oaks and hazel copses, on which latter the green 
clusters give promise of autumn “nutting,” and nearer the ground 
the delicate opening fronds peep out from the brown broken masses 
of last year's bracken. 

A chorus of angry twitterings rises from the hedgerows at the 
roadside, as a flock of sparrows fly from the green cornlands and 
take shelter in the thorn bushes, and we suddenly catch sight of a 
solitary hawk which has risen from the trees at the wood corner, and, 
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after circling round for ashort space, sees something else which 
attracts its attention, and darts away to again hang stationary, finally 
dropping like a stone to a distant meadow, 

From where the road crosses the crest of the upland, the 

country stretches away beyond into a dreamy hazy distance; 
ames of woodland dot the landscape, and here and there the 
ted roof of a farmhouse stands out, a splash of colour on the clear 
scene. 

Further along the way, with a great whirr of wings, a partridge 
rises from the enjoyment of a dust bath where the warm sun has 
dried the sandy soil between the cart ruts, and after a short flight 
drops in a neighbouring field, near the spot, probably, where its mate 
is hatching her brood, fearless and very tame, for it is some months 
yet before September, 

The cart track winds down the opposite slope into a long 
straggling village, through which another streamlet murmurs along- 
side the roadway, fills the millpool, with its protecting grey wall 
spangled with golden lichen, and continues its winding course till it 
enters the woodland which stretches away to the western horizon, 
rising gradually, tier upon tier, remains of that mighty forest 
which, centuries back, covered almost entirely this portion of the 


‘There the dark green of the Scotch fir shows up vividly the 
golden splendour of the early beech leaves and the opening buds of 
the hawthorn, and the black and white plumage of a magpie flashes 
through the feathery foliage of the larch. 

From high up among the branches comes the incessant cawing 
of rooks, while lower down the blackbirds and thrushes hop about 
from bough to bough, whistling softly to their mates now in the 
midst of the hatching season. 

From the edge of the wood, as one stands and gazes over the 
undulating pastures, the bleat of lambs comes faintly from the 
direction of the home paddock, the ploughman calls to his “team 
afield," and whistles cheerily along the new-turned furrow, a wood- 
Pigeon bursts with a flutter from the trees behind, winging its flight 
through © the sky’s vast vault "—all combining to create this loveliest 
of seasons, the early springtime. 

And how to describe the beauty of the woodland carpet, on all 
sides a sheet of dazzling blue of all shades, as the sun glints in 
through the foliage overhead and lightens up the azure stretches, 
or where dark shadows are cast by the gnarled trunks and screens of 
branches? The blue-bell, the wild hyacinth, is blooming in all its 
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heaven-sent splendour, for it appears to have borrowed of the colour 
‘of the spring sky to beautify the earth. 

‘There is no sight, to my mind, more beautiful in English wood- 
land scenery, no sight more suggestive of springtime, than this wealth 
of blooms, these millions of azure bells, which down the long vistas 
of trees brighten up the moresombre depths, and lend an air of light- 
some joyousness to the scene. They appear the very essence of 
‘the season. 

An old boundary wall, almost ruined, breaks the belt of trees in 
this wood, and forms 2 pleasant resting-place. The crumbling stones 
have a rich velvety covering of lichens and moss, while over all the 
brambles spread and cling, wearing their spring blooms—those delicate 
white flowers with the almost unnoticeable pink flush, the dark 
maroon stems with their spiky armament, the new thorns, however, 
being still too soft to startle the unwary examiner—holding the ancient 
stonework together, and assisting the ivy to keep up the semblance 
of a wall. 

Where the trees open out on the meadowland, with a fringe of 
‘hazel and gorse bushes, a keeper leans against the wall, with his gun 
ander his arm and his dog at his feet, and, as we come up, tells us 
‘not to go down by the opposite hedgerows, as there are one or 
two nesting partridges about, and he does not want the birds to be 
disturbed. 

“There'll be a soight 0” birds, come this September,” says the 
old man, “an’ it’s been a noice open season for "em so far"; and 
after repeating the caution concerning the hedgerow, he strolls 
away down the side of the wood, his dog coming to heel, following 
its master quietly, yet on the alert for anything in the way of “ fur or 
feather,” 

‘We retrace our steps a little and take another pathway, and in a 
clearing come upon a disused quarry with a moss-grown rail round 
the edge, its sides hung with brambles and grasses, the face of the 
stone glowing with many colours and streaked with moisture oozing 
from the soil above. The bottom of the quarry is some feet deep in 
water, and as we lean on the rail and drop 2 pebble into the pool, 
there is a second splash, and a long V-shaped ripple shows a water-rat 
crossing one corner. The sleek shining body slides quickly over 
8 ledge of stone and disappears into a hole in the softer clayey slope 
on the further side, where was once the cart track from the quarry. 

Beyond here is a corner of the wood with a stream murmuring in 
the bottom, hidden in tussocks of grass and overhanging masses of 
dead bracken, and breaking out into a pasture, through which it 
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meanders, first forming a pool near the foot of a tall ash tree, the 
leaves of which are well advanced—if anything, more so than those of 
the oaks around, when, if there is any truth in the old country saying, 
“The oak before the ash, splash! The ash before the oak, choke |” 
‘we must anticipate a hot summer. 

Just beyond this fine old tree, under cover of a thorn hedge, is a 
‘straw-thatched shed, in front of which a mare stands basking in the 
warm sunlight, blinking lazily as she watches a foal, her offspring, 
disporting itself near the pool. The youngster, which is just feeling 
‘its feet, its young heart doubtless gladdened by the beauty of the 
day, is prancing around, performing uncouth antics and getting into 
absurd positions, on which its mother looks with a mild and lenient 
gaze, remembering a springtide some years back when she too was 
young. 

At the end of the pasture lie the osier beds, with the new shoots 
springing up from the moist red loam, and being reflected in the small 
waterways which intersect the boggy land. There is the harvest of 
the watercress gatherer, and the young leaves and succulent stems of 
the cresses are covering the surface of the wider stream flowing down 
‘one side of the beds. 

Up the opposite field slope, a drill is going slowly across the rich 
land, dropping its rows of sced, with a harrow following its course, 
pulling the earth over the precious treasure. A boy leads the old 
horse which is pulling the harrow, his attention divided between his 
charge and the doings of his dog, a sable collie, which is bunting in 
the hedge: bottoms for what it can find. 

Whirr ! whirr! and with a tremendous noise and bustle a hen 
pheasant rises into the air from her nest among the dead grasses 
and thorn roots, while the dog starts back, rather dismayed at having 
caused this disturbance, 

Here, amid the rich grass of the banksides and in many a 
sheltered spot in the fields, is seen that beautiful flower, too rarely 
observed, the wild daffodil, the golden petals of which wave gaily in 
the spring breezes, It is found in clumps, blowing freely, though 
‘scarcely undisturbed, for the village children know of its existence, 
and the buds are picked, long before they are open very often, and. 
placed in pots of water to open there, as they will do, and beautify 
the cottage windows and mantelpieces, often being then sent in 
‘bundles to the market towns to bring in a few pence for the little 


Tis a beautiful flower, and nowhere ese have 4 seen it growing 
‘wild in such profusion as in this portion of the “broad acres.” I 
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are thrown across the velvety tussocks of grass. The soft cooing of 
wood.-pigeons falls on the ear with a calm restful sound, and a 
stream ripples musically close by, while across the valley comes the 
sound of bells, mingled with the hollow tramp of a horse from the 
distant highway. 

But with a harsh cry a blackbird darts amid the sheltering under- 
growth, and immediately the magpies take alarm and circle round 
their nearly completed nest, chattering away in angry chorus. 

Matters gradually quieten down, and an owl rising from the 
gnarled trunk of a pollard elm, from behind the bracken-roofed 
keeper's hut, wings its noiseless flight, black against the pale beams 
of the moon which now gain the ascendency in the western sky, 

We emerge from the shade of the trees, and standing by the stile 
arc silent for a time, gazing at the scene before us, 

‘There is a feeling and aspect of perfect quietude, and 

All the air a solemn stillness holds, 


broken only by the twitter of a bird on its nest, the distant bark of a 
dog in the village beyond, or the call of a partridge from the grasses 
on the upland. 

‘Stars begin to twinkle in all parts of the heavens, and the fields, 
the brook, the old covert, and the distant hills rest calmly under the 
placid moonlight, while 

The moon grows queenlier in mid-space 
When the sky darkens, und her cloud-wrapt cas 
‘Thrills with intenser radiance from afar 


(O'et water-daisies and wild waits of spring, 


And we wend our way silently and thoughtfully homewards. 


HAROLD WILD. 





458 


PROVERBS: 
THEIR WIT AND WISDOM, PITH AND POINT. 


JROVERBS have been likened to hotel slippers, as being roomy, 
old, and assorted. ‘They are roomy in that, even upon one 
subject, various phrases will express gg views. ‘They are old, 
because an absolutely new proverb is impossible; it must have 
endured the handling of generations, They are assorted, for they 
are manifold in number, and crystallise the wit, the observation, and 
the experience, not only of many minds, but of many races, 

An adage, an axiom, a saw, a saying—call it as we please—has in 
it one or more of the elements of proverbial wisdom, but a pure pro- 
verb combines these elements, and is perfect in proportion to the 
number of qualities so absorbed. If there be one virtue it ovght to 
possess more than another, it is perhaps that of brevity and con- 
ciseness. “Hiders are good finders” is an apt instance. “He 
plays well that wins” is another. It must also contain wisdom ; the 
wisdom may be worldly and sometimes selfish, but almost without 
exception proverbs are moralists : “Better suffer ill than do ill” is 
a case in point. “Hasten leisurely"—in Latin, Festina lente— 
Erasmus used to speak of as the “King of adages.” Another desir- 
able quality is that of imagination, “Blushing is virtue’s colour” is 
from this point of view full of beauty and insight. So is the sentence, 
“Grey hairs are death’s blossoms.” 

To say that a proverb must be popular is to state a truism; with- 
out adoption by the mass of the people, a saying cannot attain to the 
dignity ofa proverb, When so adopted, it comes to have more weight 
than law: “Custom makes law.” In Spain, the land of proverbs far 
excellence, a proverb well introduced is as decisive of an argument as 
a bet in England. With kindred esteem of its value, they say in the 
Yoruba country of West Africa, “A proverb is the horse of con- 
versation ; when conversation flags, a proverb revives it," 

Wit and humour add spice to the proverb. Note how much is 
expressed by the phrase, “In the kingdom of blind men, the one 
eyed is king ;” or again, “You can’t make a silk purse out of a 
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sow's ear"; or “The coo may want her tail yet "—a Scotch reminder 
of the truth that a man who denies a favour may one day want it 
himself. 

A proverb is the richer for being allegorical. See what depth of 
meanness is expressed in the remark, “Tt is a base thing to tear a 
dead lion’s beard off.” What realms of comparison are suggested by 
such simple truths as “ A little bird wants but a little nest,” “It is 
hard to shave an egg,” “ Feather by feather the goose is plucked," 
“ An inch in a man’s nose is much,” “ Muffled cats are not good 
mousers” | 

A soupron of puzzledom flavours the proverb; but if there is so 
‘much of the riddle as to necessitate prolonged scrutiny, investigation, 
‘or argument, the charm vanishes, “One hair of a woman draws 
more than a team of oxen” {s not literally true, but cannot well be 
denied. The Spanish saying, “ He leaves nothing in his inkstand,” 
can be highly appreciated when it is explained to mean the man who 
has told all he knows, even to the point of tedium. In the Talmud 
it is written, “ Cut off his head, but mind you don't kill him.” 

‘There are two artificial aids which widen the use of a proverb— 
thyme and alliteration, but these are not essentials, “A friend in 
need is a friend indeed” combines both. This is more lengthy but 


not 80 good :-— 
Remember, man, and keep in mind, 
A faithfal friend is hard to find. 


‘There is sound advice in the distich »— 


Be alvenys as merry as ever you cat, 
For no one delights in a sorrowful man. 


A far better proverb is found in the lines :-— 


Give and spend, 
And God will send. 


Among scores of alliterative similes may be quoted the follow- 

= ‘As busy asa bee. 
As clear as crystal. 
‘As cold as charity, 
As fit as a fiddle. 
‘As hungry as a hawk, 
As mad as a March hare, 
As plump as a partridge. 
‘As proud as a. peacock, 
As soft as sill. 
As warm as wool, 
As weak as water, 
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One other characteristic may be noted of some proverbs—their 
originally local reference. “It’s 2 far cry to Lochow,” in the first 
place, simply perpetuated a Scotchman's remark on the distance to 
the next town ; now it is current coin to express the user’s opinion 
that such and such a journey is far longer than appears at first sight. 
“Hobson's choice,” more than two centuries ago, referred to the 
only hack which remained in an ostler’s stable when all other horses 
were gone; but to-day it is one of the most frequent exclamations 
used by men having absolutely no alternative. 

Perhaps the larger proportion of wise and clever sayings is lost 
in antiquity ; and in many cases, so far as they can be traced, the 
substance, if not the exact terms of expression, has originated 
independently among various nations. ‘ake, for instance, the 
phrase, “Liars should have good memories,” which is found in 
every land, Its origin is 0 remote that even Jerome called it old. 
‘The! plsse io the Acts, * Ir is bard for thes'to ‘kick. aguinet the 

” appeared long before in the Odes of the Greek poet Pindar, 
in which the line occurs, “It is hard for thee to kick against the 
goad.” The New Testament phrase, “Evil communications 
‘corrupt good manners,” is taken exactly from an old Greek comedy, 
which either Paul knew or must have heard repeated in common 
speech. Similarly, the expression in the Sermon on the Mount, 
“Tf he ask a fish will he give him a serpent?” corresponds to an 
earlier Greek expression, “A scorpion for a perch." The same 
antecedent origin may be shown for such excellent proverbs as 
“Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof,” and “ Cast not your 
pearls before swine." 

In thus tracing the qualities which proverbs must possess, less or 
‘more, we have by no means exhausted the list. No one proverb 
can include all, but that is the most striking which includes brevity 
and conciseness, insight and common use, wit and humour, allegory 
and mystery, alliteration and rhyme, truthfulness and application. 
No wonder that with such excellences proverbs should have 
been defined as “Wisdom in brief,” as “Life compressed into a few 
sentences,” as “ Foundlings of a nation's wit,” and as “Children of 

* Fuller said they contained “much matter in few 
words,” and Lord John Russell aptly described them as “the wit of 
‘one man and the wisdom of many," Lord Chesterfield advised his 
son that “no man of fashion ever uses a proverb ;” but Lord Bacon 
had, at an earlier day, called them “the edge tools of speech which 
cut and penetrate the knots of business and affairs.” 

The comparison of proverbs to hotel slippers because of oe 














463 


that “He is poor indeed who can promise nothing.” It is well 
that “Idle folks have least leisure,” and the trade itself 
bly originated the idea that “He's not the best carpenter who 
the most chips.” But we cannot always be certain that “ He 
rises first is first dressed.” 
Some one has observed that proverbs are like legal maxims, there 
ing always one to cancel the foree of another. Else how can we 
cile the two statements, “Long absent, soon forgotten,” 
* Absence makes the heart grow fonder”? Each of us could probably 
prove the truth of both maxims, OF quite another type is the 
itful saying, “He may freely receive courtesies who knows how 
© requite them ;" for a man who is always bestowing help or favour 
d not hesitate to receive one or the other. Giving suggests gold, 
and we are reluctantly compelled to admit truth in the gibe that 
“Gold goes in at every gate excepting heaven's.” It is only 
partially true that “Good clothes open all doors.” With some 
qualification, too, the saying may stand, “A constant guest is never 
welcome.” Reflection on this might lead some persons to make 
fewer visits, and would seem to explain a certain coolness in the bost 
or hostess which is more easily felt than described, “Delays are 
dangerous" reminds us again of the one-sidedness of proverbs. Nor 
is italways true that “A wonder lasts but nine days.” It may not 
last so long. 
“Comparisons are odious,” says one proverb, but proverbs are 
full of them. ‘The wealthy leisured class could hardly be expected 
to appreciate the antithesis, “Poor men seek meat for their 
‘stomachs, rich men stomach for their meat,” nor the fine lady the 
rather rough declaration, “ Better go to heaven in rags than to hell in 
| embroidery.” Some other ladies might not immediately see the force 
of the obscrvation that “There's but an hour in a day between a 
_ good housewife and a bad,” though they would probably agree that 
“Cutting out well is better than sewing up well.” It is an acute but 
sad truth that “Praise makes good men better, and bad men worse"; 
‘and in the very front rank of good proverbs stands the statement, 
“Gratitude is the least of virtues, but ingratitude the worst of vices.” 
Many of the elements a proverb should contain are found in the 
_ Suggestive line, “Craft must bave clothes, but truth loves to go 
naked.” In describing that which is incongruous, as, for example, a 
‘negro in white gloves, there is humour in the expression, “ It is much 
Tike a blacksmith with a white silk apron,” except the smith should 
chance to bea Freemason. It is not very cheering to the man in 
deep trouble to leam that “Hope is a good breakfast, but a bad 
















is the best revenge"; “ For a flying enemy make a sil 
‘The play upon Sicae doe bot ide the 





should 
once taste the sweetness of giving, he'd give all away.” Charles 
Dickens writ large that truth in the “ Christmas Carol." But such 
conversions are rare, for, as the Italians tell us, “ Avarice increases 
with wealth.” We all know, in regard to the miser, that “ He'll flaya 
flint,” and that “His money comes from him like drops of blood.” 
Tt is a sad but truc reflection that “Riches have made more men 
covetous than covetousness hath made men rich” 
Sturdy, plain, practical common sense belongs to a large class of 
popular sayings, such as 
Better some of a pudding than none of a pie, 
‘Me that hath a head of wax must not walk in the sun, 
‘He that lies with the dogs rises with eax, 
‘He pulls with a long rope that waits for another's death. 


The fiavour of cynicism was sure to communicate itself to some 
proverbial expressions, He was clearly a pessimist who first said, “I 
wept when I was born, and every day shows why." It was surely no 
friend to the medical profession who declared that " God heals and 
the physician hath the thanks.” Te would not be amiss if there 
were gratitude to both, but “Vows made in storms are forgotten in 
calms.” What woman-hater was it who said, * Nothing dries sooner 
than atear”? A thousand sponsors stand for a truth which is some- 
times forgotten, “ No viper so little but hath its venom.” Whata 
world we live in if it be true that He who resolves to deal with 
none but honest men must leave off dealing"! 

‘There are some proverbs which, by extolling endurance, may 
Icnd nerve to men, That is a stately deliverance, “ Calamity is the 
touchstone of a brave mind"; it tends to make a feeble man 
ashamed of his cowardice, and to justify another dictum that “ He 
bears misery best who hides it most.” Seneca long ago said, 
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“Light cares speak ; great ones are dumb.” While it is true that 
“ A stout heart crushes ill-luck,” we ought not to forget that “ Many 
an honest man stands in need of help that has not the face to 
beg it.” 

Fools and their folly are the butt of many a gibe in proverbial lore. 
In olden times it took a very clever man to play the part of the pro- 
fessional fool, even as it does nowadays to be a circus clown, and one 
proverb rightly declares that “A fool may give a wise man counsel.” 
Another says that “ None is a fool always, everyone sometimes,” 
But as far back as Sclomon’s time it was written, “The legs of the 
lame are not equal ; so is a parable in the mouth of fools." Neces- 
sarily the date was subsequent which gave birth to the quip, 
“London Bridge was made for wise men to go over and fools to go 
under." Although “A great man’s foolish sayings pass for wise 
ones,” his was not a small mind who spoke of certain unwise folk 
as “Like the tailor who sewed for nothing, and found thread him- 
self.” “The wise man knows a fool, but a fool doth not know the 
wise man.” We all know that “Clowns arc best in their own 
company, but gentlemen are best everywhere.” 

According to many a bitter adage, the distance between fools and 
lovers is not great. But there is another class of proverbs far more 
sympathetic to the tender passion, “He that hath love in his 
breast hath spurs at his heels"; “Love makes all hard hearts 
gentle "—“Love is the true price of love.” There are others which 
embody the experience and observation of ages, “Love and a 
cough cannot be hid” is good, but “ Love delights in praise” is 
better. Deeper stil} is the reflection, * Whom we love best, to them 
we can say least.” It is only sometimes true that “ They who love 
‘most are least valued,” but more often we may allow “Hot love is 
soon cold,” and “One love drives out another." Then comes the 
time when “ Faults are thick where love is thin" ; but there is much 
uncertainty in applying the counsel = 

Follow love and it will flee j 
Flee lore and it will follow thee. 


Tf it were possible to attempt a classification of proverbs, a very 
large number might be included among the fruits of observation. 
They are eentences uttered by thoughtful men who have generalised 
a number of individual instances. These have been weighed, so to 
speak, in the balances of probability and fact, and have been passed 
om as truc summaries. ‘This kind of proverb is free from bitterness 
and malevolence, and is really helpful. It is well to remember that 
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tions in life amid which a man does 
would. Two other sayings are antith 


man angry"! Let us quote a few other wise sentences. 
Who bays bath need of a hundred eyes ; who wells hath enough of 
If the pills were pleasant, they would aot want — 
‘Tndustry is fortune’s right hand, and frugality his left. 
‘Aman may make his own dog bite bir. 
Hie had need rise betimes that would please everyiody, 
No one knows the weight of onother's bunten, 
Af you would compare two men, you must know | r 
In a calm sea every man is a pilot. = 
Birds pay equal honours to all men. 
Deaf men are quick eyed and distrustfel. 
Good-nature is « great miafortune if it want prudence, 
Good works will never save you, bat you cannot be saved without them, 
Great minds and great fortunes don't always go together. 
Ho that always complains is never pitied. 


Reflection follows observation, and leads to the enunciation of 
truth which, if sufficiently concise and epigrammatic, assumes the 
proverbial form. Axioms of this class are of the most valuable 
character. They give no offence to the individual, but may lead to 
sclf-introspection and wise procedure. No one questions that “It 
is good to be sure" before launching on ain argument or engaging in 
some new enterprise. “If you would enjoy the fruit, pluck not the 
flower”; “You cannot judge of a man till you know his whole 
story." Yet you may be sure that “ Birth is much, but breeding is 
more”; and in these days it is a truism that * Conduct and courage 
lead to honour." Not so apparent, but on calm reflection assuredly 
true, are the axioms “Contempt is the sharpest reproof"; “ Gifts 
from enemies are dangerous”; “ All truths are not to be told.” 

‘Thoughtful folk will agree that “Good swimmers are oftenest 
drowned,” and that “Sometimes the best gain is to lose.” Tt must 
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be on the principle that “He knows best what good is who has 
endured evil,” that some public benefactor has laid down the theory 
that “He who serves everybody is paid by nobody.” After all, “To 
deceive oneself is very casy,” though another generalisation tells 
us that “All things are difficult before they are easy"; and public 
men should remember that “A man may say too much even on the 
best of subjects.” Two or three additional specimens of this type of 
proverb may be quoted. 

‘Hearts may agree, though heads differ, 

A quiet conscience sleeps in thunder. 

‘The master is the eye of the house. 

It is better to be condemned by the college of physicians than by one judge. 

‘The proverbs which are compressed into single sentences are sure 
to be pithy—to contain “salt.” ‘They are often described as saws. 
Among them are found self evident truths which acquire new force 
and point by the aptness of the phrase. Apparently nothing could 
be more commonplace than the statement, “The brains don’t lie in 
the beard” ; but it will bear a good deal of expansion and applica- 
tion. “The used key is always bright” would find a million 
confirming witnesses ; but not one testimony is needed to prove that 
“Who never climbed, never fell.” Experience teaches that “A 
good marksman may miss” ; that “ If one winna, anither will"; and 
that “Hopeis ascheapas despair.” “Health is better than wealth” ; 
and old people, as well as young, have discovered that “One's too 
few, three's too many." In various forms the levelling power of 
death has been expressed, but never more concisely than in the 
statement, “ Six feet of earth make all men equal." The realm of 
Nature supplies the Scotch saying, “ Daylight will peep through a 
‘sma’ hole,” and other facts such as “In every country dogs bite.” 
There is a touch of humour in the fact that “ Music helps not the 
toothache.” More moral is the axiom, “Were there no hearers there 
would be no backbi Shorter and more pat isthe phrase, “ He 
i rich enough that wants nothing.” 

There is, perhaps, no subject on which proverbial wisdom is so 
tich as that of speech—to speak more exactly, it might be said, of 
silence, There is here no limitation of race or country, but one 
language vies with another in such axioms of experience as “Few 
words are best”; “ Hear twice before you speak once.” There can 
beno question that “More have repented speech than silence,” and 
a5 arule that “ What the heart thinketh the tongue speaketh,” also 
that “Gossiping and lying go together.” There is a charm in the 
paradox that “He cannot speak well who cannot hold his tongue" ; 
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Tf the tongue is a universal theme, what shall be said of woman? 
‘However equal her sex may be in other respects to man, it seems pretty 
clear that he has usurped an unfair share of the mint which coins 
proverbs. It is positively painful to read the spiteful things which 
have passed into current speech. If even they were true, they are 
most ungallantly expressed. Of course, “One tongue is enough for 
| woman,” but even the faultless “ Arthur could not tame a woman's 
tongue.” This may have been because “The calmest husbands 
make the stormiest wives.” Even if you “Choose a wife rather by 
your car than your eye,” since “ Beauty may have fair leaves yet 
bitter fruit," you find that “Mills and wives ever want.” It is 
probably true that “ Discreet wives have sometimes neither eyes nor 
cars,” and it is well to remember that “ The society of ladies is the 
school of politeness.” Idle tattlers come in for many a sarcasm, such 
as “A gossip speaks ill of all, and all of her.” Long before the 
“ Pickwick Papers "were written, there were thrustsat widows ; injunc- 
tions in various phrase appear to “ Marry a widow before she leave 
mourning." We may quote one other remark without fully assenting 
to its lesson. “The first wife is matrimony, the second company, 
the third heresy.” 

It may be through instinctive reverence that the name of the 
Divine Being is infrequently woven into proverbial phrase, but there 
are several sayings full of beauty and impressiveness, They may be 
quoted without comment. 

God is where He wns. 

God arms the harmless, 

God comes to see without a bell, 

God knows who are the best pilgrims. 

God never sends mouths but He sends meat, 

God reaches us good things by our own hands, 

God cometh with leaden feet, but striketh with fron hands. 

God giveth His wrath by weight, bat Hit mercy without measure. 


Further illustration and selection are only restrained by the 
limits of space; the realm of proverbs is limitless as the range of 
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human thought and experience. A few striking phrases may 
conclude our inquiry : 


He is ploughing a rock. 

Don't rub your eye with your elbow. 

‘The offender never pardons. 

Children are poor men’s riches. 

Fame is the perfume of hercic deeds. 

Every ass loves to heat himself bray. 

Better blush in the face than a spot in the heart. 

He that has a great nose thinks everybody is speaking of It, 

‘When you are all agreed upon the time, quoth the Vicar, then I'l make It 
rain, 

JOMN STUART, 
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- brilliant and clever women of her day, was constantly driving through 
the counties of Warwickshire, Worcestershire and Gloucester- 
shire with her coach and six horses and retinues of servants, advising 
her artistic friends on the laying out of their grounds, giving Somer- 
_ ville, and even the great Shenstone himself, unbounded pmaise, and 
‘yet sharp criticisms on his verses and his epitaphs,. 

_ She was no small poctess herself, and the poets of those days 
loved to gather, as clever men a generation later still gathered, round 
that beautiful home of the Knights in Warwickshire. 

_ In the quaint deprecatory fashion of that day she would write : 
“If you do not send mea line to the contrary by Thursday's post, 

‘ you will see me on next Monday, the 7th instant, at your Aérme ornde, 
and I hope to bring you on the 8th to my Férme ndg/igde, for that 
-you will find it.” 

Tn onc of her many celebrated letters to Mr. Shenstone we get = 
‘curious little sentence about Handel. “As to your thought about 
improving the Show-box, I do not despise it for believing you took 
it from the thing called ‘London Cries,’ which the children play 
with, for the great Handel has told me that the hints of his very best 
‘songs have, several of them, been owing to the sounds in his ears. 
‘of cries in the street, and why may your eyes not take a hint from 
the manner in which they are exhibited in the fore-mentioned little 
machine?” 

Later on she breaks off in the middle of a letter with a rush of a 
grumble at the badness of a pen—but how different is this grumble 
from the “Excuse beastly pen, can't write," of to-day |—with “ Permit 
‘me to interrupt what I am saying with a curse against ctowpens. If 
Twas to add to the curses in the service for Ash Wednesday, the 
‘crows would be loaded with them, or rather the men who invented 
putting their quills to this use, which at present gives me intolerable 
fatigue, and will prevent my saying half of what 1 would say to you. 
How much more friendly are the geese! Mine were all retired to 
rest before I retired from my devotions at Henley, and never once 
thought or imagined that turkies could produce a quill capable of 
writing so good a hand as your letter is wrote in, Surely the bird 
you killed for Lord Dudicy, and with whose quill you wrote to me, 
must have been a phounix in disguise. How could we have been 
both so elegantly feasted byany common bird? If my turkies carried. 
so much wit in their quills, they should not live till morning, but 
should be sacrificed to you. But if, on the contrary, they can only: 

‘convey my wit, let siem live, and let me be silent for your sake.” 
_ This Henrietta Knight, Lady Luxborough, certainly possessed 
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A little later on, mentioning the “Tom Jones” yolumes, she writes: 
“ Thave not read the two last ; but I think, as you do, that no one 
character yet is near so striking as Adam’s in the authors other 


themselves so still. The beauty herself might shun ft equally, for 
that sort of glass would not flatter, and defects would appear, as 
there is no perfection in us mortals. If Mr. Fielding and Mr. 
Hogarth could abate the vanity of the world by showing its faults 20 
plainly, they would do more than the greatest divines have yet been 
capable of, But human nature will still be the same, and would, I 
am afraid, furnish them, if they lived till the world ended, with such 
imperfect objects to represent." 

Everyone who reads Pope nowadays is familiar with the quarrel 
which arose between him and Lord Bolingbroke, but the cause seems 
to remain as uncertain as it did in Lady Luxborough's day. “I saw 
to-day in the ‘ London Evening Post” a letter which reflects upon my 
Brother B—ke in regard to Mr. P—pe’s treachery to him ; in which 
the blame seems to be thrown from him upon my brother. I have 
not yet seen any one thing more that has been published concerning 
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it, except a preface in a magazine in his favour, the trath of which I 
could attest, and have often wondered he could so Jong stifle the 
abominable usage he met with from P—pe in printing his work— 
which he had instructed to him to review, intending that it should 
not be published till after his owndeath. ‘The letters between P—pe 
and the printer, bargaining for the price, were found by Lord 
Marchmont, whose business it was, by P—pe’s last will, to look over 
his papers jointly with Lord Bol—ke. But as to the subject of the book, 
I know nothing of it ; nor is that to the purpose, as to P—pe’s business, 
to the best of friends ; without whom he had never shone in the 
«Essay on Man.’" 

As one goes on reading the little interesting bits in these old 
letters, one sometimes sces how the character of the nation is the 
same to-day as it was yesterday. 

‘There is the same silly—I may say vulgar—boasting of the English- 
‘man who thinks no one can come to perfection but bis own country- 
‘men ; and there are the same few wise heads who can look pitifully 
at their compatriots’ silly weakness, and who can hear with a half- 
‘amused contempt the French phrases which, if translated into 
English, would be kicked out of polite tongues. So, in like manner, 
Lady Luxborough looks with her quiet disdain. “Who would have 
thought,” she writes, “a pack of French strollers could ever in any 
shape have influenced the choosing or rejecting a member of the 
British Parliament? And yet the advertisements about the West- 
‘minster election show them to be érsonages of consequence. It is, 
it seems fact, that a pretty good set of English actors who made an 
attempt to set up a stage in a province on the outskirts of France 
(where our language was a little understood) were driven off with the 
utmost scurrility ; and yet our Nod/esse support their strollers here; 
for they are, I hear, established in spite of the fracas made by the 
Gallery ; being well supported by our lords, ladies, and still more 
by some of our officers, who, though they ran away from the French 
in Flanders, were cager to follow them bere, and to pay their 
obsequious devoirs to the outcast of them. What will not English- 
‘men now bear?" 

In this age of dumdiedom, dumping, &e., we hear a hundred and 
fifty years ago of Mummery, 

“ This word ‘flummery,’ you must know, sir, means at London 
flattery and compliment, and is the present reigning word among the 
beaux and belles. Pardon my telling you what your dictionary would 
not have told you, and pardon me also boasting of knowing some- 
thing about the fashions my neighbours do not know, and which, 





Henristla Knight, Lady Luxborough. 475 


beautiful ; I cannot see why it did not end at the most beautiful line 
init” 

‘Though Lord Bolingbroke and his sister were always writing of 
themselves as hermits, and that they were civilly buried before they 
‘were naturally, yet very little passed in the great world to which they 
belonged that they did not know of, such as the King’s kindness to 
the Princess of Wales when her husband died, and that the “ Memoirs 
of the House of Brandenburgh” were written by the King of Prussia 
himself, though his authorship was most carefully concealed; the 
beauty of the two Miss Gunnings, “one of whom they eay Lord 





a man can have and is murdered by his 
friend. . . . I think I could never forgive myself if 1 bad been the, 
cause (though the papers call it innocent) of Mr, Dalton's death, as 
Miss G—n was, by her foolish action in giving the snuff-box Ae 
fad given her to Mr. Paul. Mr. Dalton’s father had but one other 
child than this, which is now killed, and he was drowned last year in 
a ship that sunk in bringing him from abroad. This (whose death is 
now recent) was a young man of great learning, great good-nature, 
great honour and sobriety, and a most genteel behaviour. Jt was he 
acted so well the top part in the play Miss Patty and Mr. Meredith 
acted at London.” 

As these pleasant letters pass forwards a tone of sorrow comes 
into them and lingers. The readers of this little paper, who have 
read Lord Bolingbroke’s life, will remember the great love he and 
his stepsister had for each other; they always ended their corre- 
spondence by signing themselves as affectionate or true friemds, for 
friendship they each considered as the dearest relationship on earth. 
The two people whom Lord Bolingbroke loved best in all his life 
were this sister Henrietta and his second wife, Maric Claire des 
‘Champs de Marcilly, Marchioness of Vilette. 

In 1751 we read a very short letter: “I cannot write much 
more, yet must tell you one secret, which nobody in this neighbous- 
hood knows, viz, that my Brother Bolingbroke is to send a set of 
horses from Battersea on Saturday next to fetch me to him. He 
would have had me come sooner (as being his only comfort) if I had 
been able. I am now by my bedside, expecting Mr. Holyoak, to 
know if he thinks I shall be able to set out on Tuesday moming. 
T must be dying if I do not, and I repeat my medicines every two 
hours, hoping to advance my cure, My brother has a cancer on his 
check-bone, which is already an inch and a half diameter and 
three quarters of an inch thick. Direct to me at Battersea House, 


Surrey, by London.” 
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and I speak the more feelingly now that I sit freezing, and can 
scarcely get a little coal for a great deal of money.” 

‘Then again comes a little graceful mention of Horace Walpole. 
‘He had been one of her brother's greatest persecutors, and in this 
sentence one almost seems to see that hallowing touch with which 
the neamess to death so often illumines one’s words: 

“1 think I informed you that Sir William Meredith had been 
here, on his way to Parliament, and asked after you ; adding that he 
had a little present for you of kennel-coal, and wishing to have met 
you here. He is so kind as to write me what passes in the House 
of Commons in general, and in particular mentions a speech of old 
Horace Walpole's as humorous, as good-natured, in answer to one 
‘of young Beckford’s, who spoke much of the flourishing state of all 
our colonies, except that which he belonged to. Horace answered: 
* Thai was in the most flourishing condition of all, for there was & 
jew growth there, and a fresh importation from thence ; an impor- 
tation of political geniuses, which bid fair to fill both the city and 
the Parliament’” 

When Lady Luxborough died, in the spring of 1756, there were 
‘no “appreciations,” no little up-to-date accounts of the talented life 
closed here, but some verses written from the heart of her great 
friend, Mr. Shenstone, appeared in his book which will live 
for ever in the hearts of the people who know and love Lady 
Luxborough’s beautiful home. Appropriate as they were then, so 
are they now, and to this brief memoir of Lord Bolingbroke’s 
favourite sister they make a fitting finis : 

‘When first, Philander, first I came 
Where Avon rolls his winding stream, 

The nymphs how brisk! the swains how gay ! 
‘To sce Astoria! Queen of May ! 


that ere was seen 
the sight of Barrely’ Green. 


ick ariy esate heer 
‘Thy notes, Florelio, please no more 5 
No more Astoria's emiles are seen— 
Adieu, the sweets of Barrels Gresa ! 


HENLEY 3, ARDES. 
| Lady Luxborough. 
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dangerous alliance with the Frankish stranger.' But it was too 
late. Villehardouin had discovered the fatal secret that the Greeks 
of the Peloponnesos were an unwarlike race, and that their land 
would fall an casy conquest to a resolute band of Latins. At this 
moment tidings reached him that Boniface of Montferrat was be- 
sieging Nauplia, and he at once set out across a hostile country to 
seek the aid of the king of Salonika. Boniface was at first disin- 
clined to favour the scheme; but in his camp Villehardouin found 
an old friend, Guillaame de Champlitte, who was willing to assist 
him, He described to Champlitte the richness of the land which 
men called “Morea”—a term which now occurs for the first time 
in history, and which was originally applied to the district of Elis, 
‘and thence extended to the whole peninsula.’ He professed his 
willingness to recognise Champlitte as his liege lord in return for 
his aid, and Boniface finally consented to their undertaking, With 
a mere handful of knights and a larger body of men-at-arms, the two 
friends rode out from the camp before Nauplia to conquer the ancient 
land which had once given birth to the Spartan race. 

‘The fate of the Morea, like that of Saxon England, was decided 
bya single pitched battle. Patras, the harbour of Katakolo, and 
the important position of Andravida, which the traveller passes 
between Olympia and the Gulf of Corinth, offered no serious op- 
position to Champlitte and his henchman, who received Kalamata 
and Kyparissia as fiefs from his friend, instead of Korone, which the 
Venetians had occupied by virtue of the Act of Partition drawn up 
at Constantinople. Generally speaking, the natives were indifferent 
to the change of masters, especially as they soon saw that the Franks 
had no intention of interfering with their municipal privileges Bur 
the more patriotic and energetic among them collected an army from 
the remaining Byzantine garrisons, the town militia, and the warlike 
Slavonic tribe of Melings, who had been so troublesome to the old 
imperial government. The Hastings of the Morea was fought near 

* Villchardouin, Histoire de la Gonguéte de Constantineple (ed. Buchon), 
P- 252. He is naturally x better authority for what concerns his nephew than is 
‘the Chronicle af the Morea, which narrates these events differently. 
* ‘The derivation of the word ** Morea” i much disputed. The traditional 
allusion to supa, “‘mulberry-tree," has been generally abandoned. The 
‘Slavonic avere (= ‘ sea”), « former (own of Elis, and the word " Rona " altered 
{nto ** Morea” have all been suggested as explanations. One thing about it 
is certain, that it does not oceur before the Frank period ax a name for the 
peninsula, See Finlay, Seong Toser's note ; Hopf, in Kreck und Gruber, 
Allgemeine Encyhlepidic, vol. 85, pp 264-75 Sdthas, Mrycia EAannatis 
Toreplas, Serics 1. vol. 1. pp. xxx-xxxvili; PapamegSpoulos, ‘Teropla rel 
“EAAgresd “Rérovr, vol. v. 8-92 
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Hill of Passava’(so called from the war-cry “ Passe Avant"), whence 
Jean de Neuilly, hereditary Marshal of Achaia, once watched the 
men of Maina ; and, if earthquakes have left no medieval buildings 
at Vostitza (or Aigion), the barony of Hugues de Lille, Patras still 
boasts its Frankish fortress, which Guillaume-Aleman constructed 
out of the house and church of the Latin archbishop.! In addition 
to the twelve peers, there were seven ecclesiastical barons, with 
Ansclmos, Latin archbishop of Patras, as primate of Achaia, at their 
head. But all the Greek priests and monks were exempt from his 
jurisdiction, and paididues to the Prince alone. The three military 
Orders, the Knights of St. John, the Templars, and the Teutonic 
Order, received four fiefs apiece ; but we arc not told the names of 
the knights and sergeants, who received only one fief each, All the 
vassals were liable to render four months’ service in the field, to 
spend four months in garrison (from which the prelates and the three 
Military Orders were alone exempt), and even during the remaining 
four months to hold themselves ready to obey the Prince’s summons, 
and not to leave the Principality. Elis was reserved as the domain 
of the princely house. As at Athens, the Assize of Jerusalem was 
adopted as the Code of the Morea,? and thus the organisation of 
Achaia was, at Jeast on paper, complete. 

We saw that Villehardouin had been elected as bailly of the 
Principality after the deaths of Guillaume and Hugo de Champlitte, 
Tt was not likely that so able and ambitious a man would be con- 
tent to make way for any other member of the Champlitte family, 
who might arrive in the Morea to claim the inheritance. According 
to the feudal law, no fief could remain vacant for more than a year 
and a day, so that if no claimant appeared after the expiration of 
that period, Villchardouin would be Prince of Achaia. It became 
known, however, that another nephew of Guillaume de Champlitte, 
Robert by name, was on his way from France to take Hugo's place. 
Villehardowin at once resolved to put obstacles in his way, He 
wrote to Venice, where Robert intended to take ship for Greece, 
begging the Doge to retard his departure ; and on one excuse or 
another the young claimant was detained for two months as the guest 
of the Republic of St. Mark. When at last he put to sea, the ship's 
captain was instructed to leave him on shore at Corfa, where he 
with difficulty obtained a passage to the Morea in an Apulian brig, 
In spite of the time thus wasted on his journcy, he had not exceeded 
the year and a day of the feudal law. Villehardouin, however, by 
‘moving from one place to another, managed to avoid meeting him until 

* Paparregspoulos, af. eft. v. 42. Bid. ¥. 96-98. 
VOL. CONCVE. 0, 208t, tn 
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1209 for the whole peninsula, in token of which he sent three 
mantles to Venice every year. But this did not impair the similar 
oath which he had taken to the Latin Emperor ;' and when the 
Empress Jolanda, wife of the Emperor Peter of Courtenay, landed 
at Katakolo on her journey from Italy to Constantinople, he 
appeared before her in his capacity of Seneschal of Romania—a 
dignity which he had received from the last Emperor Henry—and 
invited her to stay a few days at a neighbouring castle. The 
Empress gratefully accepted his invitation, and he turned the visit 
to such purpose that 2 marriage was arranged between bis son 
Geoffroy and the Empress's daughter Agnes.? One result of this 
marriage was that the bride’s brother, the Emperor Robert, con: 
ferred upon Geoffroy IL. the title of “Prince of Achaia,” which 
Geoffroy I had never officially borne, though he was so styled by 
the Pope. Publicly, the founder of the Villehardouin dynasty was 
content with the more modest style of “Lord” (at@érrns),? under 
which his subjects had learned to love him. When he died, in 
1218, “all mourned, rich and poor alike, as if each were lamenting 
his own father’s death, so great was his goodness." As a modem 
‘Greek historian has said, he was “ perhaps the best of all the Frank 
princes of the East.” 

‘The prosperous reign of Geoffroy II. was of great benefit to the 
Principality. ‘‘ He possessed,” wrote the Venetian historian, Marino 
Sanudo, “a broad domain and great riches ; he was wont to send his 
most confidential advisers from time to time to the courts of his 
vassals, to see how they lived and how they treated their subjects. 
At his own court he constantly maintained eighty knights with 
olden spurs, to whom he gave all that they required besides their 
pay ; so knights came from France, Burgundy, and especially from 
his native land of Champagne, in order to enter his service. Some 
ame to amuse themselves, others to pay their debts, others because 
of crimes which they had committed at home.” ‘The only difficulty 
which the Prince had to face was the unpatriotic conduct of the 
Latin clergy, who in the snug enjoyment of nearly one-third of the 
land, declined to assist him in driving the Greeks out of the still 
‘mneonquered stronghold of Monemvasia. As we saw, by the consti- 
tution of the Principality, the fiefs of the clergy depended upon the 
performance of certain military services ; so that when they refused 
‘10 serve, on the ground that they owed obedience to the Pope alone, 

* Paparregspoolos, ap. cif. ¥. 44. 
® Hopf, in af, cit. vol. 85,"p. 269; Finlay, iv. 190. 
* Fallmerayer, Gesebicdte der Halbimact Morea, i. 390. 
Ae 
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of St. Jacques at Andravida, where in due course the bones of the 
three first Villehardouin rulers of Achaia were laid. Little now 
remains of this famous mausoleum of the Villehardouin family ; 
like its founders, it has passed into history. But a Norman arch 
near the little railway station still testifies to the past glories of 
Sta. Sophia, the cathedral of the Frank capital.! 

Guillaume de Villehbardouin, who succeeded his brother on the 
throne, was the first of the dynasty who had been born in the Morea. 
A native of Kalamata, he spoke Greck with native fluency, and in 
cleverness and energy surpassed all his subjects. But his long reign 
of over thirty years was an almost unbroken series of wars ; and if he 
was able fora brief space to effect the complete conquest of the 
peninsula, it was in his days that its reconquest by the Greeks began. 
His first enterprise was the subjugation of Monemvasia, the last 
Greek stronghold, which had defied both his predecessors, No one 
who has secn that picturesque spot can wonder at its continued 
independence in the face of such arms as the Franks could bring 
against it. Monemvasia, whence our ancestors used to obtain their 
Malmscy wine, rises from the sea like St, Michael's Mount, and is 
‘onlyaccessible by land along a narrow causeway, the * single catrance” 
(udvq dy Bame), to which it owes its name. Venice had taken care that 
the Principality of Achaia should not become a naval power, so that 
without Venetian assistance by sca the Prince saw that he could 
never take the place. He accordingly obtained the aid of four 
Venetian galleys, and then proceeded to invest the place by land 
and water, For three long years the garrison, under the leadership 
of Mamonis and two other archontes of the place, held out till their 
supplies were exhausted, and then only surrendered on condition 
that they should be required to serve at sea only, and should be paid 
for their services,” Guillaume granted them the privileges which they 
sought, a Frankish commander was installed in the coveted fortress, 
and to this day the Villehardouin escutcheon may be seen on the 
Church of St. Peter, Yet the rule of that family at Monemvasia 
was of only fourteen years’ duration. ‘The neighbouring Tzikones, a 
tribe descended pethaps from the aborigines of the Peloponnesos,? 

* Chromiguede Morfe (ed. Buchon), pp: 372-373 ; Romands, Kparuabs tape, 


Pat med 

2 Chronique de Merde, p. 184. 

* Finlay regards them as the descendants of serfs, bat identifies ther name 
with that of the Lakonians: Hopf beliews them tobe Sve Lord Strangford 
thinks that their dialect, which still exists, shows traces of Doric. See Finlay, 
¥. 32-54. Dr. Definer of Athens, who has written a grammar of their language, 
segards them a3 the descendants of the Lakonians and their specch a8 new 
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attentions ; the Prince replied by insulting the jealous man, who 
took his revenge by deserting to the enemy at acritical moment. 
The battle of Pelagonia was a fatal day for the Frank chivalry ; the 
Prince, after fighting bravely, was discovered, and identified by means 
‘of his prominent front teeth, as he lay hid under a heap of straw, and 
he was dragged away as a captive to the court of the Greek Emperor 
at Lampsakos. The Emperor saw his opportunity, and demanded 
nothing short of the cession of the Morea as the price of the Prince's 
freedom 5 and the overthrow of the Latin Empire of Romania in 1261 
increased his anxiety to restore Greck rule in that peninsula also. 
But Villehardouin's firmness was proof against this disgraceful offer, 
until, at last, the Emperor modified his terms, and promised to 
release his prisoner if the three fortresses of Monemyasia, Mizithra, 
and Maina were handed over to him, The question was referred to 
a parliament at Nikli, convened by Guy de la Roche, Duke of 
Athens, who had been elected bailly of Achaia during the Prince’s 
captivity. With statesmanlike reluctance Guy opposed a policy which 
would give the Byzantine Government a foothold in Greece, But it 
was decided to accept the Emperor's terms. In 1262 the three 
fortresses passed into the hands of the Greeks, who appointed a 
Strategds to govern their new province, and after three years of 
imprisonment the Prince of Achaia returned to his diminished State. 
Henceforth the rivalry between the Franks of the Principality and 
the Grecks of the Byzantine province led to almost constant conflicts, 
which devastated the country, especially as mercenaries were usually 
employed on both sides, who, in default of their pay, pillaged the 
hapless inhabitants without mercy. Such was the loss of life that a 
‘woman, it was said, married seven husbands one after the other, and 
fost them all in battle ; such was the destruction of property that 
some places, like Lacedsemon, became wastes and had to be re- 
colonised. Moreover, in the neighbouring Byzantine districts, the 

yjects of the Franks found support and en- 
couragement ; the unity of the Morea was destroyed almost as soon 
‘as it had been established, and the way was thus ultimately prepared 
for the Turkish conquest. 

It was not to be expected that either Villehardouin or the 
Emperor would long desist, the one from the reconquest of his three 
Jost castles, the other from an extension of his power. The Pope 
salved any qualms of conscience that the Prince of Achaia might 
have felt; the Byzantine stra‘egés was ready to avail himself of the 
first excuse to begin hostilitics. The latter found willing allies in 
the Melings and Tzikones, whom Villehardouin had so lately 
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about fiefs, troubles with the Turkish colonists, and war with the 
Greeks of the Byzantine province completed the misfortunes of the 
Morea, so that at last the barons begged Charles If. of Naples, 
who had become their suzerain, to send them a resident Prince. 
Accordingly, a marriage was arranged between the widowed Isabella 
de Villehardouin and a young nobleman, Florenz of Hainault, who was 
then living at the Neapolitan court, and in 1289 the pair set out for 
their principality. During the reign of Floreng, which lasted till his 
death, eight years later, the Morea recovered from the miserable 
condition into which it had fallen afier the demise of Guillaume de 
Villehardouin. Florenz saw that peace with the Byzantine province 
was absolutely essential to the welfare of his own subjects, and he 
managed to give the land seven years of repose, during which Achaia 
was “50 fat and rich in all things that the population did not know 
the half of what it possessed.” Yet, even under Florenz, the last 
strong man who governed the principality, there were occasional 
outbreaks of Jawlessness. ‘The coasts were plundered by Roger de 
Loria, the Sicilian admiral, who impartially robbed Frank and Greek 
alike. The Slavs of Taygetos, for whom the Byzantine Government 
disowned all responsibility, seized the Villehardouins’ ancestral 
castleof Kalamata in atime of profound peace. The Flemish nobles 
who had flocked to the Morea in the train of their countryman 
extorted money from the Greeks, who, unable to obtain justice, took 
the Luw into their own hands. One case of this kind was particularly 
aggravated. Among the Flemings who had come to seck their 
fortune in Greece was young Walter de Licdekerke, cousin of the 
Prince, and governor of Corinth. Finding himself in want of money, 
the wanton governor seized the person of a wealthy Greek proprietor, 
named Phétios, on a flimsy pretext, drew two of his teeth, and 
threatened to hang him unless he paid a heavy blackmail. ‘The 
Greek paid, but, as soon as he was released, finding Florenz obdurate 
in his refusal to grant him justice, he resolved to kill his persecutor. 
Accordingly he lay in wait for Liedekerke on the south shore of the 
Corinthian Gulf, thinking that he would probably land there for 
repose in the heat of the day. Presently a Frankish galley hove in 
‘sight, and from it there stepped ashore a young baron strangely like 
the governor of Corinth, Phdtios, sure of his man, waited till the 
baron was seated on the ground, and then struck him with his sword, 
crying aloud with revengeful joy, “There, my lord Walter, you have 
your payment!” The wounded man’s attendants shouted to the 
‘Greek that he had mistaken the Baron of Vostitz for the governor 
of Corinth ; but it was too late. The innocent Frank died of his 
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had also left a younger daughter, Margaret, known in Achaia as the 
lady of Akova. Her daughter manicd Fernando of Majorca, a 
yventuresome prince who had been at one time head of the Catalan 
Grand Company. His faithful comrade, Muntaner, has left a quaint 
account of his royal master, who had some years before been a 
prisoner in the Kadmeia at Thebes, and who, now that the Catalans 
had conquered Athens, was likely to have influence with those 
dreaded soldiers of fortune, But this Catalan connection displeased 
the Achaian barons, who had contributed to assist the Athenian 
forces at the battle of the Kephissos, Accordingly they arrested 
the lady of Akova, whose speedy death, followed by that of her 
daughter, seemed to have ended all fear of Spanish interference. 
But Fernando now claimed the Principality in the name of his 
infant son, and lost no time in landing there. At first everything 
‘went well with him ; one place after another capitulated, and it was 
not till Louis of Burgundy arrived that the fortune of war turned. 
Fermando’s rashness led to his defeat near Glarentza ; his followers 
abandoned him as soon as they saw that he bad lost the day; 
though he fought like a lion, he was overpowered by numbers, and 
he atoned on the scaffold for his daring enterprise. His followers 
relinquished the places which they held, and Louis seemed to be 
master of the Principality. But bis triumph was brief. Soon 
afterwards he dicd of poison, administered to him by the same 
Count of Kephallenia who had executed his rival,? leaving his 
widow to grapple with the anarchy of the country. Unable to cope 
with the growing disorder, threatened by the Byzantine governor 
of Mizithra, menaced by the Catalans of Athens, the unhappy 
princess sought the aid of King Robert of Naples. ‘That treacherous 
‘sovereign saw a chance of securing the actual possession as well as 
the nominal suzerainty of the Morea for his house. Accordingly 
he invited the Princess to his court, where he had a new husband 
in readiness for her in the person of his brother, John of Gravina. 
‘But the lady’s consent to this marriage could not be obtained ; she 
oathed her intended husband ; she saw through the designs of the 
crafty king. But a Neapolitan monarch did not allow such trifles to 
stand in the way of hisschemes. Matilda was dragged before the Pope 
at Avignon, whose authority, it was hoped, would make her yield, 
At her wits’ end, the Princess told the Holy Father that the marriage 
was impossible, because she had already contracted a union with a 
Burgundian knight, Hugues de la Palisse. Even this did not deter the 
* Chronique de Ramon Muntaner (ed. Buchon), ii, 242. 
* Romands, op, cit. pp. 216-218, 
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‘Then an attempt was made to induce Jaime II., King of Majorca, 
son of Fernando and so inheritor of the Villehardouin family, to 
‘enforce his claims ; but that, too, came to nothing. The death of 
Catherine and the succession of her son, Robert of Taranto, who 
was at the same time suzerain and sovereign of the principality, 
might have been expected to improve the state of affairs, But he 
was a feeble absentee, who allowed the confusion to increase, The 
barons regarded themselves as independent; the Archbishop of 
‘Patras openly threw off his allegiance; and the knightly orders 
followed the example of the primate. Meanwhile the Turks were 
devastating the coasts, and such was the alarm caused by their 
inroads at Corinth that the Corinthians begged the Prince to send 
them a strong man to defend them, Robert's one wise act was to 
‘confer that city and its magnificent fortress upon Nicholas Acciajuoli, 
who thus became the most powerful man in Frankish Greece. The 
Byzantine influence was, however, now steadily advancing. In 1348 
the Byzantine Emperor took a step which was ultimately the means 
of bringing Achaia under Greek rule again. He abolished the oftice 
of strategés and appointed to the life-governorship of the Byzan« 
tine province his second son, Manucl Cantacuzends, with the title 
of Despot. This new departure was soon fully justified. Manuel 
found the province on his arrival “‘more desolate than a Scythian 
wilderness"; + but he speedily made it blossom like a rose, He 
repelled the Turkish corsairs, he revived monastic life, especially 
encouraging the monks of Megaspelaion, upon whom his father 
bestowed a Golden Bull, and he made his province at once a model 
and a contrast to the distracted Frank Principality beside it. But 
even this energetic Despot could not prevent the innate tendency 
to family feuds which was characteristic of the Moreot archomtes_ 
“Neither good nor evil fortune,” says Manuel's father, the imperial 
historian Cantacuzenés, “nor time, that universal solvent, can dis- 
solve their mutual hatred, which not only endures all their lives, but 
is transmitted after death, as a heritage to their children.”* One of 
these amiable creatures, Lampowdios by name, who excelled all his 
compatriots in villainy, had received marked favours from the 
Despot, to whom he was constantly asserting his devotion. He 
proceeded to show his gratitude by an act of the utmost baseness. 
Manuel thought it necessary to levy shipmoncy for the defence of the 
coast against the Turks, and had entrusted the artful Lampotidios 
with the collection of the tax. Knowing that the imposition was 
unpopular, the tax-collector used his opportunities to incite the 
* Cantacuzenés (ed. Bonn), Bla iv. cap. 136 + ha 
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and in Argolis, and the Acciajuoli at Corinth.! Even after the death 
‘of Jacques de Baux the Navarrese went on occupying one fief after 
nother; and thus these mercenaries stepped into the baronies 
originally bestowed upon Champlitte’s followers and then granted to 
Neapoliton courtiers. The old families were, indeed, by this time 
almost wholly extinct. A roll of the Achaian fiefs at this period has 
‘been preserved ; but it does not contain a single one of the ancient 
feudal names. Even the Neapolitans had mostly retumed to their 
‘own country, so that the Navarrese Company now filled much the 
same position in Frankish Achaia that the Catalans had taken up in 
Frankish Attica. In 1386, the captain of the band, Peter Bordo de 
San Superan, was proclaimed as Vicar of the Principality, a title 
subsequently exchanged for the more dignified style of Prince, The 
‘various claimants, who had appeared after the demise of Jacques de 
Baux, and of whom the most prominent was Amadeos VII. of 
Savoy, never gained any foothold in the Morea, where San Superan 
maintained himself till his death in 1402, 

‘Yet even he, a strong man on the spot, was at times hard pressed 
by enemies far more dangerous than shadowy pretenders from 
Western Europe. The Turkish peril was yearly increasing ; yet the 
Navarrese Prince committed the fatal blunder which has been the 
ruin of Christian rule in the Near East, that of using the Turk for 
the furtherance of his own petty ambition. He hated the Despot 
‘Theodore I. Palwolégos, who ruled at Mizithré, and in 1395 called 
in the redoubtable Turkish commander, Evrenos Beg, to assist him 
inattacking his Greek neighbour. Together the Navarrese Company 
and its Turkish allies stormed the historic castle of Akova; but, 
‘when Evrenos retired, San Superan fell into the hands of the Despot. 
‘The full danger of the Turkish power was brought home to Navarrese 
and Greeks alike by the great Turkisli victory at Nikopolis on the 
Danube in 1396, so that, when Evrenos Beg again invaded the 
Morea in the following year, the Despot and the Prince supported 
one another. Theodore I., who had come into the possession of 
Corinth, revived the ancient plans of the Peloponnesians in the 
time of Xerxes, of Valerian, and of Justinian, for the fortification 
of the isthmus by means of a wall stretching from sea to sea. The 
work had not, however, made much progress when Evrenos Beg 
appeared at the isthmus. The Turks had no difficulty in compelling 
both the Despot and the Prince to promise the payment of tribute, 
but they did not consider that the time had yet arrived for a definite 
conquest of the peninsula. After plundering Argos, then a Venetian 

+ Paparregépoutes, ap. cif. ¥. Jo 
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St. John. But the Greeks of Mizithr& characteristically refused to 
have anything to do with the heretics, so Theodore resumed the 
administration and soon afterwards died. His successor, Theo- 
Gore IT. Palwoldégos, was destined to see the reunion of the Frank 
Principality with the Byzantine province. But first the disorderly 
condition of the latter required urgent reforms, During the peace 
which followed the accession of Mohammed I. to the Turkish 
throne, the Emperor Manuel IT. took the statesmanlike course of 
visiting the various parts of his now restricted dominions, and of 
secing for himself what their needs and capabilities were. He had 
‘once before been in the Morea, on his way back from his journey to 
England in search of aid against the Turks; bat he now devoted 
hhimself with special care to the defence and improvement of the 
‘Byzantine province, which had assumed greater importance in his 
eyes as the rest of his Empire dwindled. Arriving in 1415, he set 
to work to complete the fortifications of the isthmus, which the last 
Despot had begun. The distance in a straight line from sea to sea 
is only three miles and a half (the length of the present canal), but 
the wall, which was not straight, is called Hexamilion, or the “Six 
Mile” rampart, Taking the old wall of Justinian as his basis, he 
ordered the new fortifications to be constructed on the same lines, 
‘and strengthened them with 153 towers. A tax was levied upon 
the whole province for the purposes of this work, and remained in 
force after its completion, in order that the wall might be kept in 
good repair. In addition to this, the Greek notables of each 
district were ordered to furnish a fixed number of labourers, who 
were posted at different points along the route of the wall, so that 
they might work simultaneously. By this means, and under the 
zealous taskmaster’s eye, the whole fortification was finished in 
twenty-five days. More difficult was the Emperor's next task, that 
‘of restoring good government to the province. The Greek archontes 
still persevered in their hereditary feuds, still oppressed the poor, 
still defied the Despot. In a word, they were petty tyrants, devoid 
of patriotism, and unable to see that nothing but union could save 
them all from the Turkish yoke. Manuel sent the worst of them in 
chains to Constantinople, and then proceeded to strengthen the 
central authority and to weaken the local power of the landowners. 
Having regulated the amount of taxation to be levied, he foreed the 
feeble Prince of Achaia to do him homage, and then concluded his 
stay with the delivery of a grand funeral oration in memory of the 
late Despot. It is noticeable that he specially selected for encomium 
the policy of introducing Albanians into the cept eters, 
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consumption, Justice, too, needs reform; forced labour at the 
Isthmian wall would be a better and more humane punishment than 
that of mutilation, which fills our streets with horrible deformities. 
‘The plague of idle monks, too, should be remedied ; let the holy 
man work for his living, or, at least, let him hold public offices with- 
out salary, as the “ransom” which he pays for the retention of his 
property. We are not surprised to find that this last proposal made 
the clergy bitter enemies of the philosopher; even after his death 
they refused him burial in consecrated ground, and it is in the 
Cathedral of Rimini that we must seck his remains, He concluded 
his scheme of reforms by offering his own services for the purpose of 
putting them into execution, They were not accepted, nor were the 
Emperor and the Despot inclined to play the part of philosophic 
‘kings in 2 new Platonic Republic. 

After the departure of the Emperor, the Morea enjoyed relative 
repose, broken only by occasional conflicts between the Greeks 
and the Prince of Achaia. Even these quarrels ceased when the 
accession of the warlike Murad 1]. to the Turkish throne ended 
the breathing-space which the Christians of the East had enjoyed in 
the time of his predecessor. In 1423, his great captain, Turakhan, 
assisted by the reluctant Duke Antonio of Athens, invaded the 
peninsula. The Hexamilion proved to be no obstacle to the 
‘Turkish attack, and the Despot did nothing to prevent the further 
march of the army. But there was one exception to the general 
cowardice of the Moreots, The Albanian colonists, true to the 
traditions of their gallant race, showed on this occasion the cow 
which, four centuries later, their compatriots displayed in the War of 
Independence. ‘Those who were taken prisoners were massacred by 
the Turks, and a pyramid of Soo Albanian skulls marked the site of 
Gardiki.! ‘Then the Turks retired with their usual string of captives, 
and the Despot was obliged to purchase peace by promising to pay 
tribute and to leave the Hexamilion in ruins. 

‘A more energetic figure now appeared among the Grecks of the 
Morea. The Despot Theodore II. had announced his intention of 
‘entering a monastery, and of handing over the government to his 





active brother Constantine. Like several other sovereigns in love 
-with the charms of private life in theory, but in practice wedded to 


the delights of power, Theodore changed his mind at the last 

moment, when Constantine had actually arrived to take his place, 

Tt therefore became necessary to provide Constantine with another 

sphere of activity, and this led to the reconquest of the Frankish 
1 The traveller in Servia will remember the similar trophy near Nish, 
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Before, however, we describe this brief period of restored Byzan- 
tine government, we would glance at the condition of the people 
after their long experience of Frank manners and customs. Mizaris, 
a Byzantine satirist, who wrote in 1416, has left us, in his “ Dialogue 
of the Dead," a scathing description of the Moreots of his time, 
which, after due deduction made for the natural exaggeration of 
satire, contains much historic truth, “The Morea," says that writer, 
“is inhabited by many races mixed together, of which the most 
distinct are Lacedemonians (Tzdkones'), Italians (Franks), Pelo- 
ponnesians (Greeks), Slavonians, Illyrians (Albanians), Egyptians 
(gypsies), and Jews, and among them are not a few halfcastes.” Of 
these seven leading races we may note that the Jews were chiefly to 
‘be found in the busy Venetian colonies, such as Methone, where the 
gypsics were also allowed to ply their trade. ‘The Jews were mostly 
small traders, and were specially prohibited by the Venetians from 
becoming landowners in their Greek possessions, “lest the whole 
landed property should pass into their hands.” ‘There were also a 
certain number of people of Turkish origin to be found in the 
Morea even at this period, descendants of the mercenaries whom 
Guillaume de Villehardouin had allowed to settle in his dominions, 
and who had intermarried with the other inhabitants. From the 
marriages of Greeks and Franks, which were commoner in Achaia 
than in Attica, sprang the so-called “Gasmodloi,”* who sometimes 
took half Greek, half Frankish names. But the purely Frankish 
element gradually died out of the Morea after it had returned to the 
sway of the Greeks. The most durable legacy of the Franks was 
the feudal system, which had entered deeply into the life of the 
country. But the Greeks inherited its bad without its good qualities ; 
they were as turbulent as any Frank baron, but lacked his bravery 
and his keen sense of personal honour. Mizaris has shrewdly ob- 
served that each race took the worst features of the others, just as 
in our day we sec that the Oriental educated in Paris usually takes 
home Western vices, with only the vencer of Western civilisation, 
‘We may consider as exaggerated the depravity which he ascribes 
to the Moreot chiefs—“ men who ever delight in battles and dis- 
turbances, who are for ever breathing murder, who are full of deceit 
and craft and lies, barbarous and pig-headed, unstable, perjured, and 


‘So Finlay and Fallmerayer. Hopf interprets these ‘ Lacedsemoaiana” es 
being the Despot’s Byzantine following, so called because he lived at Misithri, 

* Matos still means a “bastard” in the vemacular of the Pelopoaneses 5 and 
tthe first part of the word, Loonjecture, is the French gars, See Paparregdpoulos, 
OP. HE, ¥. Dy 130, 19. 
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matter, and goes down as far as 1377, is in existence. None of these 
‘works can be implicitly trusted, Icast of all for the early years after 
the Conquest. It has been remarked, however,! that the Greek 
poem shows an unerring knowledge of geography and a defective 
knowledge of Greek. Its style seems to point to a Moréot clerk in 
the service of a French baron as its author. Glorification of the 
Franks and contempt of the natives are the motives of the poetaster, 
and it is easy to understand that a Greck retainer would, at any rate 
officially, express sentiments so flattering to his employer.* 

In summing up the results of the Frank rule in the Morea, a dis- 
tinction must be drawn between the stable government of the first 
period and the anarchy which characterised the second. The first 
two Villebardouin princes were able rulers who did not treat the 
Greek Church any worse than many Greek 1ulers bad done : they 
abstained from forcible prosclytising; and even when they con- 
fiscated Greek ecclesiastical property, they did not bestow it upon 
the Catholic hierarchy, but devoted it to the public treasury. The 
Greek archontes were in many cases allowed to keep their lands 
and some of their privileges ; and we even hear of Greeks who were 
feudal lords, like the Latins, and whose property was tilled by serfs. 
Muntaner tells us that the Frank nobles of the Morea took their 
wiyes from France ; but mixed marriages, too, began very soon,? and 
the third Villehardouin, born and bred in the country, spoke Greek 
as bis native tongue. But, picturesque and gallant figure as he was, 
be undid by his warlike adventures the work of his two more states- 
manlike predecessors, and after his day the second period began, 
A century after its foundation, the rule of the Franks, except in the 
Venetian colonies, was already in decay, and its sole hope was the 
house of Anjou. Moreover, the aim of the Venetians was com- 
mercial rather than political ; for trading facilities were with them 
the paramount consideration, and they did not seek, save incidentally, 
the latinisation of the East. Where the influence of the Frank 
Princes upon their Greck subjects was most marked was in military 
matters. It is impossible not to be struck by the difference between 
the unwarlike character of the Moreot population at the time of the 
Frank conquest and its repeated attempts later on to throw off the 

§ By Buchon, Chrensgue de ta Congutte, pp. xxiti-xxx. 

* Paparregipoulos, who thinks that the anthor was a * Gasmoiilos,” points 
‘out, however, that the Cérewicle is written in the language then commonly spoken 
in the country, and that it closely rexcmbles modern Greck. He waxcs enthusi- 
astic about its style, which he thinks often worthy of ancient Greece. (Op. eff, 
¥. 10-13, 108-109, 599.) 

* Paparregspoulor, aA. cit. v, fol. 





France,"! which, in the phrase of Pope Honorius IIL, they had 
founded in the East. In spite, too, of all their efforts to make 
French the language of the country, by sending young Greeks toa 
special seminary in Paris, Greek held its own,  Mantaner 









left little trace on the language of the Peloponnesos 
except in a few towns, beyond adding to it a few words of French 
in8 


But on the face of the country the Franks have made a mark 
which five centuries have not obliterated, While a perverse spirit, 
which can find nothing of interest unless it is strictly classical, has 
torn down the Venctian fort of the Euripos and the Frank tower 
which once stood on the Akropolis, the great feudal castles of the 
Morea are mostly standing, although in ruins, Wandering among 
those medieval remains, we may still recall the brillant daya of of 
that chivalry which won the admiration of Muntancr, we may still 
meditate upon the extraordinary fate which handed ‘over the Greek 
peninsula to a handful of Frank adventurers. 

WILLIAM MILLER. 
* Romands, of. cif, p. 28, 
* Chronique de Kamen Muntener (cd. Buchon), 315 
* Romands, op cit, pp. $4) 58. 


a a 


AN OLD INVENTORY. 


oJ N Inventory of all and Singuler the Goods and Chattells of 

Richard Hill, Esquire, late Cittizen and Cordwayner of 
London, But whilest he lived of the Parrish of Snt. Dionis Back- 
church, London, taken and apprized the Twenty fiiit day of february 
Tn the yeare of our Lord God One Thousand Sixe Hundred ffifty 
and Nyne.” 

Such is the title of the interesting old document described in the 
following remarks, which has fortunately survived to these present 
times, and from whose quaint items we can form a fairly accurate 
idea of the fittings and furniture of a Puritan houschold in the 
City at the period of the Commonwealth. 

Richard Hill came up to town from Devonshire in 1632, and 
took a lease of a house in Lime Street (a locality now given over to 
warchouses and offices). Here he and his wife lived for twenty- 
eight years, and here their six sons and one daughter were born, 
His sympathies when the Civil War broke out were with the Parlia- 
ment, and he served from 1642 to 1649 as one of the treasurers to 
the Committee of Sequestrations, taking part no doubt in the 
punishment and ruin of manya luckless Royalist. Later on, in 1652, 
he was one of the Commissioners appointed for the sale of prize 
goods taken in the Dutch War. This office he held until his death, 
and he seems to have had a great deal of trouble in the performance 
of his duties. His character, however, was never called in question, 
and it is singular that in a very scurrilous Royalist pamphlet written 
soon after his death, in which “all such as made profit by the 
continuance of the War” were mercilessly abused, the writer merely 
states that Hill ‘was called to an account before he and his partners 
were ready,” alluding no doubt to his death while holding office. 

In 1644 he was associated with Mr. William Pennoyer in 
the purchase of arms for the service of the Parliament, and in 
March, 1656, he was one of the aldermen appointed for securing 
peace in the City, His funeral took place at St. Dianis Backehucch. 








An Old Inventory. 507 


shovell and tonges, and an Iron Back att £1 85." One is tempted 
to wonder if this room was really used for dining purposes, and, if so, 
did the family have their meals on the three Spanish tables or the 
“ Billyard Table"? As a “ little Dyning Roome "is mentioned later 
in the inventory, it is not improbable that this room was kept for 
billiards, though a Puritan, such as Richard Hill certainly was, might 
be expected to look upon worldly amusements with disfavour, But 
perhaps be encouraged billiards for the sake of his boys, so that they 
should have no excuse for staying out late at nights ! 

‘The next in order is “ Mr. Thomas Hill's Chamber,” which was. 
upholstered in “white dymithy wrought,” with “hangings of East 
India Callicoe." The furniture included “a Skrutore, an Tron hoope 
with brasses, and an Iron bath.” The latter item shows that Thomas 
evidently enjoyed his morning tub. He was a great traveller in 
Ttaly and Spain, which he visited in the course of business ; and his 
love for music procured him the close friendship of that jovial 
diarist Sam Pepys, which lasted until his death at Lisbon in 1675. 
‘The “Greene Chamber,” so named from the colour of its upholstery, 
had hangings of green perpetuana laced, a counterpane and window 
curtain of the same, and, among other things, “a Weather glasse.” 
‘The “little Dyning Roome” contained an ovall table and striped 
‘carpet, a cupboard and a green cloth, eight chairs, and fire irons, &c., 
all at £2 19s. In the “Counting House” we find “one Table 
covered with greene cloth, one deske, one Iron chest (no doubt the 
seventeenth-century representative of the moder safe), two presses, 
‘Two old Trunkes, three leather Chayres and Lumber” (convenient 
word !), all valued at £4 3s. In the Gallery were “a Bird cage, a 
Table, a Settle, two Pictures, and a Clock with case and weights,” 
at £3 the lot. 

Passing by the Buttery, we come to the Parlour, which apparently 
answers to the Drawing-room of our days. Here were "Two 
Spanish tables, 2 Turkey carpett, one couch and fifteen chayres of 
greene perpetuana” (evidently a favourite material and colour with 
Mrs. Hill), “a Conte of Arms in a frame," and the usual fire-irons, 
&c., including “an Iron Back in the Chimney, and Twelve old 
Cushions.” 

‘The next apartment, mentioned is “the Kitching,” and here is 
an interesting list of utensils, which needs no apology for quoting in 
fall “Item. One Jacke with weight chaines and Pulleys, one Iron 
grate, one Tron to sett before the fiyer, one payre of Andirons, one 
payre of Rackes, fiyre shovell, tonge & fforke, one gridiron, Two. 
Payre off pott hangers, flive spitts, one smoothing Iron, one lron 
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Alderman's house, and examined his furniture and belongings. How 
little the clerk probably suspected, when he was compiling the 
Inventory, that his quaint descriptions and items would be read and 
commented upon with interest and curiosity two hundred and forty 
years after he had completed his task ! 


R, M. ERNEST HILL. 
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forts and keeping the whole country under terror and subjection. 
Later, in 846, they established themselves between Fréjus and 
‘Hytres, sacking Fréjus in 940, and also Sainte-Agnés, near Mentone, 
As late even as 1107 they attacked the monastery of the Lérins, 
massacring every monk except those whom they carried off as 
slaves. 

Tt was not till the tenth century that the Provengals began to 
think of freeing themsclyes from this Saracen reign of terror, and 
Gebelin de Grimaldi obtained the fief of the Gulf of Grimaud as a 
reward for successfully routing, with the Bishop of Grenoble, the 
Mahomedan pirates. He was put into the more secure pasition of 
Tegal owner alzo by having his grants of land confirmed by the 
overlord, the Emperor Otho himself, and from this time until to-day 
the descendants of the house of Grimaldi have preserved a hold on 
the town of Monaco, which was rebuilt by the Prince Grimaldi EL, 
‘one of the crusaders of the first Crusade, in 1090, and husband of 
Alexis, niece of Alexius Comnenus, Emperor of the East. His 
‘successors played a politic game ; they were usually in the service of 
the emperors who could protect them, and also, intermittently, of 
the Republic of Genoa. Thus Grimaldi III, defended the city of 
Genoa and beat back the Saracens from the town in 1162; but later 
he nearly lost Monaco in 1220 to the Genoese, and was forced to 
dispute with the family of Vento the possession of the districts of 
Mentone and Roccabrana. In the time, however, of Frangois I. of 
Monaco the Grimaldi princes assumed a new policy. He had been 
brought up at the Court of Constantinople,’ and was in this way 
removed from German influence, and, followed by his son, Ranier I., 
the Monegasque princes became faithful servants of the French 
house of Anjou, and ardent Guelfs, or supporters, for their own good, 
of the power of the Papacy. In 1297 the Republic of Genoa 
besieged Monaco, its former ally, on this account ; but the assistance 
of Charles II. of Naples forced their troops to withdraw, although 
with the loss to the Grimaldi of the forts of Esa and La Turbie to 
the Genoese, Nicholas Spinola, Notwithstanding this loss they 
remained faithful to the Guelf Anjou Kings of Naples, and Ranier 
II, had the satisfaction of beating the fleet of the Ghibelines of 
Pisa, 


But the Monegasque fleet had followed too closely the example 
‘of the old Saracen oppressors, They became known as the terrors 
of the coast from piracy and rapine, attacking even the ships of war 
sent by the Popes against the Turks, and the princes, growing rich 

4 Menara et Monte Carls, Benedict Henry Revoll, Paris, 1878, 
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of the heir ; who later, notwithstanding the exhortations of Pope 
Clement VIT. on the side of mercy, was made prisoner at Penna, 
and being conducted to Monaco with much pomp, was there satis- 
factarily hanged. 

By a treaty at Burgos in 1524 the Regent of Monaco, Augustin 
Grimaldi, tutor of the young Honoré I, accepted the protection of 
the Emperor Charles V., abrogating the old French alliance, and 
received a Spanish fleet in the harbour and a garrison in the walls of 
Monaco. The Prince for this change of suzcrain lost his French 
possessions, but was made a Prince of the Empire by the Emperor, 
and had the satisfaction of seeing his late ally, Frangols I. of France, 
Jed a prisoner, after the battle of Pavia, through his territory, when 
being carried off to Spanish captivity in a galley from Villefranche. 
‘The rise of the house of Sayoy, however, prevented all hopes of 
great aggrandisement on the part of the Monegasque rulers, and at 
‘once robbed them of all chance of becoming ultimate superiors of 
the Riviera. 

‘The Emperor Charles V. came twice to Monaco, once to meet 
the Farnese Pope, Paul III., and, according to the legend, in a fit of 
generosity caused by the good cheer there verbally ennobled ai? of its 
inhabitants. He was the guest of the Regent Augustin, a learned 
prelate, the friend of Cardinal Bembo and abbot of Lérins, who held 
many of the finest ecclesiastical benefices of the district and distri- 
buted more among his kindred, piety, under the most Catholic king, 
being the order of the day, Prince Honoré I. followed the Spanish 
alliance, and fearful of the Turks, who in his time besieged and took 
Nice, fought bravely against them under Don John of Austria at 
Lepanto in 1571, and was rewarded by possessions in the Two Sicilios 
before his death in 1581. Three years later the French attacked his 
capital ; but the Spanish protection proved sufficient to drive them off, 
and the Prince Hercules was able later to chase away the French 
fleet of the Duke of Guise. This Prince made two marriage alliances 
cof his children with the Hispano-Italian Trivulzi, and left his territory 
to his son, Honoré II., who, expelling the Spanish garrison, reverted 
to the old alliance with France by a treaty signed at Péronne, 
September 14, 1641, stipulating for French protection, but yet re- 
maining “souverain de son état.” For this change of alliance he 
lost all his Spanish territories, but was recouped by huge grants from 
Louis XIV. of France. It was after this treaty that John 
the English diarist, visited Monaco, which he styles justly “a pro- 
montory of solid stone and rock,” adding, “the town walls are very 
fayre.” He speaks of the wealth of the palace; the “most rich 
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his race, he married his eldest daughter and heiress, Louise Hippolyte, 
in 1715, to the Comte de Matignon, and, dying in 1751, was followed 
as Prince, on his daughter's death in that year, by his grandson, 
Honoré Ill. 

_ Honord IIL fought on the French side during the Austrian wars, 
He was a prince of valour and very amorous. Casanova narrates 
some quaint stories of his residence in Monaco, and how his bride, 
Catherine de Brignolé, the fair Genoese, was so much enamoured 
of him that she declared to her mother, who wished to break off the 
marriage, “Q Monaco, © monaca—Monaco or a convent.” They 
were happy for five years only; but the fair and brilliant Princess 
eventually found consolation in the love of the Prince of Condé, 
whom she married, after enduring strange thrilling experiences 
during the Revolution with her daughter-inJaw, as an ¢niigeée at 
London, ia 1798. Honoré III. entertained, in 1767, the young 
Duke of York, brother of King George IIL, of Great Britain, sho 
unfortunately caught fever during his visit and died in his palace, in 
spite of being surrounded by every considerate attention. 

In 1790 Monaco felt the effect of the French Revolution. The 
Liberals demanded a Constitution from the Prince, who, from his 
retreat in Paris, granted it. He wished to abrogate it again later, 
‘but the French Republic in 1793 annexed Monaco, Roceabruna, and 
Mentone, and the Prince dégommé died in 1795. Pope Pius VII. 
rested at Monaco in 1814, returning from France, and in the same 
year the Principality reverted to its Grimaldi prince, Honoré IV., 
according to the Treaty of Paris. 

Honoré TV. married Louise Duchesse de Mazarin, the name- 
bearer of the great Cardinal, and in 1815 went to Monaco to take 
possession of his territory. At Cannes he had the singular fortune 
to meet Napoleon J., who was then marching towards Paris, having 
left Elba during the great Hundred Days. Napoleon met him with 
Jocular affection, promised him protection, and parted amicably, 
never foreseeing his own downfall and that of France for the time, 
the Treaty of Vienna removing the protection of Monaco from that 
Power, placing it, for the first time, under that of Sardinia, Honoré 
¥., the last Prince's eldest son, cared an evil fame by his taxation 
and the deeds of hie creature, Chuppon, a Marzeillais, who had 2 
monopoly of flour and bread in the Principality, and his complicity 
in forcing his subjects cither to devour bad flour at exorbitant rates or 
to die of hunger has not yct been forgotten about Mentone, although 
he died in 1841. His brother, Florestan 1, succeeded him, and 
though he gained golden opinions by abolishing the great tax, he did 





THE BACHELOR. 


HE room is still and gray. The yellow flames 
Leap in the low wide grate, 
And try to penetrate 
Into the dusk-filled corners. But Night claims 
An ever-widening circle for her own, 
And creeps and spreads around me as I sit and muse, alone, 


‘This was our room, old friend. A cosy spot 
Where two good chums could spend 
Hours happy without end— 
And so did we! But now a marring blot 
Is made by that big empty easy-chair. 
How oft we watched Night stealing on as now—Ihere, you there! 


Bat never more, This was your wedding-day, 
I saw you stand beside 
Your radiant white-robed bride, 
And knew you went to tread a different way 
With her—a way where Friendship lags behind, 
And Love reigns in his stead—a little Love whose eyes are blind. 


For you life stretches fair, For me—Oh well, 

Of course I shall forget 

Those good old times, though yet 
The loneliness seems strange, past words to tell 
When Love comes in, must Friendship pass away ? 
Who knows? I only know ‘nwill never be the same—after 

to-day. 
SYDNEY WESERLRICCE. 
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few of them are mere fragments. As the Ru/inus (Zyranmius), issued, 
zccording to the colophon in Oxford on December 17, 1468, is treated 
as antedated by ten years-~a view generally held—and is assigned to 
1478, the earliest work in the collection issued in England is Caxton’ 
The Dictes and Sayings of the Philosophers, by me William Caxton 
at Westmestre” (1477), which wants leaves 2, 77,78. An earlier 
volume, printed at Bruges, is Tike Recuyell of the Historits of Tray, 
translated by William Caxton from Raoul Lefevre, and conjecturally 
assigned to 1475-76. Two copies of this (both imperfect) are 
mentioned. Zhe Game and Play of Chess has the same supposed 
date, and wants six leaves. The Book of Courtesy (Westminster, 
1477-78) is unique and perfect, as is a Chaucer (Complaint unto Ais 
Empty Purse) of the same date. In the case of Caxton's trans- 
lation of Alain Chartier (Ze Curia/) the library owns leaf 3 only. 
Similar fragments are to be found under other heads. Numerous 
and important as are the gaps in the library, the work is of great 
utility and value, and its appearance is a matter on which the book 
lover is to be congratulated. 


OxrorD PRINTING. 


T the same moment when I received the catalogue of the 
Cambridge University Library with which I have dealt, there 
reached me from Oxford 4 Chart of Oxford Printing (« t468 "=tg00), 
by Falconer Madan, M.A. This work is issued under different 
conditions, only one hundred copies being printed for private 
presentation. I am therefore exceptionally favoured in the possession 
of acopy. The book is a development of lectures given before the 
Oxford Architectural and Historical Society and the Bibliographical 
Society, and, though it is to some extent a record of the Clarendon 
Press, deals with all the printing done at Oxford. Tt supplies a full 
list of printers and publishers, with much information on general 
matters connected with books; has for frontispiece a double-page 
reproduction of the first Oxford Sheet Almanack (1674), and has 
facsimile reproductions of the first page printed at Oxford (1468), 
the first page of the second press (1517), that of Barnes's press 
(1585), that printed at the Sheldonian (1669) of the Clarendon 
Printing House (1715) and the Clarendon Press (1536), together 
with (from old engravings) views of the Sheldonian Theatre, the 
Clarendon Printing House, and the Clarendon Press. Very interest- 
ing are these things, and the information given in the letterpress 
is often very striking. Among the “incidents and curiosities” 
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A HUNGRY SOUL. 


By A. Jeans, 


Cxarrer T. 


HERE were long lines of pale gold shimmering through the 

black stems of the leafless trees. The white smoke curling 

from innumerable chimneys of the large house was faintly dipped in 

the pinkish glow of the sky. Over the green grass of shrubbery and 

Jawn the sunbeams played almost merrily, as if it were summer, but 

sometimes alighting on the bare trees, they discovered it was winter, 
grew dull, and faded away. 

A number of gaunt-faced, poorly clothed men tramped up the 
avenue that led to the fine old house of Nethermere, whose owner, 
Mr. Fairling, was master of a large mill situated in the large town of 
Dumbleton, about a mile away. 

‘These were the members of the Weavers’ Union, come to protest 
against a reduction of wages in consequence of the introduction of 
some improvement in machinery. 

At this period trade unionism boasted no large civil service, with 
ite salaried secretaries, well educated, and able for the most part to 
hold their own very well in all debates and arguments. This was 
still the time when the employers looked upon employés as of a 
different race from themselves, and the men, conscious that they were 
looked upon as little better than beasts, too often added to their 
rightful indignation against injustice a brutal hatred against their 
masters. 
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home. He was following the long lines of wavy white cloud that 
hung over the little ridge of wood in the distant horizon. He was 
noting the wonderful twisted branches of an old oak on the lawn, and 
the artist soul, that had so little to satisfy its needs, rejoiced in the 
glorious feast spread before it. Finally, he tore out a greasy old 
piece of paper and a pencil stump, and began to sketch delicately and 
not inaccurately the landscape before him, His comrades all grinned, 
but he took no heed. How a man who had got so much sense as 
Leigh, and was so clever at argument and debate, could condescend 
to oceupy hitnself in scratching a lot of lines on a piece of paper 
puzzled and bewildered them. or, apart from his drawing mania, 
they all looked up to Leigh as better educated than themselves, and 
had brought him to be one of their spokesmen, The poor fellow, 
however, had scant time to complete his sketch, for in a few seconds 
the door was opened. The manservant made some difficulty about 
admittance. 

“Tt will be better for your master and more courteous to us to 
Jet us in," said Othnict politely. 

“We are willing to give him a chance,” shouted Mark. 

“Squeeze the silly fool's neck," said Ben, and there was some- 
thing savage in his tone that frightened the footman, and he yielded. 
The hall which they entered was like a large room, An artistic 
daughter of Mr, Fairling’s had discovered its capabilities and 
furnished it luxuriously and tastefully, A big fire was buming in 
the buge old-fashioned grate, and most of the workmen at once 
walked upto it and began to warm themselves, Almost insensibly 
the warmth of the atmosphere softened their moods @ little, Even 
Ben locked genial and good-humoured. 

“'T’'ve never seen sucha fire since I wasa boy, atan inn in which my 
father and I once took refuge when we were on the tramp,” he said, 

“ Fancy not hearing the clamp of one’s boots on the floor,” suid 
Mark, who was experimenting on tiptoe. 

Leigh from the first had taken no heed of fire or furniture. His 
eye had caught an engraving of the Sistine Madonna hanging over 
the fireplace. We, to whom that face, with its human tenderness, 
its divine purity, its peace that no mortal anguish can assail, has 
been familiar since our childhood, can never imagine the effect that 
the first sight of it produced on the poor artisan. Art in its grandest 
dreams had ncver fronted him with beauty like to this, There fell 
‘on him an awe and happiness unutterable, such as might come to us 
if the dead for whom our hearts have long ached retumed trans- 
figured and transformed with their eternal glory. 

802 | 
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“Try him,” said the boy, maliciously. “You should have seen 
the look in his great china-blue eyes when he first caught sight of it. 
‘Trust me,” he said grandiloquently ; “we artists understand each 
other.” 

Mr. Fairling was desperate, and the boy seemed to be in earnest. 
He called the man into the room, Leigh came shuffling in, with his 
ong legs, and his eyes straying round the walls. As Mr. Fairling 
followed the man’s look he grew more hopeful, and he said sharply, 
“ Are you fond of pictures?” > 

Leigh looked surprised ; as well he might, for his employer bad 
never shown the slightest interest in his tastes, 

Yes," he said ; “if L only had’em the world would be a different 
place, and then J could copy ‘em, and be sure I was doing something 
good, and now I don’t know whether Edo right or wrong. I am 
afraid I make a mess of things just drawing what takes my fancy,” 
He explained all this, for something in his master's expression 
encouraged him. 

“ Well, I'll give you that engraving of the Madonna you so much 
admired if you don’t strike, and exert your influence to dissuade the 
others.” 

“You don't mean the Sistine,” Leigh almost screamed,—* the 
‘one over the fireplace ?” 

Mr. Fairling nodded, and the workman stood perfectly still. 
‘The boy found the situation extremely laughable. ‘The artisan, with 
his clothes all patches, his large eyes wandering everywhere, con- 
sidering whether he should go on strike or acceptan engraving of the 
Sistine Madonna, appeared a highly ludicrous figure. Mr. Fairling 
was wholly absorbed in thinking whether he would be successful in 
settling this gmve business matter. Leigh was smitten with intoler- 
able anguish All his life he had striven, he had struggled and 
wrestled to satisfy his love of art. After the long day's work he had 
often sat till the carly hours of the dawn busily engaged with his 
pencil or brush. He had tramped miles to take some lessons from 
a poor old artist that he had hunted up ina neighbouring town. 
‘These were the days before the opening of galleries to the multitude, 
and he had seen so little, and was conscious to the full of his loss. 
He, with his scanty knowledge, his vivid imagination, his great hope, 
had been haunted for years by the nearness of the great world of art, 
to which he could not enter. Now it seemed to him that if be 
possessed the picture he could go into it at will Along with this 
strained artistic sensitiveness he possessed a loyal, simple nature. 
‘The trade union was not to him the tyranny depicted by the historian 
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Meanwhile he had no eyes for the thin men and women that 
walked the streets, Since his betrayal he had never seen Ben, 
Mark, or Othniel, and he did not know how desperate was their 
need or how bitter was their wrath against him. The want of 
work was telling very hardly on them all. A child of Mark's, whom 
he had Joved with all the passionate vehemence of his nature, was 
slowly dying for want of food. Little stout Ben was getting very 
thin, and with every quarter of a pound of flesh he lost his eyes grew 
larger and fiercer. Othniel, who with the aid of a hard-working wife 
had managed by slow degrees to furnish a little home of more than 
usual comfort and nicety, now carried his little bookshelves, his 
pretty chairs, to the secondhand dealer with his usual stoicism, and 
comforted and assuaged his gentle little wife. “Think how much 
happier we are than the Ryders with their children—their little girl 
is dying fast, and the others are pinched and wan,” he said. Inwardly 
Othniel thanked God for His mercy in taking his two children long 
ago ; otherwise he doubted whether he would have the strength for 
the deed which he, Ben and Mark had resolved to commit. He was 
not like Mark, whose frenzy at the idea of losing one child drove all 
consideration for the others out of his head. If Othnicl’s children 
had lived he could not so easily have risked a death on the scaffold. 

Of all this misery Leigh, in his art absorption, saw and heard 
nothing for long. The day at last came when his eyes were opened. 
He always gave a considerable part of his wages to a married sister 
who had a large family, and who was always dinning ber wants into 
his cars. One evening, when he was as usual busy with his picture, 
he heard the sound of hissing. He rose and looked out, and there, 
marching down the street, was his sister, a gorgeous red feather in 
her hat, a new shawl, and every sign of luxury that an artisan's wife 
can show. The source of all this grandeur was quite well known, 
and as she proudly strutted past the public-house near the men sent 
‘ugly glowering glances at her, and the women and children called her 
names in shrill piping voices’ The contrast between this woman, 
well nourished and well clad, and the thin pale faces round was only 
too marked. When she came upstairé to Leigh she said, “I always 
did say you were right to stick to your work. What fools these 
people be, and they are angry with people that have more sense” 

“You told me,” answered Leigh, “that your children needed 
clothing.” 

“Not worse than I did a shawl," she answered quickly. 

When his sister left him he resumed his drawing, but there were 
horror and guilt in his soul. He continued Wi potas, ws Sena 
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power approved his course. God himself could not deny the justice 
of the action,” he muttered. 

Ben once more said it was a d——d shame to let the job hang 
‘on in this fashion, while Mark stared continually around him ; buton 
whatever object his eyes fixed themselves he saw nothing but a dead 
child's face, and in every soft whisper of the wind heard only the 
wail of his little one in pain. Meanwhile the steady scratch of the 
pencil was heard, and by slow degrees the man whose death was to 
satisfy the pain, the wrath, the love of justice that surged in cach 
breast drew all attention to himself. He was working quietly and 
constantly, wholly absorbed in his occupation, undisturbed by the 
fate that lay so near him. Even Ben’s anger was modified. “He's 
not a coward, at any rate," he muttered. Mark forgot for a moment 
his dead child, and instead was haunted by the memories of the work 
they bad done together. Only Othniel looked harder and colder, for 
the courage of Leigh only made his duty the more difficult. Then 
at last the workmen began to be interested in Leigh's drawing. His 

~ fancy for the pencil and brush had always been regarded as the 

‘one weak spot in an exceptionally clever man. A whim pursued in 
the very jaws of death is treated with indulgence, Mark was the 
first to come under an influence none of them had ever felt in their 
lives before. “ That bea rare beautiful woman tho'rt trying to copy,” 
he said. 

* Yes, it is the Mother of Christ,” answered Leigh without stopping. 

“Then I suppose our little Mary will be with her," went on the 
man, who, uneducated, frenzied, with murder in his heart, was not 
deficient in religious feelings. ‘I don’t think I'd mind a woman 
like that having charge of our Mary," he added naively. Yet surely: 
the genius of Raphael has not received a -higher tribute, All this 
time Othniel had been following the motions of the pencil and 
tracing its course with his clear, questioning intellect. Gradually he 
discovered that every touch was adding to the beauty of the face and 
increasing the truth of the resemblance, The sense that Leigh in 
his work was not following a careless fancy, but some definite inward 
law and ideal, was for the first time realised by him. ‘Till now he 
had always felt the same good-humoured contempt for Leigh's 
love of art as for a woman's taste for finery. Now he was 
clearly conscious that a love of something infinitely fine and high was 
guiding the thin knotty hand of the workman who had betrayed his 
commdcs, 

The candle began to splutter. Leigh fixed it up higher on an 
o)d box, so that he might tum the flickering, unsteady Wyn wo Oo, 


ISAAC WATTS AS AN 
EDUCATIONIST, 
1674-1748. 


¢ VERY man,” says Dr, Samuel Johnson, “acquainted with the 

common principles of human action will look with venera- 
tion on the writer who is at one time combating Locke and at 
another making a catechism for children in their fourth year.” 
Dr. Johnson looks on Isaac Watts as the introducer if not of culture, 
at least of polished diction amongst the Dissenters. Yet greatly as 
he admires the humility of the man who can “descend from the 
dignity of science” to teach children, of the man who can preach the 
gospel of culture, yet it is the essential goodness of Warts that gets 
hold of Samuel Johnson. “It is difficult to read a page,” he says, 
“without learning or at least wishing to be better... . He that sat 
down only to reason is, on a sudden, compelled to pray.” 

Isaac Watts was so versatile a writer that it is difficult to say in 
which subject of writing he achieves his greatest distinction. As a 
preacher, poet, philosopher, he attained a considerable reputation, 
and in these respects, especially amongst the members of his own 
denomination, he has probably received his due recognition. 
Little, however, seems to be known of him as an cducationist, except, 
indeed, that he wrote the famous Divine and Moral Songs for Children. 
Al these the modern reader or hearer is inclined to smile in a 
superior manner, forgetting that they were published in r720, when 
‘writing “to the capacity of children” was, to say the least, very rare, 
Let the earper at the Divine and Moral Songs produce, let us not 
say a better, but any work written salely for the benefit of children 
at an earlier date than 1720, Then will be the time to speak 
slightingly, if necessary, of Dr, Watts’s book. In the meantime the 
Divine and Moral Songs require to be given their position in the 
history of education. 

But in an account of Dr, Isaac Watts as an educationist, nothing, 
I think, deserves a prior place to “An Essay towards the 
Encouragement of Charity Schools, particularly those which are 
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in cottages; there may be some bright souls amongst the poorest of 
mortals. . . . Why should the world be deprived of all the benefit 
that might be drawn from such ingenious minds, under the care of 
a happy education? Let them at least be taught to know their 
letters and have a way made for their brighter talents to discover 
themselves, Diamonds of a noble lustre are taken from common 
earth, and every diamond is rough or cloudy till it is cur and 
polished. If there should happen to be a vein of silver mixed with 
the Icaden ore, why should it be denied the favour of the refining- 
pot, since Nature seems to have made it on purpose to shine and 
glitter?" ‘There—more completely expressed—is our modem 
notion of “From the Gutter to the University.” 

‘Watts then draws attention to the danger to the state of confining 
the poor to “such shameful degrees of profound ignorance.” It 
is the ready way to bring confusion and even slavery on a whole 
nation. For such people are the fittest tools for ambition, tyranny, 
treason, and public mischief. “A silly noisy word or a foolish 
thyme tost about through such a brutal multitude has mised and 
fired a whole country into sedition and treason, Our British annals 
are the frequent witnesses of this madness in those ancient days 
when our forefathers could neither read nor write." It is knowledge 
which preserves and secures a sense of true freedom in the minds of 
men. ‘Samson was not put to grind in the mill till he had lost his 
eyes. And if we are agreed to prevent light from striking into the souls 
of the multitude, it is possible that in some few generations itmay come 
to our turn to grind in the mill too.” Of course Watts does not forbear 
to plead that stupid ignorance “'fits and prepares the minds of the poor 
for ali the superstitions and iniquities of the Popish Church.” But, 
even if they escape this calamity, their sound or unsound religion is 
chance, without knowledge. “It is all a mere matter of stupid 
mechanism. Whether they are in the church or the street, in a 
fleet or an army, it is like a cloud of bodies without souls. And 
can such aset of creatures when they arc grown up to the age of 
men and know nothing, can they be either acceptable to God in 
their pretences to religion, or can they be useful to Great Britain in 
its best interests?” 

Watts is particularly indignant that, with all the conveniences 
for improving the mind that come to us through printed books, 
through ignorance of the art of reading these are lost. [tis as if 
the rich in thcir ill-natured pride and scorn said: “ Because they are 
born in extreme poverty, let them live and die in darkness.” 

But this is not all. If men are not educated as children, they 
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“ What if all the garments which are worn by women were so 
limited and restrained in the manufacture of them, that they should 
all bemade only by their own sex? ‘This would go a long way toward 
relief in this case. And what if some of the easier labours of life 
were reserved for them only? But this is not my province.” 

‘These positions, perhaps, are not so pronounced as many writers 
and thinkers of to-day would wish, but they at least show that Watts 
had started in the direction in which developments have actually taken 
place in regard to the employments of women as extended beyond 
the domestic circle, and in adequate and appropriate preparation for 
them. After such a passage no one will be surprised to hear that 
Watts holds that education is as important for girls as boys. 

“As the sons of a family should be educated in the knowledge 
of writing, reading, spelling, and accounts, so neither should the 
daughters be trained up without them. Reading is as needful for 
one sex as the other; nor should girls be forbidden to handle the 
pen, or cast up a few figures, since it may be very much for their 
advantage in almost all circumstances of life, except in the very lowest 
rank of servitude or hard labour.” 

‘The position of women naturally determines the education of 
girls. Isaac Watts puts the question in the form natural to the age 
in which he lived when he treats “Of proper Degrees of Liberty and 
Restraint in the Education of Daughters.” He realises the 
of liberty, and the evil of a too rigid restraint. But he sees that, 
after all, training is a eva media between licence and constraint 
“But oh! how exceeding difficult it is to hit the middle way! How 
hard for parents to manage their own authority with so much gentle- 
‘ness, and to regulate the liberties of their children with so wise a 
discipline, as to fall into neither extreme, nor give unhappy occasion 
for censure.” Nevertheless, Watts states it as his opinion—it may 
be styled “old-fashioned,” but it is of great weight—"‘it is safer to 
err on the side of restraint than of excessive indulgence.” 

‘Isaac Watts has the old-world manner when he is dealing with girls’ 
education. He evidently had read the “Spectator” of Addison and 
Steele, and imbibed something of their spirit, though without losing his 
own individual point of view. ‘This will be made clear by giving Watts’s 
example of a girl, Antigone, brought up by a grandmother with 
naxrowness and austerity, Antigone, when she becomes a mother, 
determines that her children shall have a happier, freer time. Her 
observations, mnufatis mutandis, would stand for many modern 
mothers. “In my younger times,” said Antigone, “we were kept 
hard to the labour of the needle, and spent six hours a day at it, as 
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before they could read them, They were taught to read biographies. 
They were wamed against the danger and mischief of plays and 
romances. Collier's ‘* View of the Stage” was early put in their hands, 
so that they might read in it “ enough to forbid their attendances on _ 
the playhouse, and see the poison exposed, without danger of the 
infection.” As for reading in general, the books within their reach 
were such as could not corrupt in word or images. Care, too, was 
taken that servants that waited on them should be well-conducted 
and well-spoken persons, 

As to the subjects of education, these were to be in connection 
with family affairs, for nature, history, and Scripture assure us that 
the conduct of the household is committed to the women, and that 
these are based on domestic virtues. Phronissa’s children, there- 
fore, “knew betimes what belonged to the provisions of the table, 
and the furniture of every room.” ‘The kitchen was visited and 
common menial affairs were explained, and in every way the girls 
‘were prepared so “ as to be able hereafter to manage their own house, 
and not to be directed, imposed upon, and perhaps ridiculed, by their 
own servants.” 

“The science of the needle” was taught, and they were * bred 
‘up skilful in all the plain and flowery arts of it; but itwas never made 
atask nor a toil to them, nor did they waste their hours in those nice 
and tedious works which cost our female ancestors seven years of 
their life and stitches without number." The poor were to have 
garments made for them, and reading and conversation to accompany. 
the work of sewing.’ The song and the dance were taught to her 
children, They were taught how to pay visits, and encouraged to 
talk about something which was sensible and impressing on those 
oceasions. ‘The children wete “charged to speak well of their 
neighbours as far as truth would admit,” and to be silent as to any 
thing further. To those "who laboured in the word and doctrine, 
Phronissa paid double honours.” 

Are Phronissa's children never suffered to see the world? 
“Yes, and sometimes without the guard of a mother too ; though 
Phronissa is so well beloved by her children, that they would very 
seldom choose to go without her... . They have freedom given 
them, inall the common affairs of life, to choose for themselves ; but 

4 Ts Isanc Watts the originator of the idea of reading at Doreas sewing 
meetings? Watts’s exact words are (speaking of Phronisa and her children) : 
«Thus while their hands were making garments for themselves or for the poor, 
their minds were enriched with treasures of human and divine knowledge.” 
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A VISION OF TREES. 


HIS is really a chapter of reminiscences, and not exactly a 
series of pictures, still less a scientific or botanical effort, for 
as I write I am removed far from the places in which I saw the sights 
described ; and therefore I have entitled the sketch “A Vistom of 
Trees." A vision indeed it is ; for I see these old friends only with 
the mind’s eye now ; and if to some readers it may seem that I wax 
too poetical, too lyrical, my excuse must be that all loved objects thus 
seen through a mist of absence and regret are touched with a 
glamour that, it may be, in part belongs only to the mind that 
reproduces. But to me these trees of which I write are all 
individual, I could take you to the various spots and introduce you 
to them ; ask you to try with your arms to span that bole, to observe 
the angular character of this branching, and the smooth, straight 
tapering of that other ; to observe this bark all fretted, fissured, with 
the records of rain channels writ in deeper mossy olive-greens, and 
that other so smooth, glossy, shining ; to touch the leaves, and observe 
the veinings, and now and then to note a canker, or a great wen or 
wart or gall, that seems only to give more characteristic expression ; 
or an abnormal leaning of growth to one side ; or, again, an excep- 
tional twist or determination that tells of a tendency to departure 
from the general habit of the class to which the tree belongs, 

Let me, then, lead you through an imaginary walk, along lonely 
roads and lanes and byways, connected here and there by footpaths, 
and along hedgesides that I know well. You notice how proudly 
the trees stand in the hedgerows, and so close that, seen from a 
little distance at any point, the country all round looks delightfully 
wooded ; though in place-names it tells of heaths and commons, itis 
nowadays almost all arable or meadow land, with just bits of coppice 
and little groups of trees dotted in, as if with the finest regard to 
genezal effect, as you view it from the road or from a distance. 

You see before you along that rather straight bit of road a 
number of holies rising from the hedgerow. How is ittbat the 
holly in such a situation, never trimmed nor yraned in any wy, 
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a8 with snow into which red rain had fallen overnight, and mixed 
with it lovingly, and remained for beauty, and when the sun shines 
on it at early morn its upper flowers glimmer like stars. And 
what a bole for a thorn-tree 1! You would in vain attempt to span 
it with your arms outstretched, 

And not far off, over in yonder corner, railed round for safety to 
cattle, is an old yew which perhaps supplied bows to the yeomen for 
ages in the time when, as Conan Doyle tells, “the bow was made 
of yew wood, of true wood.” It holds up its head right bravely to 
get the most it can from the summer sun and air, and when the 
wind blows it sighs, with just a hint of a creak in the sigh; when it 
is in flower, and the wind blows hard or you forcibly strike the tree, 
you could believe that faint smoke then issues from it, as the late 
Laureate said the yew did when it got a random stroke. Strong 
winds beat it into smoke as well as the woodman’s staff, The trunk 
is irregular—like a number of trunks that had at first intended to be 
separate, then suddenly changed their minds and united ; and some 
parts of these seem to be eaten into and hollow: it looks fluted— 
indeed it does—and might have suggested a Corinthian pillar. Still, 
there {s green enough to supply sap to the centenarian, for his 
crown flourishes, though in parts the bole tends in colour to ashy 
grey-blue below, and it seems hollow and eaten away at others. 
‘What a history that tree has seen; turmoils, revolutions, many 
generations have come and gone in its time. It knows no end of 
family gricfs, of scandals and wickednesses and comedics, and the 
vices and the tragedies which they breed. If it were a talking yew, 
as our great poet feigned a talking oak, what a tale of mingled joy 
and sorrow, of comedy and tragedy, it could unfold! When you 
look close, indeed, in spite of smoothness prevailing in the bark, it 
has a wrinkled, secretive, familiar, and yet uncanny look. Tt is fined 
to be a totem tree, to have charms or relics of sacrifice hung upon it, 
to carry Gecrets, to be linked with the changing fortunes of men, as 
indeed it has been. 

The dark sombre green changes through a definite range as the 
cireling seasons pass, and in the later spring glows jewel-like at the 
tips of the branches ; but the yew remains funereal, and that not by 
the association of churchyards alone, where it lingers largely still, but 
toa greater degree used to flourish, the companion of the cypress. 
Ik is a tree of omen, in our idea, even more than is the ash ; ithas no 
bright shades, no dancing leaves, to relieve and to lighten it: itis always 
dark, sombre, whispering, as it were, spells or secrets or incantations. 
Itis plumed, heavy, massive, moves altogether if it moves at all, and. 
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and dignity, as if constantly making restrained salaams—in its move. 
‘tment, as though it were of all trees most high-bred, aristocratic, and 
indifferent to trifles. Birds are fond to rest and nest in its branches. 
And it is aristocratic in another sense too, It disdains to submit to 
any indignity in the shape of the touch of knife or saw. Many cedar 
trees I have scen on which ignorant folk had operated, lopping off 
the lower branches, which, it may be, in their idea swept too far 
‘over lawn or walk, and interfered with coming or going or with light. 
But the cedar will revenge itself before very long. Ten to one ere 
a few years have elapsed it will show bare branches here and there, 
dry and crackling, whilst on others it will preserve 2 semblance of 
life. But it will pine and wither away sooner than else it would have 
done, reminding everyone who looks on it that any cut goes to its 
very heart, and that it never recovers a blow. Like some persons of 
fine, sensitive natures, to be struck is to be humiliated and robbed 
for ever of all spirit. 

Lord Tennyson, who seems to have studied every tree and 
caught something of its secret, has presented the very spirit of the 
cedar in “Maud”: 

‘©, art thou sighing for Lebanon 
In the long breeze that sireams to thy delicious East? 
Sighing for Lebanon, 
‘Dusk codar, tho thy limbs bave here increased, 
Upon a pastoral slope as fair, 
And looking to the South, and fed 
‘With honeyed rain and delicate air, 
And haunted by the starry head 
Of her whose gentle will has changed my fate, 
And made my life a perfumed altar-flame ; 
And over whom thy darkness must have spread 
‘With such delight as theles of old, thy great 
Forefathers of the thornless garden, there 

the snow-limbed Eve from whom she came... . 
Here will I Me, while these long branches sway. 


And now we skirt for a bit a little brook that spreads out here 
and there to form natural nurseries of watercresses and sedges, and 
seedling alders, to which not a few birds and other creatures resort ; 
and, in opposition to the natural-history handbooks, I have seen the 
stately herons, following the example of many wild ducks, go for 
tender morsels of that watercress, whether as a mere digestive or 
not I cannot tell; and the water-voles, I am certain, nibbled at it, 
sitting like squirrels, as well as at the sedges. Dotted along the 
banks are alders, willows, and hazels—the first a vemarteahe wee 
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1 could never understand how it had been possible for Lord 
Avebury (Sir John Lubbock) to omit it altogether in his enumeration 
of delight-giving trees in his “ Pleasures of Life,” the more that he 
has paid so much attention to leaf forms, And there is one very 
peculiar point about the leaf-stem of the lime. It is so attached to 
the branch or stem that it can throw off superfluous water by a fine 
groove right over the leaf itself, It is thus specially protected, so to 
say, against excess of water lodging on trunk or main branches. 

Sometimes a posse of leaves nearest to the stem at the lower 
point will pass into yellow first, and then on a sunshiny autumn 
day, when the wind stirs the lower, pendulous branches, the sunlight 
strikes through on these fading leaves and turns them into twinkling 
gold, with reflections thrown on the mossgreen bole in a constant 
flickering, changing lustre, and so beautiful an effect that hardly could 
‘one believe it credible; it is as though little suns were dancing 
together on the bole in play. IT remember I made a note to the 
effect that on September 19, 1890, I had sat and gazed and enjoyed 
this sight. At first I could not believe my eyes; so brilliant was 
what seemed a shower of shifting gold pieces upon the trunk of the 
tree that I had to go out and satisfy myself to what the wonderful 
effect was really due; and often since then have I gone out the better 
to enjoy the sight, though not again did I need to verify it. But 
what a wondrous thing is education of sense, in this as in some 
other points, In directing the attention of others, country-bred some- 
times, too, I have not succeeded in getting them even to perceive the 
subtle charms of effect that had captivated me ; and so far as I could 
get to a theory of it, it was that not a few subtle effects of nature are 
not generally perceived at all through neglect of early attention to 
the phenomena. Often in my raptures have I been chilled down by 
“Tis no different from any other tree,” &c. 

As we turn round by this pond, populous with its ducks and geese, 
we suddenly see on the right a gently rising slope, which, being of 
very sandy soil, the owner many years ago wisely planted with pines. 
They have flourished. And by what nice instinct did he set a line 
of sturdy Scotch firs along the crest, and dot in at corners here and 
there others of these trees, like strong sentinels, to warn and to ward 
off an enemy, though it were but the winds, east and north—or, ifno 
more could be done, to face it and to break its force before it could 
dash itself against the tenderer spruces, with their waving plumes of 
green, that, like Wordsworth’s cloud, though unlike the branches of 
most trees, move altogether if they move at all. There is a big- 
boned, brawny, irregular, rugged, highchedkvone’ Waeyenence 
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celebrating “ Lady Birch, Botanic Gardens,” has caught this special 
point about the birch and rendered it happily: 


Soon a summer's gladsome time 
Clothes thy bark with silver rime, 
Lads and laxoes loiter round 

On the torf-clad, daisied ground, 


Mr. McKie observes too and celebrates the sensitive Mutterings 

of the birch leaves ; 
‘When wavering down like maiden's tress 
‘Thom wooest the gentle air’s caress + 
‘The gentle air, that hardly stirs 
‘The topmoat cone of oldest firs, 
Can play such havoc with thy leaves 
As only watchful Muse conceives, 
When she beholds them heaving, bending, 
Now downward-drooping, and ascending ; 
Each fluttering leaflet offering due 
Obeisance to the cloudless blue... « 
Tean find no gloom around thee, 
And no shadows e’er confound thee : 
Ever lightsome, dainty, airy, 
Partly tree, and partly fairy ¢ 
Fult of sunbright hopes and fancies, 
Hovering dreams and chaste romances, 
Such ax maiden’s borom scatters 
‘When fond love for entrance Matters, 
‘And she stoutly doth resent 
‘That which is her nature's bent. 


And our poet happily applies and illustrates by the tink of 
human experience and association the constant gentle movement 
and the subtle sound : 

‘Underneath the twinkling gloom 

‘OF light, feathery, birch-tree bloom + 
‘Teil what hoste of lovers more 
Sought thy shade when hope was o'er, 
And some consolation found 

Tn thy soothing music’s sound. 

For thy fate is still to be, 

Weeping birch, a lonely tree t 

Ab, not lonely, for thou art 

Wedded to a poet's heart ; 

And as long 28 lasts his song 

Thou shalt live and flourish strong. 


As Bailey well said in the “ Festus” 


‘The world is fall of wondrous likenesses 5 
The poet's business is to sort them out. 
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Next to it is a lordly chestnut, with its deep green, crumpled- 
looking leaves, and in summer with its rich pyramids of creamy 
blossom. The leaf of the chestnut, though it is not nearly so 
beautiful as that of the sycamore, has yet a commanding character 
of its own. It is really six or seven leaves (sometimes five), gathered 
round a central hook or nucleus, soadmirably adjusted to each other 
as regards comparative size that nothing could be more sightly 
‘or suggest more of vitality and grandeur. The beauty in the design 
is the almost trowel-shaped front, getting narrower towards the stem, 
and thus having a bold frill-like aspect when you look upon them 
thickly massed together. 

Beyond is a fine specimen of that very common tree in London, 
the plane. You may easily know it from among all other trees by 
the way the bark has of splitting off in irregular round patches from 
the trunk, varying much in size, leaving spaces that are yellowy light 
in contrast with the rest. Poetry has consecrated this tree, but 
mostly, as it appears, in towns, where it is a great consoler, standing 
smoke well, and keeping green for a long time, though it is rather 
late in emerging into leaf. Amy Levy sang well of a plane tree in a 
London square. And I know some in London squares, too, that 
always refresh my memory of this one, 

Over yonder, in the near corner of that shrubbery, is an aspen ; it 
seems perpetually to quiver, and when a stronger breath of wind 
comes it appears to shake itself white, as Tennyson has finely noted 
and beautifully rendered this. And just close to that againis a weep- 
ing ash, forming an actual tent, greeny shaded, yet light and airy, 

Tf now you glance to the right you will see that the farmhouse 
there is sereened by a line of poplars. It is a favourite tree for 
purposes of this kind, because it is a very quick grower; but it is, 
unfortunately, also a comparatively shortlived tree, and when one 
of a group or of a line goes, the rest full surely soon will, follow. 
‘There is a dainty grace about it, a3 of a lady gathering up her skirts 
about her and displaying the neatest of ankles, that she may be 
perfectly clear of dirt. The branches are slender compared with the 
size of the trunk, and their straight, upward-slanting chameterigives 
the peculiar expression to the tree. The underside of the leaves is of 
a light greyish tint ; which has given rise to the late Laureate’s fine 
line—for he was a true tree lover, and close observer of their 
characteristics— 

Blasts that blow the poplar white. 
But this is even yet more true, perhaps, of some species’of the‘aspen, 
as just said. 
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Mayo, on leaving a house in Albyn Place, Aberdeen, expressed 
herself exactly to this effect, regretting her copper beech against the 
brighter leaves, even though she was going to be still nigh to trees, 

Tt gets touched early by Autumn's fiery finger, and, as in the case 
of the lime, it often happens that the leaves on the inner twigs go 
first ; and they sway and move when the least wind stirs, like nothing 
so much as ringlets ; and when the sunlight strikes on them through 
the still darker outer branches, the effect is cxactly like that of 
sunshine on a maiden's yellow hair flowing freely as she runs. It 
was a source of the purest delight during the whole summer and 
autumn of 1890, as of several summers and autumns in former 
years, to look on and to study this tree, which I did almost day by 
day and hour by hour, with joy in its ceaseless changes and 
surprises. 

As we emerge into the main road we skirt fora little distance 
the side of a piece of park land in which there are some fine trees ; 
and among them a number of wych elms. The leaf is smaller than 
in the common elm, but so thick and close are they, and a shade 
darker in colour, that, seen from a distance, you would suppose 
them larger. The wych elm isa tree of many associations, and is 
much referred to by poets. It is well-shaped and stately, with an 
independent kind of loftincss all its own. In autumn it is soon 
marked by dots and splashes of fiery colour, but it fades slowly, as 
though the tree were loth to let its beauty pass, or would fain put 
in a claim to the virtue of permanence. 

A little farther on, in again skirting the side of a park-like piece 
of ground we see a row of beeches, that line its outside limit, 
‘What handsome trees they are—how clean of bole, how green of 
leaf in summer! Thoreau says, if I remember rightly, that no tree 
has 50 fine a bole and so handsome an instep as the beech, In 
this he is right. [t is not only that the bole is smooth and velvety, 
‘but that the thinning upwards, so to speak, is very gradual, like the 
mast of a ship, in the finer specimens. The leaf is small and 
peculiarly delicate in its outline, yet with this combines great 
strength and decision in the veinings. In the autumn, when other 
trees get yellow or russet, it becomes brown—as Tennyson says, " that 
beech will gather brown.” ‘The beech loves chalk in the soil, un- 
like elm and oak, which affect clay, and seldom do you see stretches 
and clusters of beeches of vast size unless there is chalk in the 
soil. 

Beyond these beeches are a couple of sycamores, truly majestic 
trees, with lordly beight and sweep of branch. ‘The sycamore is on: 
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I would fain some day tell in the same way my impressions of 
some of my familiar friendly treesin town. Whether I shall do so or 
not may depend on whether readers welcome this one. A tree is a 
poem, a parable, a picture, meaning much, suggesting more, For this 
kind of joy in « tree, for the reading of its personal message to 
humanity, there is no tree like that which grows in a town, Pros- 
perous country trees, in easy park-like circumstances, in social 
woodland intercourse, or in pampered garden luxury, may have the 
most to say to each other; but for human intercourse, which for 
aught we know may be, after all, the chief end of trees, those are 
to be most desired and celebrated that have lived, suffered, and 
struggled among us. If you doubt this, turn over your mental 
pictures and see what vivid ones are those containing town trees. 
Leigh Hunt, in “The Town,” has celebrated some of them in the 
London of his day. Miss Amy Levy, as we saw, found a poem in 
a London plane tree. I have been moved to feel poems in London 
and other towns by chestnuts, thorns, weeping ashes, almond trees 
(with their pink clusters in early spring on bare black stems), and 
by how many others? A flush of the Judas tree over a wall in a 
southern town garden has made my heart beat. I have visions still 
of the planes and elms of Middelburg, and of the delightful variety 
and shade of the trees on the old walk from Flushing to that town ; 
the pink horse-chestnuts of Lucerne ; the flat but vivid, fluttering 
lime screens of Haarlem ; the lindens at Berlin and at Hanover, in 
the walk to Herrenhausen, as well as the glorious clumps of the 
Eilenriede with the great oaks. What tree has seen so much history 
as a true Parisian tree, or has sheltered so much learning as an 
Oxford tree? Do you know the trees in the Champs Elysdes, or in 
the Tuileries Gardens, or at the Luxembourg, or at Saint-Cloud, or 
those that look out between the tall houses in the streets of Antwerp, 
and the green grace of the trees of Lorraine? All, all combine to 
make one think of the fine saying, “ What a thought was that when 
God thought of a tree!” 

TALEXANDER H. JAPP. 
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years, which was to revolutionise thought as to the world’s past 
history, and place geology on a sound and intelligible basis—that 
each stratum of the earth’s crust has its own characteristic and 
peculiar fossils, and that the only true classification of rocks is the 
‘one which is based on a due recognition of this fact. In the 
investigations of his uncle John Phillips shared more closely than 
any other person ; indeed, he became the peculiar exponent of his 
great relative’s theories, and diffused them as popular knowledge, 

John Phillips was born on Christmas Day 1800, at Marden, in 
Wiltshire. His father came of a Welsh family, who lived for many 
generations on their own property at Blaen-y-ddol in Caermarthen- 
shire. ‘The elder Phillips was trained originally for the Chureh, but 
henevertook Orders. He obtained a post in the Excise, and married 
a sister of William Smith of Churchill, in Oxfordshire, He died 
when little John was only seven years of age, and, the mother dying 
shortly afterwards, the boy was left entirely an orphan whilst yet in 
tender years. His subsequent life was under the direction and 
care of his famous uncle, who faithfully fulfilled his duties as 
guardian, and became, as it were, a father to him. In his “ Memoirs 
of William Smith” he dwells with fondness on the good man's 
memory, He says: “Noone interested in the annals of science would 
desire that such records of one of its eminent cultivators should be 
lost; but the writer, an orphan who benefited by his goodness, 
‘a pupil who was trained up under his care, feels it a privilege and 
‘a duty to endeavour to save from neglect the memory of such a 
ean 

Phillips received a good scholastic training at the old school at 
Holt Spa, in Wiltshire. Hewas a diligent youth, and took a keen 
delight in his studies, Some indication, too, of his future taste for 
science was displayed in a love for the microscope. But he himself 
attributes much of the success of afterycars to the benefits he 
derived from a residence of twelve months, after leaving school, with 
the Rev. Benjamin Richardson, of Farley Castle, near Bath. This 
gentleman was one of the best naturalists in the West of England, 
and to his intercourse with him, his talks on natural history, and his 
sympathy with all good knowledge, Phillips was largely indebted for 
the formation of those tastes and the enthusiasm for those pursuits 
in which he subsequently so distinguished himself, 

From Farley he removed to his uncle's house, which looked out 
on the Thames from the eastern end of Buckingham Street. Here 
his actual life's work began. William Smith was a man possessed 
with an absorbing passion. Following the \uctaiive yslewion oh 
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writes: “No other English county, perhaps hardly any other natural 
district in Europe, exhibits within so moderate a compass as large a 
proportion of the fossiliferous strata ; for its scale of ancient life 
extends almost continuously from the Silurian rocks to the Chalk, 
and admits of small tracts of shelly beds allied tothe Crag, and broad 
spaces of Glacial Drift, besides marine and freshwater deposits rich in 
remains of the Pleistocenc age.” Previous to 1824 he tells us he 
“had collected fossils beneath the romantic cliffs which support the 
abbey of Whitby and the castle of Scarborough, But in that year I 
had the good fortune to become known to two of the most yaluable 
‘of my early friends, William Bean and John Williamson, and to 
profit by their admirable collections of recent and fossit shells.” 
This acquaintance was a mutually advantageous one; Phillips 
drawing largely upon the collections of the two amateurs for 
specimens and illustrations, and they in tum benefiting from hig 
more matured knowledge and wider geological experience. 

In 1824 William Smith received an invitation to deliver a course 
of lectures before the Yorkshire Philosophical Society at York. John 
Phillips accompanied him there, and this journey marked a turning- 
point in the younger man's career. He was entrusted with the 
arranging of the society's collection of fossils, and the following year 
he was appointed curator of their museum. 1n 1829 Phillips published 
his famous “Geology of the Yorkshire Coast.” Professor Williamson 
(the son of John Williamson), in his “ Reminiscences of a Yorkshire 
Naturalist," says: “Up to this time"—that is, the publication of 
Phillips's book—" my father’s collection of fossils was practically 
unnamed, but the appearance of Phillips's book, in which most of 
our specimens figured, enabled us to remedy this defect. This was 
my first introduction to true scientific study. I bad long before 
accompained my father on his geological excursions, bmt exact 
scientific palaontological nomenclature bad not previously con- 
stituted any part of my study. Phillips's accurate volume initiated 
an entirely new order of things." And here follows an admirable 
portrait of old William Smith, which we may be pardoned for 
quoting, sccing how much his life is interwoven with that of his 
nephew:— 

“One of the grandest figures,” says Williamson, “that ever 
visited East Yorkshire was William Smith. My boyish reminiscence 
of the old engineer as he sketched a triangle on the floor of our 
yard, and taught me how to measure it, is very vivid. The drabknee. 
breeches and grey worsted stockings; the deep waistcoat with its 
pockets well furnished with snuff, of which amples quantioe. 699 
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“Never mind," said the old soldier ; “ we will lie down and recon~ 
noitre on the floor,” 

Tt was the York circle, together with other provincial workers, to 
whom the credit of being the “fathers” of the British Association is 
largely duc, its first mecting having becn held in that venerable 
city. And in this connection the name of John Phillips stands 
pre-eminent. 

About the year 1830 David Brewster addressed to Phillips a 
letter urging the advantages which would arise from a meeting of all 
lovers and cultivators of science. Such assemblies had been organ- 
ised in Germany, and Brewster's proposal was the formation of an 
association on similar lines in England. The suggestion was heartily 
taken up by the Yorkshire Philosophical Society, and Phillips threw 
himself heart and soul into the movement. The proposed scheme 
yas the formation of an association “to give a stronger impulse and 
Amore systematic direction to scientific inquiry ; to promote the 
intercourse of those who cultivate science in different parts of the 
British Empire with one another and with foreign philosophers; to 
obtain a more general attention to the objects of science, and a 
removal of any disadvantages of a public kind which impede its 

" 


Had it not been, however, for Phillips and a few other provincial 
nthusiasts, the proposal might have fallen to the ground. They 
received at first very little encouragement from the outside, and 
the meeting at York did not augur great success. But Phillips 
never relaxed his efforts, and what the movement owed to him 
personally we learn from Sir Roderick Murchison, His cheerful 
and engaging manners carried in the end all before him. And 
though it required no little pluck to fight against the indifference 
and opposition of many, by the sccond annual mecting at Oxford 
the association was well established ; the scientific men of the 
Metropolis and the Universities joined in—the British Association 
was an accomplished fact. 

In 1828 Phillips was elected a Fellow of the Geological Society, 
and in 1834 a Fellow of the Royal Society. He also accepted the 
professorship of geology at King’s College, London, an appointment 
he held for six years. In 1844 he was appointed of 
geology at Trinity College, Dublin, and nine years later to the 
position at Oxford which he held to the close of his days. In the 
autumn of 1853 Mr. Henry Strickland, who was then the lecturer 
on geology at the University, in place of Dr. Buckland, came to an 
untimely end, He was examining the geological smacnsce ch 
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‘The increasing mass of evidence as to natural selection and the 
survival of the fittest, as the years passed by, however, produced 
their effect in the professor's mind, though he did not relinquish 
his views as to the presence of a Divine Designer; we have his 
latest views embodied in his address before the British Associa: 
tion at Bradford in 1873, when he spoke as follows : “The various 
hypothetical threads by which naturalists hoped to unite the count- 
ess facts of biological change into an harmonious system have 
culminated in Darwinism, which proposes to explain differences due 
to small, mostly congenital, modifications by external physical con- 
ditions involving a struggle for existence,” Geology, he went on to 
say, “‘is interested in the particular exposition of it by the great 
naturalist whose name it bears, because it alone possesses the 
history. It is to inconceivably long periods of time, and to the 
accumulated effect of small, almost inconceivably numerous, changes 
that the fall effect of the transformation is attributed. For us, there- 
fore, it is to collect with fidelity the evidence, to trace the relation of 
forms to time generally; to determine the life periods af species, 
genera, and families ; and to consider how far, by uniting the results 
obtained in different regions, the alleged imperfections of the 

record can be remedied." An eminently scientific 
attitude, and an exposition worthy of the man. At Bath in 1864 
Professor Phillips was elected President of the British Association 
for 1865, and delivered the inaugural address at Birmingham, where 
there wus a very large gathering. 

Phillips was a connecting link in the geological world between 
the thought of the present and the past. His great work on 
Yorkshire geology is a book of peculiar interest, inasmuch as it 
marks in various matters the development of his views with 
widening knowledge and investigations. ‘The first edition of this 
famous work was published in 1829; and he was engaged on a 
further revised edition of it at the time of his death, so in it we have 
the results of his earliest and latest labours. In 1829 the Glacial 
theory of the Great Ice Age was yet unborn ; and in the consideration 
of the Boulder Clays, the Deluge and diluvial agencies were the only 
hypotheses which he could adduce as satisfactory explanations of the 
striking phenomena of the recent surface rocks. His last edition 
shows how far he had travelled beyond these early views in his 
closing days. Nevertheless, even the first edition is still of the 
‘utmost value to geologists who would study these sections § 
jing of the Boulder Clays he says: “* We everywhere observe! 
of many pre-existent rocks, not #0 numergus a5 to Louch ease’ 
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adventure, in conversation with a friend, he fell downstairs. This 
accident produced Injuries from which he never recovered, and the 
following day resulted in his death. In this tragic manner ended 
the career of one of the most eminent English scientific workers of 
the nineteenth century. 


W. H. THOMPSON 
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female was not admired. But all this seemed to be altered in the 
reign of George I, to keep in countenance his fat German mistresses, 
The fashion then for the upper classes was # rotund figure in the 
male and the female. And the same applies to the reigns of George 
If. and 111. In fact, it appears that the fashion in the matter of 
female figures changes as much as it does in the colour of the hair 
and everything else ; and if Nature does not fit in to the fashion, art 
is employed as a means to that end. To-day the figures that were 
admired in the reign of George 1. are looked upon as abnormal,— 
indeed, they are objects of pity and unpleasant comparison, as they 
should be, 


Of course, climate has much to do with the female figure, and 
observation seems to point to the fact that the denizens of tem- 
perate climates are more inclined to over-stoutness than those of the 
tuopics or the Arctic regions. The food and mode of life in temperate 
climates is more conducive to the formation of fat than it is in the 
case of those who inhabit the more extreme parts of the globe, In 
very cold countries, where fat-forming foods are taken to a large extent, 
it isto maintain the heat of the body ; indeed, all fat-forming food is 
utilised for this purpose. And here I may point out that the foods 
that store fat are not the foods that make muscular and nerve tissue 
and maintain health and energy. The two kinds of food in their use 
are totally distinct, though both are necessary. This fact is, how- 
ever, not generally known, and it is a curious circumstance, that even 
the ordinary medical practitioner seldom takes the trouble to learn 
what is the action of different foods on the body. 

Indeed, any individual in the medical profession who secks to 
teach and promulgate new ideas is looked upon as little better than 
aquack. Lister was treated with contempt in England when he was 





name is now so well known for his discoveries, some years ago sent 
an article to a well-known English medical paper, and had it 
returned to him with the editor's remark that he did not want to 
Teturn to mediseval ideas and nonsensical theories! For years I have 
pointed this out as an unfortunate circumstance, and that diet is an 
important subject for medical men to study—but so far in vain ; not 
only docs excess of fat influence length of life, but it also influences 
health and constitutional stamina; thus the system in the obese is 
unable to resist disease as those whose weight is normal can do. Be 
sides this, in endeavouring to restore health it is a great point to know 
the foods that in their different degrees maintain 

thar simply maintain heat. Ona knowledge ofthese: 
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food is tempting, he eats a great deal more than he ought to; 
certainly double, and sometimes treble, what he needs. 

In dieting so many for the reduction of weight, oneknows exactly 
the quantity of food that should be consumed during the day and 
the different constituents that should compose it—suited to varying 
conditions of rest or work. Personally I find that very few people 
indeed can eat thirty ounces of moist food a day, and many do not 
eat twenty ounces, and I maintain, and am prepared to prove at any 
time, that twenty to twenty-four ounces a day of moist mixed food is 
ample diet for the ordinary individual, and all that is necessary to 
maintain health and condition and strength. Indeed, it is possible 
toconcentmte this into still less bulk, so that for special purposes, as, 
for instance, in the case of soldiers making forced marches, the food 
could be concentrated into one pound in weight! Of course, a 
concentrated food is not desirable for ordinary purposes ; food should 
be varied with proportions of meat, fish, vegetables, and the different 
cereals Again, where hard work is to be performed, more food 
can be taken than where but little work is done; just in the same 
way as those who have charge of horses feed a horse who has to hunt 
three or four days a week differently from the one who only does a 
little gentle work daily. 

It is much to be regretted that the action of food is not made 
part of the curriculum of the medical profession. It would certainly 
greatly enbance the usefulness of that body in the public service ; and, 
really, the ignorance of the general practitioner in respect to dictetic 
matters is deplorable. 

‘Those who are responsible for the training of the medical 
student, and in a way responsible for the health and well-being of 
the rising generation, seem to think that food is of no importance, 
either in a state of health or in abnormal states of the system, such 
as obesity, gout, rheumatism, and so on, and it is time that they 
woke up to the necessity of bettering this state of affairs, Unfortu- 
nately, we in England are slow to move with the times. We are too 
apt to say, “This is what my grandfather did, this is what my father 
did, and this is what I shall do.” Other nations arc undoubtedly 
more alive to the need of marching with the times than we are, 
the French and German particularly. 

One reads that some scientific Americans are waking up to the 
fact that the general individual cats a great deal more food than 
there is any need for, and there have been one or two articles on the 


‘A day’s complete ration for this purpene, weighing one pound, from a 
formula of mine, is now before the War Office Commission for purposes in war, 
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age advances, as it lays the system open to so many diseases and so 
many diseased conditions of the heart, the kidneys, and the different 
organs that carry on the operations of life, and by so doing causes 
sudden death, first, by its obstructing the action of the heart and 
inducing syncope ; secondly, by its weakening the arteries, thus leading 
to attacks of apoplexy ; thirdly, by its arresting the free circulation of 
the blood, and thus leading to congestive diseases, cardiac dropsy, 
bronchitis, catarrh, and numerous other serious illnesses that a thin 
person would seldom suffer from. Whether the female who is inclined 
to excessive emdonpoint is much admired, and is to be credited with 
the cheerful temper, the bomhomée and the contented disposition of 
the fat man I cannot say, but I very much doubt whether the fact 
obtains. The fat female is, if good-looking, as all good-looking 
women should be, vain, and she often realises her discomfort and 
lack of elegance and activity, and is, as a consequence, irritable and 
discontented and a terror to her dressmaker and corseti’ve. Among 
some nations the fatness of the female is looked upon as an aid to 
beauty, and in the harems of Eastern potentates, before the Sultan 
visits certain members of his seraglio the dusky beauties are 
fattened up on dates, honey, and cakes ; but of late years I fear the 
victim of emdonfoint is looked upon with pity and contempt by the 
male sex and by her slim and graceful associates, 

Tt never seems to have occurred to anyone, until recent years, 
that there is another side to the picture, and that undue accumula- 
tion of fat means curtailment of most of the pleasures of life, as 
well as also its length. It becomes a disease, and a disease that 
leads to other diseases too numerous to mention. 

What are the evils of over-stoutness in the male? In the first 
place, his ability to enjoy such pleasures as hunting, fishing, walking, 
golf, an the different outdoor amusements, is most certainly 
curtailed, and, should the fatness be excessive, absolutely debarred. 

‘As a rule, the evils of obesity begin to manifest themselves about 
middle age, and sudden death may often occur, due entirely to this 
‘cause, as after middle age the arterics begin to lose their elasticity, 
and this means danger. 

With regard to the female, how few admire a fat woman! 
Indeed, she is an object of pity. Of course, every female should 
be well covered with adipose tissue, to round off the angles 
and give the beauty of outline and figure that we so much 
admire; but when this amount is exceeded a woman, long 
before years demand it, “becomes a dowdy.” In youth, the 
fresh colour and the elasticity natural: to that age prevent the 
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cease to be an attraction the figure loses its elegance and grace, 
and the complexion lacks the peach-like bloom that should be the 
heritage of all those who take the necessary means not only to keep 
toa proper weight, but also to maintain perfect health. 

More than this, the tendency to emdonpoint prevents the sufferer 
from indulging in most of the pleasures and occupations that make 
life worth living, and it is a most serious matter not only to those 
who move in the humbler walks of life, and have to earn their 
livelihood by manual work, but also to those who move in the 
higher ranks of society and have to obey the dictates of fashion, 
‘The wiles of the quack and all the efforts of the fashionable dress- 
maker or corsetiire are useless here. The fat is there, and will show 
itself, in spite of tight lacing and other agonising processes that may 
be resorted to, Indeed, tight lacing only adds to the existing 
danger and leads to many diseases that shorten life. It impedes the 
action of the heart and presses all the different organs out of shape 
and out of position, and it leads to many ailments, unmentionable 
here, that should debar any man from ever marrying 2 woman who is 
addicted to what one must call nothing else but a vice. 

The female who tight laces impedes the action of the heart, 
and so cannot breathe freely, and therefore the blood is not properly 
oxygenated. Hence the face is generally puffy, the complexion 
becomes pasty, and the breath offensive beyond endurance. It is 
‘not too much to say that the obese person can never enjoy proper 
health, and after the obesity has arrived at a certain stage it becomes 
absolutely a disease. The heart and other organs get infiltrated with 
fat, and are therefore permanently weakened. Indeed, the heart 
of every over-fat person is weak, simply because it is called upon 
to do a great deal more work than it should have to do, and as it is 
confined within a limited space it naturally cannot expand as it 
should, and hence it has to work with greater frequency, and wears 
itself out long before it otherwise would, It is very seldom indeed 
that such people attain old age. When they do, it is because they 
are muscularly exceedingly strong. In a few cases they may live 
beyond the allotted span of the Psalmist, but this is the exception 
As a tule they die before ripe middle age from ailments affecting the 
different vital organs, due to their impeded action from accumulated 
waste in the system of onc form or another. 

‘Observe how seldom one sees a thin, active person suffering from 
bronchitis, or becoming paralysed, or the victim of Bright's disease, 
‘Corpulent persons are always suffering from some ailment or 
another. They are afflicted with skin rashes, with constipation, with 
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‘The victim of corpulency himself realises after a time that some- 
thing must be done. He finds that he cannot take exercise without 
discomfory, he is unable to ride and hunt, or play tennis, or in any 
way compete with others, and he gradually finds himself precluded 
from one outdoor amusement after another, until nothing is left to 
‘him but driving and perhaps motoring. 

Anyone who takes up a newspaper, and more particularly those 
newspapers that do not mind whether their advertisements are lying 
‘or not, so long as they are well paid for them (indeed, they make the 
quack pay for his advertisements about treble what they do dona-jide 
tradesmen), is sure to find prominent quack advertisements, and 
these advertisements generally offer to send the prescription free of 
charge. If sent, the victim will find it consists of ingredients that no 
chemist can furnish, as they are entirely imaginary or belong to 
medizeval times; indeed, names of drugs that have long been 
obsolete and which cannot be procured. Then, having got the victim 
well into his toils, he offers to supply the drugs himself, and here the 
evil begins, 

As for the use of drugs in reducing weight, whether they are the 
compounds of quacks or are to be found in the English phar- 
macoperia, they never reduce weight unless it is through the medium 
of doing injury, weakening and impairing the digestive organs, 
Such drugs as acetic acid, thyroid tablets, and purgatives of different 
kinds, if they bring about a reduction in weight, do it absolutely 
at the expense of health, The number of people who come 
under observation whose digestive powers and whose health have 
been either temporarily or permanently ruined by one particular 
guack medicine is appalling, and still so artfully are these advertive- 
ments worded that one might well be led to believe that they are 
not only harmless but beneficial, and that it is necessary to do 
nothing else but take these concoctions to lose weight and to 
regain perfect health. Some of these medicine vendors do attempt 
to persuade their victims to avoid fattening foods, but as they do 
not know how to regulate the diet, they again do more harm than 
good, and weaken the individual by semi-starvation. Unfortunately, 
there is at présent no law in England to prevent the quack doing 
all this, He may tell any number of falsehoods, and he may 
advertiseany vile or useless concoction, but hedoes not come within 
the pale of the law. There are advertisements appearing in the 
journals of the present day that astound any person of ordinary 
sense that anyone outside a lunatic asylum can believe them. The 
worst of all are the American quacks. I have pointed this out for 
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be well to give the causes that are mostly responsible for its pro- 
duction. The first is naturally an illregulated dietary: excess of 
fattening food and Insufficient of those foods that produce muscular 
and nervous energy. Giving way to inordinate appetite in cating 
and drinking. Indulgence in certain kinds of alcoholic stimulant- 
liquids containing starch and sugar, sweet wines, beer and stout. 
Insufficient exercise, thereby diminishing the amount of heat given 
Off, to enable the food assimilated to be used up or burnt off. 
Once the over-fatness begins to get the upper hand, whilst exercise 
becomes more and more tedious, so the ability to take it decreases, 
and fat is thus the more quickly accumulated. There are exceptions 
to every rule, but as a rule the over-fat are heavy and unintellectual. 
‘That is, they become so as a result of their burden, although they 
may haye started life equipped with high-class intellectual faculties 
and tireless energy, Idiots are commonly fat and flabby. It is well 
known that Julius Cesar was apprehensive of thin men because, 
as he said, they thought too much, and hence were dangerous. No 
doubt he would have felt quite happy and safe had he had a 
few hundred Danicl Lamberts about him instead of thin men 
such as Cassius and Brutus. I should like to see a twenty-stone 
anarchist. 

One might occupy hundreds of pages in showing the evils of 
obesity, Fat people are more liable to catarrh, to diarrhoca, and to 
all derangements of the kidneys, liver, and bowels, due to the con~ 
gested state of their system. They are also more liable to giddiness, 
flushed face and skin troubles due to the irritation caused by waste in 
the system, such as uric acid, gout poison, usually due to the sluggish 
action of the organs that eliminate these products. ‘Theyare subject 
to asthma, and more particularly to bronchial attacks ; indeed, there 
is a form of congestive bronchitis depending upon an acid state of 
the blood and a system loaded with waste. Further, they are subject 
to pains in the knees and the soles of the feet, which are due to the 
fact that they are usually gouty and rheumatic, and the further fact 
that the weight presses upon the joints and on the arch of the foot 
and stretches the ligaments, and in this way causes intense pain. 
‘This is referred to the heel and to the ball of the great tox ‘There 
is no doubt that the corpulent person ages more quickly than one 
6f normal proportions, on account of the loss of activity and 
muscular power that alone conduce to robust health. All this can 
be remedied by proper diet for a given time, dependent on the 
degree of obesity. 

Unfortunately, a fat person is generally a bor vivant,and doe we 
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daily menu. Fat-forming foods are for the supply of heat to the 
body, and they are of little use for any other purposes in the obese, 
for the system cannot utilise more than a certain amount of them 
with benefit. The rest becomes stored. When these foods are cut 
off, and the foods that produce energy muscular and nervous are 
taken, the fat stored up in the body is drawn upon to maintain its 
heat. Until this reserve or surplus is exhausted, there is no need 
for there to be any outside supply, just as a lamp that has been 
supplied with oil will continue to give out practically the same 
amount of light and heat until the oil is all consumed, and there is 
no need to keep the reservoir constantly filled to the top. The 
fact that a horse when out at grass is fat and lazy and unfit for hard 
work, but when he is brought into the stable and properly fed and 
exercised he quickly parts with fat and gets into good condition, 
illustrates the same idea. The horse is better in every way for the 
‘treatment, and it is so with the human animal ; and those who make 
a study of obesity, and who understand the diet suited to different 
individuals—there shou/d de plenty of them—can reduce a fat man or 
‘woman to proper proportions with unfailing certainty, and withoutany 
hardship or danger to the patient; in fact, the treatment very soon be- 
comes a positive pleasure, as they feel so freshened and rejuvenated. 
‘The system associated with my name is now well known, It is, 
however, absolutely essential that for a time, according to the degree 
of obesity, the victim should be under control, so as to be kept from 
breaking rules either by not taking enough of one kind of food or tak- 
ing too much of another kind. Of course, as remarked before, most 
people think they can diet themselves, and prefer doing so to placing 
themselves under the care of any physician they may have faith in, 
They either starve themselves, or so weaken themselves and upset 
their digestions by taking the wrong kind of food and not sufficient 
fluid, that no good at all accrues. The chances certainly are that 
they do much more harm than good, and, therefore, the wisest plan 
is to go to some English or foreign physician who takes an interest 
in dietetics and be guided by him. There is no hardship at all in 
reducing weight, except perhaps in those who absolutely live to eat 
and drink. Rich living must certainly be debarred for a time, and 
all alooholic liquids containing sugar or starch must be cut off; but 
there is no reason why those who require stimulants should not have 
whisky and wines such as hocks and moselles, natural dry sherries, 
and even champagnes if they are absolutely free from sugar. ‘There is 
afirm in London ' who supply such wines, suitable for these purposes: 
* The Dry Wine Co., 104 Great Portland St., Landen, 8. 
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horse, for if he were not groomed and exercised when brought into 
the stable from grass, it is true that he would lose weight, but he 
would not get into condition for hard work without exercise, and be 
enabled to do hard work with enjoyment. 

Tt is within the reach of everyone to take exercise of some form 
or another, and the best exercises are those that bring the greatest 
number of muscles into play ; such exercises as riding, brisk walking, 
bicycling, tennis, fencing, rowing, golfing, the use of the Sandow 
exercisers, dec. are all very beneficial, and the various gymnasiums 
are all more or less useful resorts for the purpose of physical develop. 
ment. It is not too much to say that no one can enjoy really robust 
health unless fair amount of exercise in some form or another is 
taken. On the other hand, it must not be forgotten that exercise 
alone is not sufficient to reduce weight. This is a matter of dict 
only ; but exercise may be considered a most useful adjunct for this 


Here 1 should like to point out one popular fallacy with 
regard to reducing weight, and a fallacy that is often tried— 


and that is, going without or with very little fluid to drink. 
‘There are constitutions where this may be done without injury, 
but there are others in which it leads to very serious results, viz, 
in those whose system contains an excess of uric acid, and who 
are gouty or rheumatic. The reducing of the fluid does not 
help to reduce the weight, and fluid in the form of water in no 
sense tends to fatten, It is fluid in the form of beer, sweet wines, 
sweetened waters, such as lemonade, and of course milk, tea, cocoa, 
&c, containing sugar, that fattens. There are many cases that 
come under the notice of physicians of serious injury to health 
where people trying to treat themselves fall into this error, and, for 
the matter of that, as mentioned before, when the uninitiated 
attempt to diet themselves at all, Even medical men, who 
are supposed to be able to better judge their own condition than 
the ordinary individual, generally think it necessary to consult a 
professional brother, and if this argument against selftreatment 
applies to medical men, how much more so does it apply to the 
ordinary layman or woman! Where the victim of over-stoutness is 
also a sufferer from gout and rheumatism, he should take practically 
unlimited fluid of a harmless kind. Tt is commonly known that those 
who suffer from gout and rheumatism among the luxurious classes 
are in the habit of resorting once a year to those Continental health 
resorts such as Homburgand Carlsbad in Germany. But, as a matter 
of fact, there is no actual need for them to go to Germany. “Cney 
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weight is certain and permanent and equally sure. As 9 result, there 
is an all-round and great improvement in comfort, health, strength, 
and general condition, with a certainty of longer life. 

I am a firm believer in medicines in the cure of disease, but in 
the case of diseases that are due to errors in eating and drinking, 
medicines at the best are but palliatives, and the only true cure is 
correction of the diet. Also, there is no question about it that the 
knowledge of medicines and the action of drugs as a science is not 
as far advanced as it should be, nor anything like as far advanced 
as the science of surgery. Possibly some day another Isaac Newton 
will arise, and the practice of medicine may become all and even 
more than that which surgery has become. Unfortunately, such a 
‘man has not yet arisen, but at all events there is plenty of knowledge 
to hand in respect to the action of foods, both as regards the healthy 
and the diseased, and it is important for the well-being of the 
community that more interest should be taken generally in the 
matter, and especially among medical men. 


N. E, YORKE-DAVIES. 
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By drawing down and drying up the rheums, 
The mother and the nurse of etch disease 5 
Ti is tobacco, which doth cold expel, 
And clears the obstructions of the arteries, 
And surfeits threatening death digesteth well, 
Decosting all the stomach’s crudities. 
Tk is tobacco, which hath power to clarify 
The cloudy mists before dim eyes appearing ; 
Ir Is tobaceo, which hath power to rarity 
‘The thick gross humour which doth stop the hearing ; 
‘The wasting bectic, and the quartane ferer, 
‘Which doth of physic make a mockery. 
‘The gout it cures, and helps {ll breaths forever, 
Whether the cause in teeth or stomach be ; 
And though ill breaths were by it bat confounded, 
‘Vet that vile medicine it doth far excel, 
‘Which by Sir Thomas More hath been propounded, 
Yor this is thought  gentlemaniiiee smell. 
©, that I were one of those mountebanks 
Which praise their oils and powders which they sell ; 
My customers would give me ein with thanks ; 
T for this ware, forsooth, a tale would tell. 


Shakespeare is silent on the subject; a somewhat careful search 
has failed to discover as much as a single line on tobacco—a fact not 
without significance, and one that, perhaps, suggests for his plays 
an earlier date than is generally supposed, for the theme possesses 
an irresistible fascination for his predecessors and fellow-craftsmen, 
Hotspur’s dandy, it will be remembered, does indulge in the dis- 
sipation of a pinch of snuff : 

He was perfumed like a milliner, 

And "twist his finger and his thumb he held 

A pouncet-tox, which ever and anon 

He gave his nose, and took *t away again + 
‘Who, therewith angry, when it neat came there, 
Took it in snuff 


But aromatic powders were used as snuff long before the introdue- 


tion of tobacco, 
Among the first writers to mention tobacco is the notorious 


Gabriel Harvey. In “A New Letter of Notable Contents,” Sep- 
tember 16, 1593, we have: “No tobacco or panacea so mightily 
virtuous as that physique.” And again: “Howbeit some lookers- 
on, that fear not greatly the flame, cannot but marvell at the 
smoake ; and had rather see them breathing-out the fume of 
divine tobacco, than of furious rage."* In “The Terrors of 
the Night,” 1594, Tom Nashe, Harvey's redoubtable antagonist, 
' Pierce's Supererogation, same year, Harvey. 
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We have a quaint and curious instance of the charm of tobacco 
in Dekker’s “Jests to make you merrie": “Two friends having 
drunke much tobacco as they sate together in a chamber (one of 
which was in love with one of the sixpenny suburbsinnets that lay 
in the Spittle in Shoreditch) and they both having spet much on the 
ground, one of them suddenly started up, and with the end of a 
wand stood rakeing upand downe in the spittle that lay before them = 
the other wondring at it, askt what he meant by doing so? Marry, 
quoth his friend, 1 am trying if 1 can finde what villanic thy damn’d 
punk (whom thou dotest upon) is committing in the Spittle.” The 
following is a striking illustration of Dekker’s fidelity to nature: “A 
pipe of kindled tobacco being offered to one that was noted to be a 
greedy taker of it, was by him refused, and being demanded why 
hee that loved it so well should now leave it, hee answered, for thee 
bad properties that he found in it: for, saies hee, tobacco makes any 
man a theefe (and upon that hangs danger), a good fellow (and that 
requires cost), and a niggard (the mame of which is hateful). It 
makes him a theefe, for hee will steal it from his father; a good 
fellow, for hee will give the smoake to a beggar ; a niggard, for hee 
will not part with his box toan Emperor.” Dekker here crystallises 
the traits most characteristic of the inveterate smoker, and in two or 
three strokes deftly and firmly limns in the effects most extraordinary 
and unique produced on social life by the introduction of tobacco, 
And how early they manifest themselves! and yet they are as true 
to life in our own day as they were in his. Strange is the immuta- 
bility of human nature! Most of the preceding excerpts are culled 
from a series of pamphlets by Nashe, Dekker, and Harvey, some of 
them not exceeding thirty or forty pages, but they form a set of 
‘vignettes invaluable to the antiquary and the student of the manners 
and customs of the period covered by them. Dekker revels in 
tobacco ; his pages teem with allusions to it, passages, many of them, 
palpitating with life. 

“Farnese. Oh, olde touch Jad, this yonker is right Trinidado, 
pure leaf tobacco, for indeed hee’s nothing : puffe reeke ; and would 
be tried (not by God and his countrie), but by fire, the verie soule 
of his eas and tae would ears oe aes 

ahem What's their qualities? 

Farnexe, None good: these are the best ; to make good faces, 
to take tobacco well, to spit well, to laugh like a waiting gentle- 
woman, to lie well, to blush for nothing, to look big upon little 
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‘The dates of these plays range from about 1600. ‘The date of 
“The Fawn " is 1606, and from it we discover that Eien! time the 
habit of smoking has taken firm root in 

“ Hercules, Why, 'tis a most well-in- 

Garbetza. Your knight, Sir Amorous, is a man of a most unfortu- 
nate back, spits while he has an il breath ; at three, after dinner, 
goes to the bath, takes the dict, nay, which is more, takes tobacco ; 
therefore, with great authority, you may cuckold him.” 

Tn “ What you will” the same author says or sings : 

Music, tobsceo, sack and sleep, 
‘The tide of sorrow backward keep, 


and proposes the toast of—" Health, crowns, sack, tobacco, and 
stockings uncracked above the knee”; while in “The Mountebank’s 
Masque” one of Marston’s characters avows that “the Devil cannot 
take tobacco through his nose ; for St. Dunstan hath seared that up 
with his tongs.” The ladies of the Court show the antipathy of their 
less favoured sisters to the “ divine weed ": 
 Ressaline. Matzagente | now by my pleasure’s hope, 

‘He is made like a tilting-staff ; and looks 

For all the world like an o'er-roasted pig = 

A great tobacco-taker too, that's lat ; 

For his eyes look as if they had been hung 

In the smoke of his nove. 

Rossaline, Foith, kind uncle, when men abandon jealousy, 
forsake taking of tobacco, and cease to wear the beards so rudely 
long. O, to have a husband with a mouth continually smoking, 
with a bush of furze on the ridge of his chin, ready still to flop into 
his foaming chaps, ah, 'tis more than most tolerable."—" Antonio 
and Mellida.” 

‘There were no cigarettes in those days, and a clay pipe would 
hardly grace the mouth of a lady at Court ; nevertheless, there is 
reason to believe that the “gentler sex” indulged in a surreptitious 
pipe of tobacco, for in this very play Balurdo says: “In sooth, 
madam, I have taken a murr, which makes my nose run most 
pathetically and unvulgarly, Have you any tobacco?” 

Tobacco did not fail to exercise the nimble wit of Middleton. 

“Your tobacco is your only smoker away of Rheum and other 
rheumatic diseases. 


“T will pay thee by twopence a week, which I will 
the hot embers of tobacco ashes.”"—“ Blurt, Master-Con 
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Middlcton's indictment of "that witch tobacco” is not flattering ; 
but in spite of this, and the withering frown which comes next, the 
bewitching weed flourishes apace. 

“Surely smoke becomes a kitchen, far better than a dining- 
chamber, and yet it makes a kitchen oftentimes in the inward parts 
‘of men ; soiling and infecting them with an unctuous and oily kind of 
soot, as hath been found in some great tobacco-takers, that after 
their death were opened."—“ Counterblast to Tobacco” (from the 
Royal pen of King James). 

‘The ladies, however, are not yet convinced of the charm of 
tobacco : 

“ Wife. Fie, this stinking tobacco kills me! would there were 
none in England! Now I pray, gentlemen, what good does this 
stinky tobacco do you? nothing, I warrant you: make chimneys 
0” your faces."—"The Knight of the Burning Pestle” (Beaumont 
and Fletcher). 

The references to tobacco in the plays of Jonson challenge 
attention, 

“ Bobadil. Body o' me! here's the remainder of seven pound 
since yesterday was sevennight, ‘Tis your right Trinidado: did you 
never take any, Master Stephen? 

Step. No, truly, Sir; but I'll learn to take it now, since you 
commend it £0. 

Bob, Sir, believe me, upon my relation, for what I tell you, the 
world shall not reprove. I have been in the Indies, where this herb 
grows, where neither myself, nor a dozen gentlemen more of my 
knowledge, have received the taste of any other nutriment in the 
world, for the space of one and twenty weeks, but the fume of this 
simple only; therefore, it cannot be but ‘tis most divine. Further, 
take it in the nature, in the true kind ; so, it makes an antidote, 
that had you taken the most deadly poisonous plant in all Italy, it 
should expel it, and clarify you, with as much ease as I speak. And 
for your green wound, your balsamum and your St. John’s wort are 
all mere guileries and trash to it, especially your Trinidado, your 
Nicotian is good too ; I could say what I know of the virtue of it, 
for the expulsion of rheums, raw humours, crudities, obstructions, 
with a thousand of this kind ; but 1 profess myself no quacksalver. 
Only thus much, by Hercules I do hold it, and will affirm it before 
any prince in Europe, to be the most sovereign and precious weed 
that ever the carth tendered to the use of man.” 

Bobadil's laudation of the “ precious weed,” like Marlowe's, is 
perhaps somewhat premature. “Every Man in his Humour,” having 
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Clem. Tell Oliver Cob he shall go to the jail, Formal. 

Ferm, Oliver Cob, my master, Justice Clement, says you shall 
go to jail, 

Cob. I beseech your worship, dear Master Justice ! 

Clem, 'Sprecious | an such drunkards and tankards as you are, 
come to dispute of tobacco once, I have done; away with him. 

Cob, (To Knowell). O good Master Justice ! sweet old gentle 


Sweet Oliver, would I could do thee any good !— 
Justice Clement, let me entreat you, sir. 

Clem, What! a threadbare rascal, a beggar, a slave that never 
drunk out of better than piss-pot metal in his life! and he to 
deprave and abuse the virtue of an herb so generally received in the 
courts of princes, the chambers of nobles, the bowers of sweet ladies, 
the cabins of soldiers! Roger, away with him! d's precious— 
T say, go to !"—“ Every Man in his Humour.” 

An herb so generally received in “the bowers of sweet ladies”! 
‘Have the ladies been dissembling ? In spite of their denunciations 
‘of tobacco, we have it on the authority of a Justice of the Peace that 
it has at last insinuated itself into the boudoir ! 

From “ Every Man out of his Humour” comes the quaint picture 
which follows = 

“Carlo Buffone, Uf this city, or the suburbs of the same, do 
afford any young gentleman of the first, second, or third head, more 
or less, whose friends are but lately deceased, and whose lands are 
‘but new come into his hands, that, to be as exactly qualified as the 
best of our ordinary gallants are, is affected to entertain the most 
gentlemanlike use of tobacco ; as first, to give it the most exquisite 
perfume ; then to know the most delicate sweet forms for the assump- 
tion of it ; as also the rare corollary and practice of Cuban evolition, 
euripus, and whiff, which he shall receive or take in here at London, 
and evaporate at Uxbridge, or farther if it please him, but by a note 
of his hand to specify the place or ordinary where he uses to cat; 
and the most sweet attendance, with tobacco and pipes of the best 
sort, shall be ministered. Stet, gucrso, candide lector.” 

In “The Queen's Arcadia” Danicl supplies an illustration of 
the wis This herb in powder made, and fired, he wucks 

Out of « little hollow instrament 

Of calcinated clay, the smoke thereof: 
Which either be conveys out of his nose, 
Or down into his stomach with 2 whisi— 


@ pernicious practice, now happily relegated. to swal woqs. 
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dominant perfections than—Aune, Aum—ever I shall bave power and 
faculty to express—Awm, 

Sav. Upon the viol de gamba, you mean ? 

Fast, It is miserably out of tune, by this hand. 

Sav. Nay, rather by the fingers. 

Madi. It makes good harmony with her wit. 

Fast. Sweet lady, tune it, (Saviotina tunes the viol.) Boy, some 
tobacco. 

Mac. Tobacco again! he docs court his mistress with very 
exceeding good changes. 

Fast, Signior Macilente, you take none, sir. 

Afaci, No, unless I had a mistress, signior, it were a great 
indecorum for me to take tobacco. 

Fast. Like you her wit? (Talks and takes tobacto between again.) 

Afaci. Her ingenuity is excellent, sir. 

fast. You see the subject of her sweet fingers there—Oh, she 
tickles it so, that—she makes ft laugh most divinely : I'll tell you a 
good jest now, and yourself shall say it is a good one ; I have wished 
myztelf to be that instrument, I think, a thousand times, and not so 
few, by heaven. 

Mai. Not unlike, sir; but how? to be cased up and hung by 
on the wall? 

Fast, O, no, sir, to be in use, 1 assure you; as your judicious 
eye may testify. 

Sav, Here, servant, if you will play, come. 

Fist, Instantly, sweet lady, In good faith, here's most divine 
tobacco ! 

Sav. Nay, I cannot stay to dance after your pipe. 

Fast, Good! nay, dear lady, stay: by this sweet smoke, I think 
your wit be all fire. 

Macei. And bis the salamander belongs to it. 

Sav, Ts your tobacco perfumed, servant, that you swear by the 
sweet smoke? 

Fast. Still more excellent! Before heaven and these bright 
Tights, T think you are made of ingenuity, I— 

Afaci. Truc, as your discourse is, O, abominable. 

Fast, Will your ladyship take any? 

Sav. O, peace, I pray you; I love not the breath of a wood- 
cock's head. 

Fast, Meaning my head, lady? 

Sav. Not altogether so, sir; but as it were fatal to their follies 
that think to grace themselves with taking \ohacen, when Yuey we 
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The method of “ improving” tobacco dates from a very early 
period of its history, 
Puce. Dostor, do you bear! 
‘This is my Griend, Abel, an honest fellow ; 
He lets me have good tobacco, and he does not 
Sophisticate it with slack, lees, or oil 
Nor washes it in muscadel and grains, 
Nor buries it in gravel, under 
‘Wrapp’d up in greasy leather, or piss'd elouts ; 
Bot keeps it in fine lily pots, that, opened, 
‘Smell like conserve of roses, or French beans. 
Tie has his maple block, his silver tongs, 
Winchester pipes, and fire of Juniper 
A neat, spruce, honest fellow, and no goldsmith, 
The Alchensist. 

In the range and variety of their vocabulary, choice of epithets, 
happy and exact phraseology, the Elizabethan dramatists stand 
unsurpassed ; but with all their wealth of words and witty conceits it 
was many a long year before they could hit upon the precise words 
that would correctly and satisfactorily describe the act of taking a 
pipe of tobacco. In this respect they are not only inconsistent with 
cach other, they are inconsistent with themselves. Dekker says: 
“ He takes a pipe of smoke in the afternoone,” “two friends 
drunke much tobacco,” and “exercise your smoake.” In Middle- 
ton’s “ Roaring Girl” we have 

Myself with other gentiemen sitting by 
In your shop tasting smoke t 


“ Truewit. A wench to please a man comes not dropping down 
from the ceiling, as he lies on his back droning a tobacco-pipe.” 
—*The Silent Woman” (Jonson). “‘Droning a tobacco-pipe" 
is much affected by Jonson. “Drinking tobacco” ig a common 
expression. 

“ Would it not be a good fit of mirth to make a piece of English 
clothe of him, and to stretch him on the tenters, till the threads of 
his own natural humour crack, by making him drink healths in 
tobacco, dance, sing bawdy songs, or to run any bias according as 
we think good to cast him?”—“ The Honest Whore " (Dekker). 

‘The success of the “herb of heavenly power” has been truly 
phenomenal ; the exalted and unique position it enjoys in the 
social life of the world is foreshadowed in the prophetic lines of 
Marlowe. In an age of “tobacco trusts” and “ tobacco wars,” with 
“startling devclopments,” it is not casy to realise adequately the 
humble and obscure origin of tobacco. 








THE HISTORIC OUTCRY AGAINST 
THE BLUE-STOCKING. 


HERE have been times when it was not only permitted, but 
fashionable, for a woman to aspire to leaming ; and again 
there have been times when there was nothing more d fa mode than 
female ignorance. For the history of the educational movement 
among the sex is by no means @ record of unbroken progress. The 
advance of one day has been followed by the retrogression of the 
morrow, and while in the sixteenth century for a woman to be “fair 
and fearned and good” was accounted great praise, the gay world 
of Queen Anne admired silliness among girls hardly less than 
beauty. 

As long as Queen Elizabeth lived to set a goodly example of 
the effect of study on a strong and receptive mind, Court ladies 
read Plato and Aristotle to their heart's content. But a reaction 
followed upon the accession of the British Solomon, who set his 
face against female scholarship. The subjects of girls’ education 
were limited to the “ virtues" or accomplishments ; and in my lady's 
chamber the virginal and embroidery frame gradually came to 
occupy the place once filled by the volumes containing the poetry 
and philosophy of the ancient world. On the whole, the seventeenth 
century, with its manners alternating between Puritan austerity and 
Restoration licence, was an unfavourable time for women’s intel- 
lectual progress. For while the Puritan very properly insisted that 
# woman should cultivate both the theological and household 
virtues, he forbore to take the mind into consideration ; and the 
“young bloods" of Charles II's Court held both learning and 
virtue in light esteem, and required merely that she should cultivate 
the arts of fascination and charm him with her airs and graces, 

And yet in this otherwise barren century two notable protests 
were raised against a system which gave woman no resource save 
trivial follies wherewith to fill the empty hours of her life. The 
work of Mrs. Makin, entitled “An Essay to Revive the Ancient 
Education of Gentlewomen in Religion, Manners, Arts, and 
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Mrs. Makin’s fee—not so modest 2 sum as it sounds to our ears, 
if we remember the change in the value of money between the 
seventeenth century and our own day—was 420 per annum. As 
she belonged to a sceptical age—was not Hobbes one of the 
favourite authors under Charles TT.?—she did well to assure the 
public that they could have ample confirmation of the validity of 
her assertions. “Those that think these Things Improbable or 
Impracticable,” she concludes, “may have further account every 
Tuesday, at Mr. Mason’s Coffee-house, in Cornhill, near the Royal 
Exchange ; and ZAwrsdays, at the ‘Bolt and Tun,’ in Fleet Street, 
between the hours of three and six in the afternoon, by some person 
whom Mrs. Makin shall appoint.” 

A more original but—at least, so it was accounted in those days 
—a less practical remedy for the prevailing frivolity of contemporary 
womankind was advocated some twenty-one years later by Mary 
Astell, that almost forgotten champion of what are now usually 
known as “Woman's Rights.” In her “Serious Proposal to Ladies by 
a Lover of the Sex,” this writer urged the foundation of a “ monastery,” 
conducted on Church of England principles, whither ladies of an 
intellectual turn of mind could voluntarily and temporarily retire for 
purposes of study, charitable work, and devotion. The scheme was 
of course greeted with laughter by the leading wits —with the 
honourable exceptian of Defoe—and with terror by the Protestant 
party, who saw in the unfortunate and quite inapplicable term 
“monastery” an attempt to insert in the English Church the thin end 
of the wedge of Rome. Some great lady, either Princess Anne or 
Lady Elizabeth Hastings, lent a willing ear to the project, and 
offered £10,000 towards the funds necessary for its realisation ; but 
Burnet, who had a horror of all things reputed Popish, expostu- 
Inted so effectually that she withdrew her promised aid. 

‘The modern reader, accustomed as he is to hear of women’s 
labours both in the world of scholarship and philanthropy, will find 
nothing outrageous in Mary Astell's “Proposal,” a pamphlet which 
bears evidence not only of sound sense, but of deep religious feeling, 
and is in every way a most remarkable production for a young 
woman of twenty-six. Her ideas, however, had this unpardonable 
defect, they were uttered some two hundred years before the time 
was ripe. It was a gross age, and the spotless life the authoress led 
did not avail to check the slanders circulated by the wits, The part 
played by Swift and Steele in the persecution of this blameless 
‘woman, the devices they employed to raise a laugh at the cost of her 
reputation, can hardly have thrown such discredit on Mrs. Astel's. 





The Historic Outery against the Blue-stocking. 601 


‘There's nothing under the sun but two bailiffs I'd haye gone so far 
to have avoided.” 

Some fifty years after, however, we note, at least in certain quarters, 
a disposition to regard the foibles of learned womankind with greater 
toleration. Never had London been so alive with famous members 
of the sex as it was in the latter part of the eighteenth century; never 
since the days when Queen Elizabeth read “more Greek every day” 
than many prebendaries did * Latin in a whole week,” had so many 
been bold enough to confess to some knowledge of that almost 
exclusively masculine branch of learning, the tongues of the ancients. 
Moreover, these women took an honoured place in the society of the 
day ; indeed, Mrs. Chapone and Mrs. Hannah More appear to have 
been on friendly terms with the whole bench of bishops, and could 
number Queen Charlotte among their patrons. This circumstance 
had an undoubted effect on public opinion, The fact that a woman 
might write for the booksellers, or confess even to a bowing acquaint- 
ance with Latin and Greck, without becoming thereby an object of 
disgust to persons of quality, somewhat lessened the abhorrence in 
which feminine learning had hitherto been held. Not that people 
entirely ceased to scoff. Prejudice dies hard ; and for years to come 
a knowledge of the classics was in many circles a sore hindrance to 
a young woman’s social success, The writing of a book could be in 
comparison easily forgiven; so that Miss Burney, authoress of 
“ Evelina,” considered the reproach of knowing Latin would be too 
grievous to be borne, and refused the instruction offered her by no 
less a personage than Dr. Johnson. ‘I never seek to disguise,” she 
declared, while discussing the question of feminine scholarship, “that 
I think it has no recommendation of sufficient value to compensate 
its evil excitement of envy and satire.” It is curious that the woman 
who had the audacity to write the best novel of her generation should 
shrink from the imputation of having mastered the rules of Latin 
syntax, 

Mrs. Chapone, whose “ Letters on the Improvement of the 
Mind,” published in 1773, formed a guide not only to the Princess 
Royal but to all serious young tadies of that generation, approaches 
this thorny subject with equal circumspection. “ As to the learned 
languages,” she says, addressing the niece for whose direction the 
book was originally written, “though I respect the abilities and 
application of those ladies who have attained them, and who make a 
modest and proper use of them, yet I would by no means advise you 
—or any other woman who is not strongly impelled by a particular 


genius—to engage in such studies, . . . ‘The danger ol yedansy sd 
You. cexevi. No, 2082, 3t 
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knows them; but she does not say she does.” And it is conceivable 
that the Doctor was quite right. 

But, like the Great Lexicographer himself, Mrs, Montagu was some- 
thing of more account than a scholar, she was a personality; and the 
tales of her little affectations, keenly relished as they were in the clubs 
and haunts of literary men, did not prevent her from becoming a 
power in the land. About the year 1750 we begin to find the most 
distinguished wits of the day foregathering at evening parties in 
her splendid house in Hill Street, where she held a sort of salon 
recalling the glories of the “H6tel de Rambouillet” and the heyday of 
the * Précieuses” under Louis XIV. At these receptions card-playing, 
the common social form of entertainment which so effectually checks 
conversation, was forbidden, and good talk was the order of the day. 
“T never invite idiots to my house,” Mrs, Montagu rather superfluously 
told Garrick ; but all who had brains were made welcome by the blue- 
stockings, and there was no lack of Beaux esprits when the company 
included Horace Walpole, Mrs. Carter, Burke, Reynolds, Johnson, 
Mrs. Thrale, Mrs. Chapone, Fanny Burney, and Hannah More. Nor 
should we omit Mr. Stillingfleet, whose azure hose suggested, it is 
said, the nickname by which the coterie was ever afterwards known, 
Many of the characteristics of contemporary women of letters, not 
only the lasting quality of their friendship, but also their sociability— 
or, to use a famous word, “ clubbableness "—were mainly due to the 
opportunities for mutual intercourse and intercourse with the world 
at large afforded by gatherings under Mrs. Montagu’s hospitable roof. 

While Mrs, Montagu was planning the means whereby she might 
induce London society to look on feminine learning with more 
favourable eyes, Sarah Fielding, sister to Henry of greater fame, 
exposed in her novel “ David Simple” the strictly utilitarian views 
which prevailed among middle-class parents on the subject of their 
daughters’ education. One of the distressed damsels who is 
encountered by that colourless young paladin, Miss Fielding’s hero, 
js a fine lady's companion, named Cynthia, who, in obligingly 
relating her adventures for Mr. Simple's benefit, furnishes us with 
a picture of cightecnth-contury Philistinism that is 
Cynthia, we learn, had the misfortune to be fond of reading; Sar 
while her dull brother had to be whipt and cajoled into learning his 
lessons, the parents were wont to take even the simplest story away 
from their daughter, “For Miss,” they said to her, “must not 
inquire too far into things, it would turn her brain ; she had better 
mind her needlework, and such things as were useful for women ; 
reading and poring on books would never get me a husband.” 


x2 
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at her progress, and refused to continue the mathematical stadies, 
shrinking perhaps, as a priest would shrink from sacrilege, from 
initiating a mere female into these high mysteries. Miss More 
found that what knowledge she possessed worked her no perceptible 
hurt, and in later middle life she tried to convince the members 
of the Evangelical school to which she belonged that a good 
and pious housewife is not of necessity quite illiterate, and that 
on the other hand incompetency in the domestic sphere may 
be due to other causes than an acquaintance with classical authors. 

Tn his once so famous search of a partner to share his connubial 
felicity, Miss More’s hero, Coelebs, chances to dine with a widower 
whose daughters are the managers of his household. The guest 
‘observes the inelegance of the table appointments, and discovers 
that many of the dishes were “out of season, ill chosen, and ill 
dressed.” “While I was puzzling my head for a solution, I 
recollected that I had recently read a paper in a periodical to the 
effect that nothing tended to make ladics so careless and inefficient 
in the menage as the study of the dead languages. I jumped,” 
he says, “to the conclusion, and was in an instant persuaded that 
my young hostesses must not only be perfect mistresses of Latin, 
but the fout ensemble was so ill arr as to induce me to give 
them credit for Greek also. 

“Finding therefore that my appetite was baulked,... I was 
resolved to derive intellectual comfort from this too classical repast. 
‘Turning suddenly to the eldest lady, I asked her at once if she did 
not think Virgil the finest poet in the world. She blushed, and 
thus confirmed me in the opinion that her modesty was equal to 
her erudition. I repeated the question with a little cireumlocution. 
She stared and said she had never heard of the person I mentioned, 
but that she had read ‘ Tears of Sensibility,” and ‘Rosa Matilda,’ and 
* Sympathy of Souls," and ‘Too Civil by Half’ and ‘The Sorrows of 
Werther,’ and *The Stranger,’ and ‘ The Orphans of Snowdon.’ 

“Yes, sir,’ joined in the younger sister, who did not rise to so 
high a pitch of literature, ‘and we have read “Perfidy Punished,” and 
“Jemmy and Jenny Jessamy,” and “The Fortunate Footman,” and 
“The Illustrious Chambermaid.” . . . I arose from the table 
with a conviction that it is very possible for a woman to be totally 
ignorant of the ordinary but indispensable duties of common life 
without knowing one word of Latin; and that her being a bad 
companion is no infallible proof of her being a good economist.” 

But not all young ladies in the year of grace 1809 were 80 
unpractical and frivolous as this extract implies. Corlebs is fortu- 
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N the case of 2 writer whose works have been long out of copy- 
right it is always a matter of difficulty to estimate the exact 
amount of present popularity which he enjoys. Nor is the task 
made less difficult when the author is a poet who has taken standard 
rank, and whose works are therefore, presumably, on the shelves of 
even the humblest of libraries, And, further, when the unexception- 
able nature of the poet’s matter bas led kindly relatives and 
educational institutions to favour it as a discreet gift-book for the 
youthful, all question of determining his present influence by a rough 
calculation based on publishers’ sales becomes impossible. It is 
only with those whose literary attainments are insignificant that to be 
bought is surely to be read. But if we may take as a criterion of 
vitality the frequency or otherwise, in general current literature, of 
quotations from or references to an author, then we may say, 
emphatically, that to-day William Cowper is not read at all, Some 
extracts from his poems do, it is true, linger in books of recitations 
and dictionaries of quotations, and, culled from those lurking-places, 
one may still occasionally hear from the lips of an amateur elocu- 
tionist samples of his muse ; but this is surely altogether too exiguous 
an immortality for the man who admittedly did more than any other 
to uphold the dignity of English verse in the later decades of the 
eighteenth century. Whatever recrudescence of interest in his name 
may have taken place on the centenary of his death in 1900, it is not too 
much to say that it was almost entirely concerned with him as a man, 
and not as a poet. How many of those who visit his house at Olney, 
and who reverently gaze at the simple relics of the poet there, have 
conscientiously gone through the six books of “The Task”? Ifan 
¢xamination-paper on his writings were put before the pilgrims, in how 
many cases would it reveal anything but a blank, reliewed, it may be, 
occasionally by dim school-day reminiscences of the rather wooden 
lines on the ‘Loss of the Royal George,” and the fiery ode of 
“Boadicea”? And although it may be taken for granted that the 
few will feel constrained by the influence of actuality to enlarge 
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ad thy cradle} and « skipping deer, 
With pointed hoof dibbling the glebe, prepared 
‘The soft receptacle, in which, securc, 

‘Thy rudiments should sleep the winter through. 


Possibly a little reflection would show that in this perspicacity of 
treatment there is nothing strange. Certainly, it is a generally 
admitted fact that an almost ultra-sanity is often characteristic of 
the work done in their lucid intervals by those who have inter- 
mittently suffered from mental aberration, In Cowper's case this 
seems to have been exemplified in an extraordinary degree, When 
the terrible clouds of darkness and despair had cleared away, the 
ordered purpose, the wide comprehension, and the logical alertness 
inherent in his mentality held full sway. He reveals himself to us 
as the lovable and tender-hearted, if somewhat serious, poct in his 
study, and he spares us, for the most part, the outpourings of the 
sick-man’s chamber, 

‘Cowper is pre-eminently the writer for a weary man. To be 
weary is generally to be captious, To the man engaged in com- 
merce or affairs, ruffled and exhausted by the efforts of the day, and 
seeking relicf in poetry, Keats may be too languorous, Wordsworth 
‘too solemnly aloof, Byron too aggressive, and Browning—but Brown- 
ing is never the tired man’s poet. Let him, therefore, turn to 
Cowper. He will be singularly unfortunate if he cannot find some- 
thing which shall interest, without too greatly stimulating, a jaded 
brain. Necessarily differing as tastes do in such circumstances, it 
is yet hardly conceivable that such lines as the following, with the 
humorously pathetic sketch of Cowper's plight when engaged with 
a wrangler, can fail to please : 


‘Ye powers who rule the tongue, if such there arc, 
And make colloquial happiness yoar care, 
Preserve me from the thing I dread and hate,— 
A duel in the form of a debate. 

‘The clash of arguments and jar of words, 
‘Worse than the mortal brunt of rival swords, 
Decide no question with their tedious length, 
For oppotition gives opinion strength, 

Divert the champions, prodigal of breath, 

‘And put the peaceably disposed to death. 

‘Oh, thwart me not, Sir Soph, at every turn, 
Nor carpat every flaw you may discern ; 
‘Though syllogisms hang not on my tongue, 

T aun not surely aways ia the wrong ; 

* Tis hard [fall is false that I advance, 

A foot must now and then be right by chance. 
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entirely absent. But it is exactly this limitation of his genius that so 
eminently marks him out as the author for the man who wishes to 
read good verse and who is not overmuch in love with the poetical. 
When such a one has been wrestling, perhaps, with the somewhat 
tangled glories of “Sordello,” and has come to regard all pocts as 
incomprehensible creatures, he may take up the essay on “ Retire. 
ment” and feel that at last he has cornered a poet whom ft needs 
no mental gymnastics to understand. And if on first skimming the 
pages he chances on such a neat description of a citizen's idea of 
rusticity in King George's days as : 

Suburtan villas, highway side retreats, 

That dread the encroachment of our growing streets, 

‘Tight boxes neatly sauhed, and in a blaze 

With all a July sun’s collected rays, 


Delight the citizen, who, gasping there, 
aes = a and calls it fet air. 


‘There peisoned la w parlour snug and smal; 
Like bottled wasps upoo a southern wall, 

The man of business and his friends compresed, 
Forget their labours, and yet find 90 rest ; 

But still "tis rural—teees are to be seen 

From every window, and the fields are green 5 
Ducks paddle in the pond before the door, 

And what could 4 remoter scene show more? 


he will probably decide to turn back to the first page and read the 
poem through. Still burdened, it may be, with the idea that 
Cowper always wrote ponderously, he will come upon the terse dig 
‘at the ctymologists which tells 

+ + + + of learned philologists who chase 

A punting syllable through time and space, 

‘Start it at home, and hunt it in the dark, 

To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah's Ark, 


and he will allow that if the bulk of the essay is serious, it is at least 
enlivened by some remarkably happy side-thrusts. 

It is a point worthy of more than passing notice that although 
the greater part of Cowper's life was passed amid rural scenes, he is, 
perhaps, the most strikingly convincing when he is delineating, and of 
course castigating, the peculiarities and foibles of the fashionables and 
the “cits.” of the period. This seeming superiority in his treatment of 
the artificial products of the town over that of his own beloved 
is, no doubt, partly due to the fact that while other and later bards have 
charmed us with a more subtle and spiritual interpretation of Nature, 
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‘This is the accuracy of the careful observer rather than the in- 
tuition of the poct. We might, indeed, expect very much the same 
thing, given a facility of rhythmic expression, from a gifted reporter. 
But this is almost universally the spirit in which Cowper approached 
the objects of nature, and therefore, acceptable enough although the 
pictures be, it is in vain that we look in them for those touches by 
means of which his immediate and greater successor made us feel, 
in the words of Matthew Arnold: 


‘The freshness of the carly world, 


It must be confessed that Cowper was a terrible preacher, At 
times it seems as though nothing would stop him. A change of topic 
but suggests a change of text. Possibly, as compared with our own 
day, the reading public of his was more generous in its estimation 
of the proper length of a sermon, and more tolerant of sombre 
theological views expressed in metre. Be this as it may, there is at 
least an easy escape. For the poet always contrives to give fair 
warning. With the mind's eye the reader may see him donning the 
surplice, and mounting, with heavy tread, the pulpit steps; when 
the text is given out he will, perhaps, consider it is time to tum the 
page, There is, of course, the danger that something of interest 
may be missed. The second book of “The Task,” for example, 
notwithstanding its finely expressed exordium, is almost entirely 
given over to jeremiads directed against the artificiality and corruption 
of the clergy of the time, and makes lugubrious reading enough. 
Yet to pass it over entirely would be to miss the caustic portrait of 
the foppish parson—a description which well exemplifies that under= 
lying strain of humour in the poet which even seriousness of purpose 
and gravity of subject could not wholly smother. 

Sometimes, however, the humour of the situation is of the un- 
conscious order, and lies rather with the reader, An instance occurs 
in the peroration to “The Progress of Error.” With a literary 
obtuseness surely seldom equalled, the poet declares, “I am no 
preacher," after a didactic effort of length and insistence sufficient to 
supply the pith of half a dozen sermons ! 

It has been laid to Cowper's charge that much of the best that 
he wrote had himself for the subject. Taken in its generally 
accepted sense, this is hardly accurate. That all of his most sym- 
pathetic, as well as much of his most powerful, work was suggested 
by personal experiences is clear. But this is scarcely the sime 
thing as taking himself for his subject. And in the use that he 
makes of such experiences he seems to remove hinnuelt (ax from Soe 





A Plea for Cowper. 615 


“satiric wipe” As the practice appears to have had beneficent 
results in his case, we must conclude that the poct got full absolu- 
tion, 

‘There is one section of the public with whom it would seen: that 
Cowper should be exceptionally popular. It is another proof, if it 
were needed, af the oblivion into which he has fallen that the large 
and increasing body of people with whom kindness to animals is 
something more than a mere pious expression should not have dis~ 
covered him. They hunt for apt quotations with which to decorate 
their humane literature, and for clinching rhymes with which to 
arrest the indifferent eye, but they generally seem to stop at Cole- 
ridge. The gentle humanitarian of Olney is overlooked. And yet 
it is difficult to call to mind any poct of standing who can compare 
with him as a champion of the rights of animals. He is very much 
in earnest, even for a man who is never anything else. He intro- 
duces the subject in detail into his longest and greatest work, he 
argues the question, he weighs the pros and cons, and he concludes 
with the most passionate and emphatic appeal for justice and mercy 
for the inferior creation to be found in English verse, Surely, if the 
brute creation could be suddenly endowed with the capacity for 
understanding the zeal with which he pleaded their cause, they at 
least, whatever modern readers might do, would clamour for a 
revival of interest in his works, and would spare no effort to keep 
his memory grecn. 

But, however laudable the principles of a poet may be, it is not 
for these alone, or even chiefly, that he will obtain a hearing. Mr. 
Augustine Birrell has somewhere hinted that the man who would 
read poetry for its ethical and theological teachings may ‘‘go hang” ; 
and probably he has the majority with him. Their numbers need 
not be diminished for Cowper. When all that can be considered as 
aggressively didactical in him has been eliminated, there still remains 
a well-assorted mass of pleasant reading. When the most ardent 
advocate of the school that insists on regarding true poctry as a 
vehicle of pleasure rather than of instruction has deleted every 
line that offends its canons, we still have those humorous sallies, 
those precise and affectionate observations of Nature, and those in- 
timate protrayals of domestic life, for which even a realistic generation 
will hardly deny a supreme place. And there still remain, perhaps 
more certainly capable of repaying attentive perusal than aught else 
that Cowper wrote, those inimitable delineations of contemporary 
types, so truly Hogarthian in their pungency, which stand out 





COUNT FERNAN'S LOVE SONG. 


WAY | away! the dawn is gray ; 
For love and life we ride— 
Don Garcia's keep is far away— 
My Sancha by my side. 
‘They wove a web of force and guile, 
‘They threw me in their dungeon vile : 
But fair Ladye 
She set me free, 
And I have won my bride. 


Aha | the false Priest wound his horn ; 
My own brave troop replied : 
Now southward in the golden morn 
To fair Castile we ride, 
My Ladye Love I with me bring, 
And be he Count, or be he King, 
Sure never knight, 
For his delight, 
Had e’er so brave a bride. 


Now, sweet Infanta, lift thine head, 
Nor cast a look behind ; 
Castile’s proud pennon o'er thy head 
Is waving in the wind, 
And not a knight that follows me 
But he would gladly dic for thee, 
Soon through Castile 
‘The bells shall peal, 
And wedding wreaths be twined, 
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abandoned. Anastasius ; or, Memoirs of a Greek, by Thomas Hope, 
the famous collector of Deepdene, brought its author brilliant 
reputation. It is, indeed, a remarkable novel, almost belonging to 
the Picaresque school, and gives a surprisingly animated picture of 
life in Turkey, Egypt, and the East generally. It should, moreover, 
be studied with attention, significant aspects of Oriental existence 
being apt to pass unperceived by the casual reader, Long passages 
of reflection and comment prove tedious, the narration is incon 
secutive, and we are throughout more impressed with the writer's 
cleverness than with his merits asa story-teller, Last comes Zam 
Cringlés Log, by Michael Scott, which first appeared in Blackiood. 
As a series of pictures of life and adventure in the West Indies this 
retains its claims on immortality ; as a novel it is of little account, 
and its love interest is absolutely mi On the whole, then, the 
novelist of yesterday is inferior to his rival of to-day. 


Atrxcep Decay or Interest in Portny. 


ONSTANT complaints are uttered by our modern poets or 
versifiers against the loss of all taste for the highest poetry. 
As a species of representative of Parnassus the Laureate first raised 
the voice of lamentation, Others have echoed the protest or the 
wail, the most considerable among them being Mr. John Davidson, 
1 will concede that the highest poetry makes no appeal to the 
masses. It never has done so, and it never will, The poetical 
aspects of Shakespeare's plays were unperceived by the majority of 
his contemporaries, and no line of adexjuate eulogy was awarded by 
those who were not generally sparing of recognition. Milton's praise 
of Shakespeare, warm as in some respects it scems, is really unworthy ; 
while the estimate of Pepys may be taken to represent that of the 
average man of Milton's generation. Pepys owns to having once 
thought somewhat of QfAeéfo; but adds that having read Ze 
Adventures of Five Howrt, an adaptation from Calderon by Sir 
Samuel Tuke, he finds O#fefio “ seems but a mean thing.” Pepys sees 
little to admire in Shakespeare, and finds the presentation of TioedfiA 
Night, which he witnesses, a burden to him ; while Midsummer Might’ 
Dream he pronounces the most insipid and ridiculous play he ever 
saw, Milton won the recognition of Wotton and Marvell, and in 
later days of Addison and Warton. Wordsworth and Coleridge 
were decried, Shelley was treated as personally infamous, Byron was 
hounded out of England, and Keats was the subject of attack by 
Scottish reviewers, of which it is hard to say whether the rancour 
or the imbecility was the more flagrant. Mr, Swisumme exen wat, 


























